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SONGS OF TWO WORLDS. 

FIRST SKKIRS (1872), 


SOU^L-AWS/C. 

My soul is as a bird 
Singing in fair weather, 

Deep in shady woodlands through the 
evening's dewy calm ; 

Every glossy feather 
On her full throat stirred, 

As she pours out, rapt, unconscious, all 
the sweetness of her psalm ; 
Mounting high, and higher, higher, 
Soaring now, now falling, dying ; 
Now through silvery pauses sigh- 
ing ; 

Throbbing now with joyous strife, 
And rushing tides of love and life. 
Till some ray of heavenly fire 
Shot obliquely through the shade, 
Pierces her ; and lo ! the strain 
Of the music she has made 
FjlU her with a sudden pain. 

Then she forgets to sing 
Her former songs of gladness ; 
Sitting mute in silence sweeter than the 
old forgotten lays ; 

TiU anon some note of sadness, 
Leng-drawn, languishing, 

^aint at first, sw^ls onward slowly to ' 
a subtler depth of praise, | 


As the low, wild, minor, broken 
By the ghosts of gayer fancies. 
Like a rippling stream advances, 
Till the full tide grown too deep, 
Whispers first, then falls asleep. 
Then, ^ souls with no word spoken 
Grow together, she, mute and still. 
Thrills throu|^''with a secret voice. 
Which the farthest heaven can fill, 
And constrains her lo rejoice. 

And the passer-by who hears. 

Not the burst of pleasure. 

Swelling upward, sweet, spontaneous, 
to the portals of the sky, 

But a chastened measure, 

Low and full of tears ; 

And anon the voiceless silence, when 
the last notes sink and die, 
Deems some influence malign, 
Checks the current of her song ; 
For that none are happy long. 

Nay ; but to the rapt soul come 
Sounds that strike the singer dumb, 
And the silence is Divine ; 

For when heaven gives back the 
strain, 

All its joyous tones are o'er ; 

First the low sweet notes of pain, 
Then, the singer sings no more. 

fi 



2 


LOVERS MJRROR—ON A YOUNG POET. 


LOVES MIRROR. 

I SEE myself reflected in thine eyes, 

The dainty mirrors set in golden flame 

Of eyelash, quiver with a sweet sur- 
prise, 

And most ingenuous shame. 

Like Eve, who hid her from the dread 
command 

Deep in the dewy blooms of paradise ; 

So thy shy soul, love calling, fears to 
stand 

Discovered at thine eyes. 

Or, like a tender little fawn, which lies 

Asleep amid the fern, and waking, 
hears 

Some careless footstep drawing near, 
and flies, 

Yet knows not what she fears : 

So shrinks thy soul ; but, dearest, shrink 
not so ; 

I.«ook thou into mine eyes as I in 
thine : 

So our reflected souls shall meet and 
grow, 

And each with each combine 

In something nobler ; as when one has 
laid 

Opposite mirrors on a cottage w'all ; 

And lo ! the never-ending colonnade, 

The vast palatial hall. 

So our twin souls, by one sweet suicide. 

Shall iwie into an essence morn sub- 
lime ; 

Uvii^ through death, and dying gloria 
fied. 

Beyond the touch of tittle. 


ON A YOUNG POET. 

Here lay him down in peace to take 
his rest, 

Who tired of singing ere the day was 
done. 

A little time, a little, beneath the sun, 

He tarried and gave forth his artless 
song; 

The bird that sings with the dawn, 
sings not for long, 

Only when dew is on the grass his 
breast 

Quivers, but his voice is silent long ere 
noon. 

So sang he once, but might not long 
sustain 

The high pure note of youth, for soon, 
too soon ! 

He ceased to know the sweet creative 
pall 

Made still one voice, amid the clamorous 
strife, 

And proved no more (he joys or pains 
of life. 

And better so than that his voice should 
fail. 

And sink to earth, and lose its heaven- 
lici tone ; 

Perchance, if he had stnyeil, the sad 
world’s moan, , 

The long low discord of incessant 
wrong, 

Had marred the perfect cadence of his 
song, 

And made a grosser musk to prevail. 

But now it falls as pure upon the ear. 

As sings tb<S brown bird to the star of 
eve, 

Or child’s voice in grey minster quiring 

clew. 
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Rather then, give we thanks for him 
than grieve. 

Thoughts of pure joys which but in 
memory live, 

More joy than lower present joys can 
give. 

For him, deep rest or high spontaneous 
strains ; 

For us, fierce strife and low laborious^ 
song; 

For him, truth^s face shining out dear 
and strong ; 

For us, half lights, thick cloiuls, and 
darkling days. 

No longer w'alks his soul in mortal 
ways, 

Nor thinks our thoughts, nor feels our 
joys or pains 

Nor doubts our doubts, nor any more 
pursues, 

Knowing all things, the faf-oif search- 
less cause ; 

Nor thrills with art, or nature’s fairest 
hues, 

Oozing on absolute beauty’s inmost 
laws ; 

Or lies for ever sunk in dreamless sleep, 

Nor recks of us and therefore ’lis we 
weep. 

ilut surely if he sleep, some fair faint 
dream. 

Some still small whisper from his an- 
cient home, 

Not joy, nor pain, but inixt of each 
shall come ; 

Or if he wake, the thought of earthly 
days 

.Shall add a tender sweetness to his 
praise ; 

Tempering the unbroken joyance of hb 
theme. 


And by-and-by the time shall come 
when wc, 

Laden with all our lives, once more 
shall meet, 

Like friends, who after infinite wastes 
of sea, 

Look in each other’s eyes ; and lo ! the 
sweet 

I Sad fount of memory to its depths is 
stirred, 

And the past lives again, without a 
word. 

Mourn not for him ! perchance he lends 
his voice 

To swell the fulness of the eternal 
psalm ; 

Or haply, wmpt in nature’s holy 
calm. 

Safe hid within the fruitful womb of 
earth, 

He ripens slowly to a higher birth. 

Mourn not for him ! but let your souls 
rejoice. 

Wc know not what wo shall be, but arc 
sure 

The spark once kindled by the eternal 
breath, 

Goes not out quite, but somewhere 
doth endure 

In that strange life we blindly christen 
death. 

Somewhere he is, though where wc can- 
not tell ; 

]3ut wheresoe’er God hides him, it is 
well. 


TO THE SETTING SUN 

Stay, O sweet day, nor fleet so fast 
away 

For now it is that life revives again. 
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THE TREASURE OF HOPE, 


As the red tyrant sinks 1)eneath the 
hill ; 

And now soft dews refresh the arid 
plain ; 

And now the fair bird’s voice begins to 
thrill ; 

With hidden dolours making sweet 
her strain 

And wakes the woods that all day were 
so still. 

Stay, O sweet day, nor fleet so fast 
away ; 

For now the rose and all fair flowers 
that blow 

(live out sweet odours to the perfumed 
air, 

And the white palace marbles blush 
and glow, 

And the low, ivy*hiddcn col shows 
fair. 

Why are time’s feet so swift, and 
ours so slow ? 

Haste, laggard ! night will fall ere you 
are there. 

Stay, 0 sweet day, nor fleet so fast 
away ; 

Soon the pale full-faccd moon will 
slowly climb 

Up the steep sky and quench the star 
of love. 

Moonlight is fair, but fairer far the 
time 

When through the leaves the dying 
shafts above 

Slope, and the minster sounds its 
curfew chime, 

And the long shadows lengthen through 
the grove. 

Stay, O sweet day, nor fleet so fast 
away; 


Por, hark ! the chime throbs from 
the darkling tower ; 

Soon for the last time shall my love be 
here: 

Fair day, renew thy rays for one 
brief hour. 

O sweet day, tarry for us, tarry near ; 

To-morrow, love and time will lose 
their power, 

And sighs be mine, and the unbidden 
tear. 

1 Stay, O sweet day, nor fleet s«» fatst 
away. 

But, ah ! thou may’st not ; in the 
far-off west 

Impatient lovers weary till you rise ; 

Or may be caring naught thou 
traversest 

The plains betwixt thee and thy final 
skies i 

Go, then ; though darkness come, 
we shall be blest, 

Keeping sweet daylight, in each other’s 
eyes. 


THE TREASURE OF HOPE, 

O FAIR bird, singing in the woods. 

To the rising and the setting sun. 
Does ever any throb of pain 
Thrill through thee ere thy song be 
done ; 

Because the summer fleets so fast ; 

Because the autumn fades so soon ; 
Because the deadly winter treads 
So closely on the steps of June ? 

O sweet maid, opening like a rose 
In love’s mysterious, honeyed air. 
Dost think sometimes the day will come 
When thou shah be no longer fair ; 
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When love will leave thee and pass on 
To yonnger and to brighter eyes ; 

And thou shalt live unloved, alone, 

A dull life, only dowered with sighs ? 

O brave youth, panting for the fight, 

To conquer wrong and win thee fame, 

Dost see thyself grown old and spent. 
And thine a still unhonoured name : 

When all thy hopes have come to naught, 
And all thy fair schemes droop and 
pine 

And wrong still HAs her hydra heads 
To fall to younger arms than thine ? 

Nay ; song and love and lofty aims 
May never be where faith is not ; 

Strong souls within the present live ; 
The future veiled, — the past forgot : 

Grasping what is, with hands of steel. 
They bend what shall 1)e, to their will ; 

And blind alike to doubt and dread, 
The End, for which they arc, fulfil. 


THE LEGEND OF FAITH 

They say the Lord of time and all the 
worlds, 

Came to us once, a feeble, new-born 
child ; 

All-wise, yet dumb ; weak, though om- 
nipotent : 

Surely a heaven-sent vision, for it tells 

How innocence is godlike. And the 
Lord • 

Renews, through childhood, to our 
wotld-dimmed eyes, 

The lialf forgotten splendours of the 

And beemise motherhood is sacreder 

And purer for than any fatherhood, 


S 

White dowers are fairer than red fruit, 
and sense 

Brings some retributive pain ; the vir- 
gin queen 

Sits 'mid the stars, and cloistered courts 
are filled 

With vain regrets, dead lives, and 
secret sighs, 

And the long pain of weary litanies. 

And because wc, who stand upon the 
shore, 

See the cold w'ave sweep up and take 
with it 

White s()otless souls, and others lightly 
soiled, 

Vet with no stain God deems indelible : 

These are His saints mighty to intercede, 

Those in some dim far country tarry, 
and there 

Are purified ; and both are reached by 
prayer. 

And as the faith once given changes not, 

But we are weak as water ; yet is life 

A process, and where growth is not is 
death. 

God gave His priests infallible power to 
tell 

The true fakh as it is, and how it grew : 

And lo 1 the monstrous cycle shows 
complete. 

And the Church brings the nations to 
her feet. 


BY THE SEA. 

A LITTLE country churchyard, 

On the verge of a cliff by the sea ; 
Ah ! the thoughts of the long years past 
and gone 

That the vision brings back to me. 
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BY THE SEA. 


For two ways led from the village,-— 

. One, by the rippled sands, 

With their pink shells fresh from the 
ebbing wave 
For childish little hands. 

And one 'mid the heath, and the 
threatening 

Loud bees with the yellow thighs, 
And, twinkling out of the golden furze, 
The marvellous butterflies. 

And the Iwnin of the waves on the 
shingle, 

And the hymn of the lark to the sun ; 
Made Sabbath sounds of their own, ere 
the chime 

Of the church-going bell had begun. 

I remember the churchyard studded 
With peasants who loitered and read 
The sad little legends, half effaced, 

On the moss-grown tombs of the 
dead. 

And the gay graves of little children, 
Fashioned like tiny cots ; 

With their roscnuiry and southernwood, 
And blue-eyed foi^et-mc-nots. 

Till the bell by degt'ees grew impatient, 
Then ceased as the parsonage door 
Opened wide for the surpliced vicar, 
And we loitered and talked no more. 

1 remember the cool, dim chancel, 

And the drowsy hum of the prayers ; 
And the rude psalms vollied from sea- 
faring throats 

As if to take heaveu uitawares. 

mif when sermon-time came, by per- 
mission 

We stole out among the graves, 


And saw the great ocean a-blase in the 

Sim, 

And hea^ the deep roar of the waves. 

And clung very close together, 

As we spelt out with wonder and 
' tears, 

How a boy lay beneath who was 
drowned long ago, 

And was Aged eleven years." 

And heard, with a new-born terror, 

The first surge of the infinite Sea, 

Whose hithcr-shorc is the shore of 
Death, 

And whoso further, the Life to be. 

“ Did the sea swallow up little children ? 
Could God see the wickedness done? 

Nor spare one swifit-winged seraph to 
save 

From the thousands around His 
throne ? " 

“Was he still scarce older than we 
were, 

Still only a boy of eleven ? 

Were child-angels children always 
In the beautiful courts of heaven ? " 

Ah me ! of those childish dreamers, 
One has solved the dark riddle since 
then: 

And knows the dread secret which 
none may know 
Who walk in the ways of men. 

The other has seen the splendour 
And mystery fading away ; 

Too wise or too dull to take thought or 
care 

For aught but the needs of Uie 
day. 
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VOICES 

Oh ! sometimes when the solemn organ 
rdls 

Its stream of sound down gray historic 
aisles ; 

Or the full| high-pitched struggling 
symphony 

Pursues the fleeting melody in vain : 

Like a fawn through shadowy groves, 
or heroine 

Voiced like' a lark, j>ou)*s out in burning 
song 

Her love or grief ; or when, lo the 
rising stars 

Linked village maidens chant the hymn 
of eve ; 

Or Sabbath concourse, flushed and 
dcwy-eye<l 

jBooms its full bass ; or before tasks 
begun, 

Fresh childish voices sanctify the morn : 

My eyes grow full, my heart forgets to 
beat. 

What is this mystic yearning Alls my 
being ? 

Hark I the low music wakes, and soft 
and slow 

Wanders at will through flowery fields 
of sound ; 

Climbs gentle hills, and sinks in sunny 
. Tales, 

And stoops to cull sweet way side 
blooms, and weaves 

A dainty garland ; then, grown tired, 
casts down 

With careless hand the fragrant coronal. 

And child-like sings itself to sleep. 

Anon 

The loud stndn rises like a strong knight 
armed. 


Battling with wrong ; or passionate seer 
of God 

Scathing with tongue of fire the hollow 
shows, . 

I'he vain deceits of men ; or law<*giver, 

Parting in thunder from the burning 
bill 

With face aflame ; or with fierce rush 
of wings 

And biasing brand, upon the crest ot 
Sin, 

The swift archangel swooping ; or the 
roll 

Which follows on the lightning -all 
are there 

In that great hurry of sound. 

And then the voice 

Grows thinner like a lark's, and soars 
and soars, 

Ami mounts in circles, higher, higher, 
higher, 

Up lo heaven’s gate, and lo ! the un- 
earthly song 

Thrills some fine inner chord, and the 
swift soul, 

Eager and fluttering like a prisoned 
bird, 

Breaks from its cage, and soars aloft to 
join 

The enfri^nchised sound, and for a 
moment seems 

To touch on some dim border-land of 
being, 

Full of high thought and glorious 
enterprise 

And vague creative fancies, (ill at 
length 

Waxed grosser than the thin ethereal 
air. 

It sinks to earth again. 

And then a strain 

Sober as is the tender voice of home. 

Unbroken like a gracious life, and lo 
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voices;. 


Yonng children sit around me, and the 
love 

I never knew is mine, afid so my 
eyes 

Grow full, and all my being is thrilled 
with tears. 

What is this strange new life, this finer 
sense, 

This passionate exaltation, which doth 
force 

Like the weird Indian juggler, instantly 

My soul from seed to flower, from 
flower to fruit, 

Which lifts me out of self, and bids me 
tread 

Without a word, on dim aerial peaks. 

Impossible else, and rise to glorious 
thoughts, 

High hopes, and inarticulate fantasies 

Denied to soberer hours? No spoken 
thought 

Of bard or seer can mount so far, or 
lift 

The soul to such transcendent heights, 
or work 

So strong a spell of love, or roll along 

Such passionate troubled depths. No 
painter's hand 

Can limn so clear, the luminous air 
serene 

Of Paradise, the halcyon deep, the 
calm { 

Of the eternal snow's, the eddy and 
whirl 

Of mortal fight, the furious flood let 
loose 

From interlacing hills, the storm which 
glooms 

Over the shoreless sea. Our speech too 
oft 

Is bound and fettered by such narrow 
laws, 


That words which to one nation pierce 
the heart, 

To another are but senseless sounds, or 
weak 

And powerless to stir the soul ; but this 
Speaks with a common tongue, uses a 
speech 

Which all may understand, or if it bear 
Some seeds of difference in it, only 
such 

As separates gracious sisters, like in 
form, 

I ' 

But one by gayer fancies touched, and 
one 

Rapt by sweet graver thoughts alone, 
and both 

Mighty to reach the changing moods of 
the soul. 

Or grave or gay, and though sometimes 
they be 

Mated with unintelligible words. 

Or feeble and unworthy, yet can lend 
A charm to gild the worthless utterance. 
And vdng the sordid chrysalis to float 
Amid the shining stars. 

Oh strange sweet power. 
Ineffable, oh gracious influence, 

I know not whence thou art, but this 
I know. 

Thou boldest in thy hand the silver key 
That can unlock the sacred fount of 
tears, 

Which falling make life green ; the 
hidden spring 

Of purer fancies and high sympathies • 
No mirth is thine, thou art too high for 
mirth,— 

Like Him who wept but smiled not v. 
mirth is bom 

On the low plains of thoughts be»t 
reached by words. 

But those who scale the untrodden 
mountain peak, 
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Or sway upon the trembling spire, are 
far 

From laughter ; so thy gracious power 
divine, 

Not sod but solemn, stirs the well of 
tears, 

But not mirth's' sliallow spring: tears 
ore divine. 

But mirth is of the earth, a creature 
born 

Of careless youth and joyance ; satisfied 
With that which is ; parched by no 
nobler thirst 

For that which might be ; pained by 
no regret 

For that which was, but is not : but for 
thee. 

Oh, fair mysterious power, the whole 
great scheme 

Lies open like a book ; and if the 
charm | 

Of its high beauty makes thee some- 
times gay, 

"Yet 'tis on awful joy, so mixed with 
thought, 

That even Mirth grows grave, and 
evermore 

The myriad possibilities unfulfilled, 

The problem of Creation, the immense 
Impenetrable depths of thought, the 
vague 

Perplexities of being, touch thy lips 
And keep thee solemn always. 

* Oh, fair voice, 

Oh virginal, sweet interpreter, reveal 
Our inner selves to us, lay bare the 
springs; 

hWen depths of life, the high 
desires 

Which luik there unsuspected, the 
remorse 

W'hich never woke before ; unclothe 
the soul 


Of this its shroud of sense, and let it 
mount, 

On the harmonious beat of thy liglu 
wings, 

Up to those heights where life is so 
attuned, 

So pure and self-concordant ; filled so 
deep 

With such pervading beauty that no 
voice 

Mars the unheard ineRable harmony, 

And o'er white plain and breathless 
summit reigns 

A silence sweeter than the sweetest 
sound. 


WEAKNESS MADE STRONG. 

If I were poor and weak, 

Bankrupt of hope, and desolate of 
love; 

Without a tongue to speak 
The strange dumb thoughts of thee 
which through me move ; 

Then would I freely venture, sweet, 

To cast my soul down at thy feet. 

Or were I proud and great ; 

Were all men envious, and all women 
kind; 

And yet my high estate 
Showed poor beside the riches of my 
mind : 

llien would I boldly stoop, to rise 

Up to the height of thy dear eyes. 

Rut being not weak nor strong. 

Cast in the common mould of . 
coarser clay ; 

Sure ’Iwerc to do thee wrong 
To set my humble homage in thy 
way, 
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IVA/CING. 


And cloud thy sunny morni which I 
would fain 

Keep clear and fair, with my poor 
private pain. 

Only since love and 1 are so ingrown, 
That for my weakness is my love so 
strong; 

And scarce I know what love’s is, .what 
mine own, 

Nor whether love or I inspire my 
song : 

Take thou my weakness to thy strengtlt, 
and give 

Strength to my weakness, sweet, and 
bid me live. 


Oi'KN, my soul, thy stately portals 
wide ; 

Open full wide, and let thy King 
come in ! 

How shall he come ? In royal pomp 
and pride, 

Ushered by braying trumpets’ clamor- 
ous din ; 

Clothed round with purple; crowned 
with burning gold : 

A kingly presence, glorious to behold ? 

Nay ; for he is no mortal king, to come 

With trumpet peals and crowds and 
garish state ; 

Rut silent to the soul he makca his 
. home, 

He enters by some lowly posteni 
gate! 

And she, within her chambers far with- 
drawn, 

Cries like the wakeful bird that greets 
the dawn. 


It may be * she is seated 'mid the 
throng. 

Crowned with the flowers of life and 
youth and health ; 

Thrilled through by breathing art or 
passionate song, 

Or faint with hot pursuit of fame or 
wealth ; 

Rapt by the glorious thoughts of saints 
or seers, 

Or radiant with the blessM dew of 
tears. 

And then the wicket swings without a 
sound, 

And lo! a ghostly presence, pale and 

Sad eyes which dwell not on the things 
around, 

But gaae for ever on the Far-off 
Day I 

Then a low voice, whispering, "Thy 
King is come ; 

Rejoice, be glad, for here he makes 
his home.” 

Then rises she and hastens to the 
gate,— 

Her royal gale, and there she costs 
her down ; 

Prone at his feet bewails her low 
estate, 

Yet prays him he will enter lo bis 
own 1 

Spurns from her all her robes of pride, 
and stands, 

Knowing her shame, to do her Lord’s 
commands, 

Whom with a touch he fashions fpr her 
part; 

Dowers with the precious j^fts ofbord 
or sage; 
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Th€ hand to tix the dreams of deathless 
art. 

The imperial will, the patriot’s noble 
rage: 

Or fills with such fine affluence of love, 

That she grows holy as the saints above. 

Then open, O my soul ! thy portals 
wide, 

Open, and let thy Lord and Ruler 
come ; 

Open, if haply he may here abide, 

And make within thee his eternal 
home. 

Open thy gntc<!, thy halls, thine inmost 
shrine. 

Till all are flooded with the Light 
divine. 


AT HAVRE DR GRACE, 

Above the busy Norman town, 

The high precipitous sea-cliffs rise, 
And from their summit looking down 
The twin-lights shine with lustrous 
eyes; 

Far out upon the fields of foam, 

The first to greet the wanderer home. 

Man here has known at last to tame 
Nature’s wild forces to his will ; 
Those are the lightning’s fires which 
flame, 

From yon high towers with ray so 
still: 

And knowledge, piercing through the 
night 

Of time, has summoned forth the light. 

And there, hard by the lighthouse door, 
The earthly set by the divine ; 

’ At a etern^s cast, or scarcely more, 
Rises a little pagan shrine, 


Where the rough seamen come to piay. 
And wives, for dear ones (hr away. 

There, on a starry orb, there stands 
A heavenly goddess, proud and fair ; 
No infant holds she in her hands 
Which must a queenly sceptre bear. 
Nay ; wonder not, for this is she 
Who rules the fury of the sea. 

Star of the sea, they call her, yet 
Liker to Her^ doth she show, 

Than Aphrodite, rising wet 

From the white Waves, with limbs 
aglow. 

Calmer she seems, more pure and 
sweet, 

To the poor kneelers at her feet. 

Before her still the vestal fires 
Bum unextinguished day and night ; 
And the sweet firankincense expires 
And fair flowers blow, and gems are 
bright : 

For a great power in heaven b she, 
This star and goddess of the sea. 

.\round the temple, everywhere, 

Rude tablets hung, attest her might ; 
Here the fierce surge she smooths, and 
there * 

Darts downward on a bar of light ; 
To quench the blazing ship, or save 
The shipwrecked from the hungry 
wave. 

And sea-gifts round the shrine are laid, 
Poor offerings, costlier far than gold ; 
Such as the earlier heathen made, 

To the twin Deities of old, — 

Toy ships, shells, coral, glittering spar, 
Brought here by grateful hands from 
far. 



13 


AT HAVRE DE GRACE. 


A very present help indeed. 

This goddess is to whom they bow ; 
We seek Thy face with hearts that 
bleed, 

And straining eyes, dread Lord ! but 
Thou 

Hidesf Thyself so far away, 

Our thoughts scarce reach Thee as we 
pray. 

But is this she, whom the still voice 
Of angels greeted in the night ; 
Bidding the poor maid’s heart rejoice. 
With visions hid from wiser sight : 
This heathen nymph, this tinselled 
queen, 

First of all mothers who have been ? 

\ 

Gross hearts and purblind eyes, to 
make 

An idol of a soul so sweet 1 
Could you no meaner essence take. 

No brazen image with clay feet ; 

No saint from out the crowd of lies, 
False signs and shameful prodigies ? 

For this one bears loo great a name. 
Above all other women blest ; 

The blessM mother,— all her fame 
Is His who nestled to her breast : 
They do but dull her glory down, 
These childless arms, this earthly 
crown. 

Poor peasant mother ! scarce a word 
Thou spak’st, the long-drawn years 
retain ; 

Only thy womb once bare the Lord ; 
CMy thou knew’st the joy, the 
pain, 

The hi^ hope seeming quenched in 
blood 

That marked thy awful motherhood. 


, No trace of all thy life remains. 

From .His first childhood to the 
cross ; 

A life of little joys and pains, 

Of httmbl.e gain and trivial loss : 
Contented if the ewes should bear 
Twin lambs, or wheat were full in car. 

Or if sometimes the memory 
Of that dread message of the night 
Troubled thy soul, there came to thee 
New precious duties ; till the flight, 
The desert sands, the kneeling kings, 
Showed but as half-forgotten things. 

Or sometimes, may be, pondering 
deep • . 

On miracles of word and deed, 
Vague doubts across thy soul would 
creep, 

Still faithful to the older creed : 
Could this thy son indeed be He, 

This child who prattled at thy knee ? 

And of thy after-life, thy age, 

Thy death, no record ; not a line 
On all the fair historic page 
To mark the life these hold divine : 
Only some vague tradition, faint 
As the sick story of a saint. 

But thou no longer art to-day . 

The sw'eet maid-mother, fair, and 
pure; 

Vast time-worn reverend temples gray, 
Throne thee in majesty obscure ; 
And long aisles stretch in minsters 
high, 

’Twixt thee, fair peasant, and the sky. 

They seek to honour thee^ who art 
Beyond all else a mother indeed ; 
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With hateful vows that blight the heart. 
With childless lives, and souls that 
bleed: 

As if their dull hymns* barren strain 
Could fill a mother with aught but 
pain ! 

To the gross earth Uiey bind thee down 
With coils of fable, chain on chain ; 
From plague or war to save the town ; 

To give, or hold ; the sun, or rain ; 
' 1*0 whirl through air a favourite 
shrine, — 

'I'hese arc thy functions, and divine. 

vVnd see, in long procession rise 
The fair Madonnas of all time ; 

They gaze from sweet maternal eyes, 
The dreams of every Christian clime : 
llrown girls and icy queens, the breast 
And childish lips proclaim them blest. 

Till as the gradual legend grew, 

Born without stain, and scorning 
death ; 

Heavenward thou soarest through the 
blue. 

While saints and seers aspire beneath: 
And fancy-nurtured cam*st to be 
(>ueen over sky and earth and sea. 

Oh, sin ! oh, shame ! oh, folly ! K's: ; 
Poor heathen, think to what you 
bow; 

Consider, beyond God’s equal skies, 
What pains that faithful soul must 
know, — 

She a poor peasaht on the throne 
Raised for the Lord of Life, alone. 

I O sweet ! O heart of hearts 1 O pure 
Above all purest maids of earth ! 

I O simple child, who didst endure 
The Burden of that awful birth ; 


Heart, th^t the keenest sword didst 
know, 

Soul bowed by alien loads of woe ! 

Sweet soul ! have pity ; intercede, 

Oh mother of mothers, pure and 
meek ; 

They know no evil, — rise and plead 
For these poor wandering souls and 
weak ; 

Tear off those pagan rags, and lead 

Their worship where ’tis due indeed. 

For wheresoever there is home, 

And mothers yearn with sacred 
love, 

There, since from Heaven itself they 
come, 

Are symbols of the life above : 

Again the sweet maid-mother mild, 

Again the fair Eternal child. 


iVNEN I AM DEAD. 

When I am dead and turned to 
dust, 

[.ct men say what they will, I care not 
aught ; 

Let them say 1 was careless, indolent, 

Wasted the psecious hours in dreaming 
thought. 

Did not the good I might have done, 
but spent 

My soul upon myself, --sometimes let 
rise 

Thick mists of earth betwixt me and 
the skies : 

What must be must. 

But not that I betrayed a trust.; 

Broke some girPs heart, and left her to 
her shame ; 
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LOVERS SUICIDE— THE RIVER OF LIFE 


Sneered young souU out of fjuth ; rose 
by deceit ; 

Lifted by credulous mobs to wealth and 
fame ; 

Waxed fat while good men waned, by 
lie and cheat ; 

Cringed to the strong; oppressed the 
poor and weak : 

When men say this, may some find 
voice to speak, 

'I'liough I am dust. 


LOVES SUICIDE. 

Ai.as for me for that my love is dead ! 

Buried deep down, and may not rise 
again ; 

.Self-murdered, vanished, gone beyond 
recall, 

And this is all my pain. 

‘Tis not that she I loved is gone from 
me. 

She lives and grows more lovely day 
by day ; 

Not Death could kill my love, but 
though she lives, 

My love has died away. 

Nor was it that a form or face more fair 

Forswore my troth, for so ray love 
had proved 

b'ye-deep alone, not rooted in the soul: 

And 'twas not thus 1 loved. 

Nor that by too long dalliance with 
delight 

And recompense of love, my love had 
grown 

Surfeit with sweets, like some tired bee 
that flags 

'Mid roses over-blown. 


None of these slew my love, but some 
cold wind, 

Some chill of doubt, some shadowy 
dissidence, 

Born out of too great concord, did over- 
cloud 

Love’s subtle inner sense. 

So one sweet changeless chord, too long 
sustained, 

Falls at its close into a lower tone : 

.So the swift train, sped on the long, 
straight way, 

Sways, and is overthrown. 

For ditfercncc is the soul of life and 
love, 

And not the barren oneness weak 
souls prize : 

Rest springs from strife, and dissonant 
chords beget 

Divincst h.irmonics. 

THE RIVER OF LIFE. 

Bright with unnumbered laughters, 
and swollen by a thousand tears, 

Rushes along, through upland and low- 
land, the river of life ; 

Sometimes foaming and broken, and 
sometimes silent and slumbrous, 

Sometimes through rocky glens, and 
sometimes through flowery plains. 

Sometimes the mountains draw. near, 
and the black depths swirl at 
their bases, 

Sometimes the limitless meads fede on 
the verge of the sky, 

Sometimes the forests stand round, and 
the great trees cast terrible 
shadows, 

Sometimes the golden wheat waves, and 
prls fill their pitchers and sing. 
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Always the same strange floW| through 
changes and chances unchanging, 
Always — in youth and in age, in calm 
and in tempest the same — 
Whether it sparkle transparent and 
give back the blue like a mirror, 
Or sweep on turbid with flood, and 
black with the garbage of 
towns— 

Whether the silvery scale of the min- 
now flash on the pebbles. 

Or whether the poisonous ooze cling 
for a shroud round the dead— 
Whether it struggle through shoals of 
white blooms and feathery 
grasses. 

Or bear on its liosoni the hulls of ocean- 
tost navies — the same. 

Flow on, O mystical river, flow on 
through desert and city ; 
llroken or smooth, flow onward into 
the Infinite sea. 

Who knows what urges thee on, what 
dark* laws and cosmical forces 
Stain thee or keep thee pure, and 
bring thee at last to thy goal ? 
What is the cause of thy rest or unrest, 
of thy foulness or pureness ? 
What is the secret of life, or the painful 
riddle of death ? 

^^^ly is it better to be than to cease, to 
flow on than to stagnate ? 

Why is the rivet'^stream sweet, while 
the sea is as bitter as gall ? 

Surely we know not at all, but the 
cycle of Being is eternal, 

Life is eternal as death, tears are eternal 
as joy. 

As the stream flowed, it will flow; 

sweet, yet the sea 
win be bitter ; , 


Foul it with filth, yet the deltas grow 
green and the ocean is clear. 
Always the sun and the winds will strike 
its broad surface and gather 
Some purer dro|>8 from its depths, to 
float in the clouds of the sky 
Soon these shall fall once again, and 
replenish the full-flowing river. 
Roll round then, O mystical cycle ! 
flow onward, ineffable stream ! 


A /lEATHEN HYMN, 

0 Lord, the Giver of my days, 

My heart is ready, my heart is ready ; 

1 dare not hold my peace, nor pause, 
For I nm fain to sing I'hy praise. 

I praise Thee not, with impious pride, 
For that I'hy partial hand has given 
Bounties of wealth or form or brain, 
Good gifts to other men denied. 

Nor weary Thee with blind reciucst, 

F or fancied goods Thy hand withholds \ 
I know not what to fear or hope, 

Nor aught but that 'I'hy will is best. 

Not whence I come, nor whither I go, 
Nor wherefore I am here, I know ; 

Nor if my life’s laic ends on earth. 

Or mounts to bliss, or sinks to woe. 

Nor know I aught of Thee, O Lord ; 
Behind the veil Thy face is hidden : 

We faint, and yet Thy face is bidden ; 
We cry,— Thou answerest not a word. 

But this I know, O Lord, Thou art, 
And by Thee I too live and am ; 

We stand together, face to face, 

Thou the great whole, and I the part. 
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We stand together, soul to soul, 

Alone amidst Thy waste of worlds ; 
Unchanged, though all creation fade, 
And Thy swift suns forget to roll. 

Wherefore, because my life is Thine, 
Ikcause, without Thee I were not ; 
llecause, as doth the sea, the sun, 

My nature gives back the Divine. 

Hccause my being with ceaseless flow 
Sets to Thee as the brook to the .sea ; 
Turns to Thee, as the (lower to the sun, 
And seeks what it may never know. 

Because, without me Thou hadst been 
For ever, seated midst Thy suns ; 
Marking the soulless cycles turn, 

Yet wert Thyself unknown, unseen. 

I praise Thee, everlasting Lord, 

In life and death, in heaven and hell : 
What care I, since indeed Thou art, 
And I the creature of Thy w'ord. 

Only if such a thing may be : 

WTicn all Thy infinite will is done, 
1'ake back the soul Tliy breath has 
given. 

And let me lose myself in Thee. 


JN TRAFALGAR SQUARE. 

Under the picture gallery wall, 

As a seadeaf clings to a wave-worn 
rock, 

Nor shrinks from the surging impetu- 
OUB shock 

Of the breakers which gather and 
whiten and fall*<^ 

A child^s form crouches, nor seems to 
heed 


The ceaseless eddy and whirl of men : 

Men and women with hearts that bleed. 

Men and women of wealth and fame, 

High in honour, or sunk in shame. 

Pass on like phantoms, and pass again. 

And he lies there like a weed. 

A child’s form, said 1 ; but looking 
again 

It is only the form that is childish now, 

For age has furrowed the low dull 
brow. 

And marked the pale face with its lines 
of pain. 

Vet but few years have fled, since 1 
first passed by, 

For a dwarf's life is short if you go by 
the sun, 

And marked in worn features and lus- 
treless eye 

Some trace of youth’s radiance, though 
faint and thin, 

But now, oh, strange jest ! there’s a 
beard to his chin. 

And he lies there, grown old ere his 
youth is done, 

With his iH>or limbs bent awry. 

What a passer-by sees, is a monstrous 
head, 

With a look in the eyes as of those who 
gare 

On some far-off sight with a dumb 
amare ; 

A face as pale as the ^eeted dead,* 

A frail body propped on a padded 
crutch, 

And lean long fingers, which flutter the 
k^s 

Of an old accordion, returning their 
touch 

With some poor faint echoes of popular 
song, 
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ThtmI mt all titties and obsolete long, 
PSalm-tuttcs, and African melodics, 

Not differing very muclh 

And there he sits nightly in heat and 
cold> 

When the fountains fall soft on the 
stillness of June, 

Or when the sharp Kast sings its own 
shrill tune, 

Patiently playing and growing old. 

'i'he long year waxes and wanes, the 
great 

Flash by in splendour from rout or ball, 
Statesmen grown weary with long 
debate, 

Hurry by homev/ards, and fling him 
alms; 

Pitiful women, touched by the psalms, 
Bringing back innocence, sloop by the 
wall 

Where he lies at Dives* gale. 

What are his thoughts of, stranded 
there? 

While life ebbs and flows by, again and 
again, I 

Docs the old sad Problem vex his poor 
brain? 

Why is the world so pleasant and 
fair. 

Why, am 1 only who did no wrong 
Crippled and bent out of human form ? 
Why toe other men tall and strong ? 
Surdy if all men were made to rejoice, 
^Seeing that we come without will or 
choice, * 

were better to crawl for a day like a 
worm, 

I to Ue Iffte this ib long ! 

faliiid shttfles by with a tap of 
his staff. 


The tired tramp plods to the workhouse 
ward,— 

But he carries his broad back as straight 
as a lord 

And the blind man can hear his little 
ones laugh, 

While I lie here like a weed on the 
sand, 

With these crooked limbs, paining me 
night and day. 

Is it true, what they tell of a far-off land, 
In the sweet old faith which was 
preached for the poor,— 

Where none shall be weary or prJned 
any more, 

Nor change shall enter nor any decay, 
And the stricken down shall stand ?'* 

And perhaps sometimes when the sky 
is clear, 

And the stars show like lamps on the 
sweet summer night. 

Some chance chord struck with a sud- 
den delight, 

Soars aloft with his soul, and brings 
Paradise near. 

And then — for even nature is some- 
j times kind- 
lie lies stretched under palms with a 
harp of gold ; 

Or is whirled bn by coursers as fleet as 
the wind ; 

And is no more crippled, nor weak nor 
bent; 

No mol’e painful nor impotent ; 

No more hungry, nor weary nor cold, — 
But of perfect form and mind. 

Or maybe his thoughts are of humbler 
cast. 

For hunger and cold are real indeed ; 
And he looks for the hour when his 
toil shall be past, 


c 
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WATCH— DROWNED, 


And he with sufficient for next day’s 
need: 

Some humble indulgence of. food or 
fire, 

Some music-hall ditty, or marvellous 
book, 

Or whatever it be such poor souls 
desire ; 

And with this little solace, for God 
would fain 

Make even his measures of joy nnd 
pain, 

I'lc drones happily on in his (juict 
nook, 

AVith hands that never tire. 

Well, these random guesses must go 
for nought 

Seeing it is wiser and easier far 

To weigh to an atom the faintest star, 

Than to sound the dim depths of a 
brother’s thought. 

But whenever f hear those poor snatches 
of song, 

And see him lie maimed in body and 
soul. 

While I am straight and healthy and 
strong, - 

I seem to redden with a secret shame, 

'riiat we should so differ who should be 
the same. 

Till 1 hear their insolent chariot wheels 
roll 

The millionaires along. 


WATCH, 

On, hark ! the languid air is still, 

The fields and woods seem hushed 
and dumb. 

But listen, and yon shall hear a thrill. 
An inner voice of silence come, 


Stray notes of birds, the hum of bees. 
The brook’s light gossip on its way. 
Voices of children heard at play, 
Leaves whispering of a coming breeze. 

Oh, look ! the sea is fallen asleep, 

The sail hangs idle evermore ; 

Yet refluent from the outer deep. 

The low wave sobs upon the shore. 
Silent the dark cave ebbs and Alls, 
Silent the broad weeds wave and 
sway ; 

Yet yonder fairy fringe of spray 
U lx)rn of surges vast as bills. 

Oh, see ! the sky is deadly dark, 

I'here shines not moon nor any 
star ; 

But gaze awhile, and you shall mark 
Some gleam of glory from afar : 
Some half-hid planet’s vagrant ray ; 
Some lightning flash which wakes 
the M'orld ; 

Night’s pirate banner slowly furled ; 
And, eastward, some faint flush of day. 


DROWNED, 

Only eighteen winters old 1 
Lay her with a tender hand 
On the delicate, ribbed sea-sand : 
Stiff and cold ; ay, stiff and cold. 

j What she has been, who shall care ? 
I Looking on her as she lies 
I With those stony, sightless eyes, 

' And the sea-weed in her hair. 

Think, O mothe% ! how the deep 
All the dreary n^ht did rave ; 
Thufiderif^ foam and crested 
W’hile your (htrlings lay asleep. , 
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How she deA the miiliiight air ; 

And the idiot surge beneath 
Whirled her sea-ward to her death, 
Angry that she was so fair. 

Tossed her, beat her, till no more 
Rage could do, through all the night ; 
Then with morning’s ghastly light, 
Flung her down upon the shore. 

Mother ! wlieii brief years ago 
You were happy in your child. 
Smiling on her as she smiled, 
Thought you she would perish so ? 

M.in I who made her what she is ; 
What, if when you falsely swore 
^‘ou w'ould love lier more and more, 
You had seen her lie like this. 

And, O Infinite Cause ! didst Thou, 
When Thou mad’st this hapless 
child, 

tiowered with passions, dercc and 
wild, 

See her lie as she lies now ? 

Filled with wild revolt and rage, 

All 1 feel I may not speak ; 

Fate so strong, and we so weak, 

Like rats in a cage, -—like rats in a 
cage. 


THE WANDERER, 

1 XKA^RfiD my Virgin Soul on dainty 
food, 

I fed her ivith rich ihiit and gameretl 
gold ^ 

JKiom gMm planUsd by the fiSous 
care 

Qf lthe wiee dead of old. 


! The long procession of the fabulous 
I Past, 

Rolled by for me— the earliest dawn of 
time ; 

The seven great Days ; the garden and 
the sword ; 

The first red stain of crime ; 

The fierce rude chiefs who smote, ami 
burned, and slew. 

And all for God ; the pitiless tyrants 
grand, 

Who piled to heaven the eternal monu- 
ments, 

Unchanged amid the sand ; 

The fairy commonwealths, where Free- 
clom first 

Inspired the ready hand and glowing 
tongue 

To a diviner art and sweeter song 

Than men have feigned or sung ; 

llic strong bold sway that held man- 
kind in thrall, 

Soldier and jurist marching side by side, 

Till came the sure slow blight, when 
all the world 

Grew sick, and swooneil, and died ; 

Again the long dark night, when 
Learning dosed 

Safe in her cloister, and the world 
without 

Rang with fierce shouts of war and 
cries of pain, 

Base triumph, baser rout ; 

Till rose a second dawn of light again, 

Again the freemen stood in firm array 

Behind the fom, and and Kaiser 
caiae, 

Wondered and tuned auay ; 
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And then the broadening stream, till 
the sleek priest 

Aspired to tread the path the Pagan 
trod, 

And Rome fell once again, and the 
brave North 

Rose from the church to Go<l. 

All these passed by fur me, till the 
vast tide 

Grew to a sea too wide for any shore ; 

Then doubt o’erspread me, and a cold 
disgust, 

And 1 would look no more. 

For something said, “The Past is dead 
and gone, 

Let the dead bury their dead, why 
strive with Fate ? 

Why seek to feed the children on the 
husks 

Their rude forefathers ate ? 

“ For even were the Past reflected back 

As ill a mirror, in the historic page. 

For us its face is strange, seeing that 
the race 

Betters from age to age.” 

“And if, hearing the tale we told our- 
selves, 

\Vc marvel how the monstrous fable 
grew ; 

How in these far-off ^cars shall men 
discern 

The fictive from the true ? ” 

Then turned 1 to the broad domain 
Artt 

To leek if l^ply Truth lay hidden there ; 

Well knowing that of old close links 
connect 

The tme'things nod the fidr. 


Fair forms I found, and rounded limbs 
divine, 

The maiden's grace, the tender curves 
of youth, 

The majesty of happy perfect years, 

But only half the truth. 

For there is more, 1 thought, in man, 
and higher, 

Than animal graces cunningly com- 
bined ; 

since oft within the unlovely frame is 
set 

The shining, flawless mind. 

So i grew weary of the pallid throng, 

Deep - bosomed maids and stalwart 
heroes tall. 

One type 1 saw, one earthy animal seal 

Of comeliness in all 1 

But not the awful, mystical human soul — 

The soul that grovels and aspires in 
turn — 

The soul that struggles outwards into 
light 

Tlurough lips and eyes that burn. 

So, from the soulless marbles, white 
and bare 

And cold, too-perfect art, 1 turned and 
sought 

The canvases, where Christian hands 
have left 

The fruits of holy thought. 

Passion I found, and love, and godlike 
pain, 

The swift soul rapt by mingjjed hc^s 
and fears, 

£y& lit with glorious li^ fnnn tK 

Unseen, 

Or dim with sacitd tears. 
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But evexywhere around the living tree 

1 marked the tangled growths of fable i 
twine, j 

And gross material images confuse I 

The earthly ami divine. 

I saw the Almighty Kulcr of the 
worlds, 

The one unfailing Source of Light and 
I-iOve, 

A sullen gray -beard set on rolling 
clouds, 

Armed with the liolls of Jove. 

The Eternal Son, a shapeless new-Wn 
child. 

Supine upon His peasant - mother’s 
knees, 

Or else a gWtly victim, crushed and 
worn 

By physical agonies. 

The virgin mother — now a simple girl ; 

Or old and blurred with tears, and wan 
with sighs ; 

And now a goddess, oft-times giving 
back 

The harlot-moders eyes. 

'fill faring on what spark of heaven 
was there, 

(irew pale, then went out quite; and 
in its stead. 

Dull dopies of dull common life usurped 

The empire of the dead. 

Or if pometim^, rapt in a sweet sus- 
pense, 

I knew a passionate yearning thrill my 
sooU 

Aa down long aides from lofty quires 
I heard 

The solemn musk roll ; 


Or if at last the long-drawn aymphony, 

After much weary wandering seemed to 
soar 

To a finer air, and subtle measures born 

On some diviner shore, 

I thought how much of poor mechani- 
cal skill. 

How little fire of heart, or force of 
brain. 

Was theirs who first devised or now 
declared 

That magical sweet strain ; 

And how the art was partial, not im- 
mense. 

As Truth is, or as Beauty, hut confined 

To this our later Europe, not spread 
out, 

Wide as the width of mind. 

» • * » 

So then from Art, and alt its empty 
shows 

And outward-seeming truth, I turned 
and sought 

The secret springs of knowledge which 
lie hid 

Deep in the wells of thought. 

The hoary thinkers of the Past I knew ; 

Whose dim vast thoughts, to too great 
stature groivn, 

Fla-shed round as fitful lightning flashes 
round 

The black vault of the Unknown. 

W'ho, seeing that things are Many, and 
yet are One ; 

That all things suffer change, and yet 
remain — 

That opposite flows from opposite. Life 
and Death, 

Love, Hatred, Pleasure, Pain — 
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Halved high upon the mystical throne 
of life 

Some dim abstraction, hopeful to un- 
wind 

The tangled maze of things, by one 
rude guess 

Of an untutored mind. 

The sweet Ideal Essences revealed. 

To that high poet-thinker’s eyes I 
saw ; 

The archetypes which underset the 
world 

With one broad perfect Law . 

The fair fantastic Commonwealth, too 
fair 

For earth, wherein the wise alone bore 
rule— 

So wise that oftentimes the sage himself 

Shows duller than the fool ; 

And that white soul, clothed with a 
satyr’s form, 

\N'hich shone beneath the laurels day 
by day, 

.\nd, fired with burning faith in (iod 
and Eight, 

Doubted men’s doubts away ; 

And him who took all knowledge fur 
Ids own, 

And with the same swiA logical sword 
laid bore 

The depths of heart and mind, the 
mysteries 

Of earth and sea and air ; 

And those on whom the visionary East 

Worked in such sort, that knowledge 
grew to seem 

An ecstasy, a sudden blase, revealed 

To crown the mystic’s dream ; 


Till, once again, the old light faded 
out, 

And left no trace of that fair day re- 
main — 

Only a barren method, binding down 

Men’s thoughts with such a chain 

That knowledge sank self-slain, like 
some stout knight 

Clogged by his harness ; nor could wit 
devise 

Aught but ignoble quibbles, subtly 
mixed 

With dull theologies. 

Not long I paused with these ; but 
passed to him 

Who, strippings like a skilful wrestler, 
cast 

From his strong arms the precious 
deadly web, 

The vesture of the past ; 

And looked in Nature’s eyes, and, foot 
to foot, 

Siiove with her daily, till the witch at 
length 

C>ave up, reluctant, to the questing 
mind 

The secret of her strength. 

And then the old fight, fotighi on 
modern fields,-* 

Whether we know by sense or inward 
sight — 

Whether a law within, or use alone, 

Mark out the botmds of right— 

All these were mine; and then the 
ancient doubt, 

Which scarce kept silence as this master 
taught 



THE WANDERER. 


*3 


Tlie undying soul, or that one subtly 
probed 

The process of our thought, 

And shuddered at the dreadful innocent 
talk 

To the cicala's chirp beneath the 
trees — 

Love poised on silver wings, love fallen 
and fouled 

By black iniquities ; 

And laughed to scorn their quest of 
cosmic law. 

Saw folly in the Mystic and the Schf lols, 

And in the Newer Method gleams of 
truth 

Obscured by childish niles ; 

Rose to a giant's strength, and always 
aied— 

You shall not find the truth here, she 
is gone ; 

What glimpse men had, was ages since, 
and these 

Go idly babbling on — 

Jangles of opposite creeds, alike un- 
true, 

Quaint ]>uzzles, meaningless logoma- 
chies, 

Efforts to pierce the infinite core of 
things 

With purblind finite eyes. 

get you gone to Nature, she is kind 

To r^ascmable worship ; she alone 

Thinks scorn, when humble seekers 
adi for bread. 

To oifor them a stone. 

« « * • 

^Atid Nature drew me to her, and 
awhile 


Enchained me. Day by day, things 
strange and new 

Rose on me ; day by day, I seemed to 
tread 

Fresh footsteps of the (rue. 

I Inifl life's house bare to its inmost 
room ^ 

With lens and scalt)cl, marked the 
simple cell 

Which might one day be man or creep- 
ing worm, 

For nught that sense could tell, — 

I'hrust life to its utmost home, a speck 
of gray 

No more nor higher, traced the 
wondrous plan. 

The wise appliances which seem to 
shape 

The dwelling-place of man,-* 

Nor halted here, but thirsted still U; 
know', 

And, with half-blinded eyesight, loved 
to pore 

On that scarce vi.sil^lc world, bom of 
decay 

Or stranded on the shore. 

Marked how^ the Mother works with 
earth and gas, 

And with w'hat subtle alchemy knows 
to blend 

The vast conflicting forces of the world 

To one harmonious eml ; 

And, nightly gazing on the splendid 
stars, 

Essayed in vain with reverent eye to 
trace 

The chain of miracles by which men 
learnt 

The mysteries of space ; 
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And toiled nwhile with spade and 
hammer, to learn 

The long long sequences of life, and 
those 

Unnumbered cycles of forgotten years 
£rc life’s faint light arose ; 

And loved to trace th^ strange sweet 
life of flowers, 

And all the scarce suspected links 
which span 

1'he gulf betwixt the fungus and the 
tree, 

And ’iwixt the tree and man. 

Then suddenly, ‘‘What is it that I 
know? 

I know the shows and changes, not the 
cause: 

I know but long successions, which 
usurp 

The name and rank of Laws. 

“And what if the design I think ] 
see 

Be but a pitiless order, through the 
long 

Slow wear of chance and suffering 
working out 

.Salvation for the strong ? 

“JIow else, if scheme there be, can 1 
explain 

The cripple or the blind, the ravening 
jaw, 

infinite waste of life, the plague, 
the sword, 

The evil, thriftless law, 

“Or seeming errors of design, or 
•trange 

Complexities of structure, which 
suggest 


A will which sportetl with its ]K>wer, 
or worked 

Not careful for the Iiest ? *’ 

I could not know the scheme, nor 
therefore spend 

My soul in painful efforts to conform 
With those who lavished life and brain 
to trace 

The story of a worm ; 

Nor yet with those who, prizing over- 
much 

The unmeaning jargon of their science, 
sought 

To liide, by arrogance, from God and 
man 

Their poverty of thought, 

And, blind with fact and stupefied by 
law, 

Lost sight of the Creator, and became 
Dull bigots, narrowed to a hopeless 
creed, 

And priests in all but name. 

* ♦ ♦ ♦ 

Thus, tired with seeking truth, and not 
contept 

To dwell with those weak souls who 
Jove to feign 

Unending problems of the life and love 
Which they can ne'er explain ; 

Nor those who, parrot-like, are proud 
to clothe 

In twenty tongues the nothing that they 
know ; 

Nor those whom barren lines and 
numbers blind 
To all things else bdow ; 

And balf-suspeotuig, when the poet sang 
And drew my soul to his, and rousid 
me cast 
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Fine cords of fancy, but a sleight of 
words, 

Part stolen from the past— 

j 

I thought, My life lies not with books, 
but men ! 

Surely the nobler part is his who 
guides 

The State’s great ship through hidden 
rocks and sands. 

Rude winds and popular tides, — 

A freeman amongst freemen,— and 
contrives, 

By years of thought and latx>ur, tOj 
withdraw 

Some portion of their load from lives 
bent down 

By old abusive law ! 

A noble task ; but how to walk w ith 
those 

Who by fate's subtle irony ever hold 

The freeman’s ear — the cunning fluent 
knave, 

The dullard big with gold ? 

And hour, when worthier souls bore 
rule, to hold 

Faction more dear than Truth, or sloop 
(o cheat, 

With cozening words and shallow' 

. flatteries 

The Solons of the street ? 

Or, failing this, to wear a hireling 
sword— 

Ready, wtoeVr the cause, to kill and 
dhiy, 

, Ai^ float meanwhile, a gHded butter- 

fly, 

^ ' My brief inglorious day — 


I Or, in the name of Justice, to confuse, 

For hire, with shameless tongue and 
subtle brain, 

Dark riddles, which, to honest minds 
unwarped, 

Were easy to explain — 

Or, with keen salutmy knife, to carve 

For hire the shrinking limb ; or else to 
feign 

Wise words and healing powers, though 
knowing naught 

In face of death and pain— 

Or grub all day for pelf ’mid hides and 
nils, 

Like a mole in some dark alley, to rise 
at last, 

After dull years, to wealth and ease, 
w'hen all 

The use for them is past— 

Or else to range myself with those who 
seek 

IJy reckless throws w’ilh chance, by 
trick and cheat, 

Swift riches lacking all the zest of toil, 

Ami only bitter-sweet. 

Or worst, and still for hire, to feign to 
hear 

A voice which called not, calling me tv 
tell 

Now of an indolent heaven, and now, 
obscene 

Threats of a bodily hell. 

* # * * 

Then left I all, and ate the husks of sense; 

Oh, passionate coral lips ! oh, shameful 
fair! 

Bright eyes, and careless smiles, and 
reckless mirth ! 

Oh,, golden rippling hair ! 
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Oh, rose-strewn feasts, made glad with 
wine and song 

And laughter-lit ! oh, whirling dances 
sweet, 

When the mad music faints awhile and 
leaves 

Low beats of rhythmic feet I 

Oh, glorious terrible moments, when 
the sheen 

Of silk, and straining limbs dash 
thundering by, 

And name and fame and honour itself, 
await 

Worse hazard than the die ! 

All these were mine. Then, thought I, 
I have found 

The truth at last ; here comes not doubt 
to pain ; 

Here things arc what they seem, not 
figments, born 

Of a too busy brain. 

ihU soon, the broken law avenged 
itself ; 

Tor, oh, the pity of it ! to feel the tire 

(irow colder daily, and the soaring 
soul 

Sunk deep in grosser mire. 

And oh, the pity of it ! to drag down 
lives 

Which had been happy else, to ruin, 
and waste 

The prcdou.s affluence of love, which 
dse 

Some humble home had graced. 

And oh I the weariness of flmsts and 
wine ; 

The jests where mirth was not, the 
nerves unstrung, 


The throbbing brain, the tasteless joys, 
which keep 

Their savour for the young. 

These came upon me, and a vague un- 
rest, 

And then a gnawing pain ; and then I 
fled, 

As one some great destruction passes, 
flees 

A city of the dead. 

# « « • 

Then, pierced by some vague sense of 
guilt and pain, 

“God help me ! ’* I said. “ There is 
no help in life. 

Only continual passions waging war, 

Cold doubt and endless strife ! ” 

But lie is full of pence, and truth, and 
rest, 

I give myself to Him ; I yearn to 
find 

What words divine have fallen from age 
to age 

Fresh from the Eternal mind. 

And BO, upon the reverend page 1 
dw'clt, 

Which show^ Him formless, self-con- 
tamed, all -wise. 

Passionless, pure, the soul of visible 
things, 

Unseen by mortal eyes ; 

I 

! 

Who oft across dim gulfs of time re 

vealed, 

Grew manifest, then passed fotA left a 
foul 

Thick mist of secular error to ob*> 
scure 

The upward gazing soul ; 
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Ani) that which told i>f Opposite 
Principles, 

Of Light %rith Darkness warring ever- 
more ; 

Ah me ! ’twas nothing new, I had felt 
the fight 

Within my soul before. 

And those wise Answers of the far-oft* 
-sage, 

S‘o wise, they shut out Ood, and can 
enchain 

To*day in narrow bonds of foolishness 

The subtle Eastern brain. 

And last, the hallowed pages dear to 
all, 

Which bring God doM'n to earth, a 
King to fight 

With His people’s hosts ; or speaking 
awful words 

From out the blaze of light,- ■ 

Which tell how earthly chiefs wJio 
loved the right, 

\Vere dear to Him ; and how the poet 
king 

Sang, from his full repentant heart, the 
strains 

Sad hearts still love to sing. 

And how the seer was filled with words 
of fire. 

And 'passionate scorn and lofty hate of 

ni. 

So pure, that we who hear them seem 
to hear 

God apeaking to ns still, 

Bttt mixed with these, dark tales of| 
Ihmd and blood, | 

Like weeds In some fair garden ; till 1 1 
said, 1 


** These arc not His ; how shall a man 
discern 

The laving from the dead ? 

“ I will go to that fair Life, the flowtjr 
of lives ; '» 

I will prove the lidtnite pity and love 
which shine 

From each recorded word of Him who 
once 

Was human, yet Divine. 

“Oh, pure sweet life, crowmed by a 
godlike death ; 

Oh, tender healing hand ; oh, words that 
give 

Rest to the weary, solace to the sad, 

And bid the hopeless live I 

** Oh, pity, spurning not the peniicnl 
thief; 

Oh, wisdom, stooping to the little 
child ; 

Oh, infinite purity, taking thought for 
lives 

Uy sinful stains defiled I 

: “ With thee, will 1 dwell, with thee.” 

I But as 1 mused. 

Those pale ascetic words renewed my 
doubt : 

The cheek, which to the smiter should 
be turned, 

The ofiending eye plucked out. 

The sweet impossible counsels which 
may seem 

Too perfect for our need ; nor recog- 
nise 

A duty to (he world, not all reser%*ed 

For that beyond the skie*>. 
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And was it truth, of some too reverent 
dream 

Which scorned God*s precious processes 
of hirth, 

And spurned aside for Him, the 
changeless laws 

Which rule all things of earth ? 

** Or how shall some strange breach of 
natural law 

Be proof of moral truth j yet how deny 

That He who holds the cords of life and 
death 

Can raise up those who die ? 

Vet how to doubt that God may be 
revealed ; 

Is 1 Ic more strange, incarnate, shedding 
tears, 

Than when the unaided scheme fulfils 
itself 

Through countless painful years ? 

** But if revealed He be, how to escape 

'Fhe critic who dissects the sacred page, 

Till God's gift hangs on grammar, and 
the, saint / 

Is weaker than the sage ! 

These warring thoughts held me, and 
more ; but when 

The simple life divine shone forth no 
more, 

And the fair truth came veiled in stately 
robes 

or philosophic lore ; 

And *twas the apostle spoke, and not 
the Christ ; 

The schoUft not the Master ; and the 
Church 

Defined itself, and sank to earthly 
thrones ; 

“ Surely,” I said, *^roy search 


**Ts vain;*’ and when with magical 
rite and spell 

They killed the Lord, and sought with 
narrow creed, 

Half-fancy, half of barbarous logic 
born. 

To heal the hearts that bleed ; 

And heretic strove with heretic, and 
the Church 

; Slew for the truth itself had made : 
again, 

‘'Can these things be of Him?’* I 
thought, and felt 
The old undying pain. 

Ami yet the fierce false prophet turned 
to God 

The gross idolatrous East ; and far away. 

Beyond the horrible wastes, the lewd 
knave makes 
A Paradise to-day. 

* « « 

Vet deep within my being still I kept 

Two sacred fires alight through all the 
strife, — 

Faith in a living God ; faith in a soul 
Dowered with an endless life. 

And therefore though the world’s 
foundations shook, 

1 was not all unhappy ; knowing well 

That He whose hand sustained’ me 
would not bear 
To leave my soul in hell. 

But now I looked on nature with 
strange eyes. 

For something whispered, “ Snrdy all 
things pass ; 

All life decays on earth or air or sea,*— 
All wither like the grass.” 
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** These are, then have been, we our- 
selves decline, 

And cease and turn to earth, and are 
as they: 

Shall our dear animals rise ; shall the 
dead flowers 
Bloom in another May ? 

*'The seed springs like the herb, hut 
not the same ; 

And like us, not the same, our children 
rise; 

The type survives, though suAering 
gradual change, 

The individual dies. 

**llow shall one seek to sever, e’en in 
thought, 

' Bo^ly and soul ; how show to doubting 

C)’CS 

Thai this returns to dust, while the 
other soars 

Deathless beyond the skies ? 

And if it be a lovely dream— no more, 

And life is ended with our latest breath, 

May not the same sweet fancy have 
devised 

The Lord of life and death ? 

know Him not at all, nor may 
conceive 

Beginning or yet ending. Is it mure 

; To image on Eternal World, than one 
Where nothing was before ? 

** Whence came the Maker? Was He 
micfeate? 

^Th^vwl^.niM an Hungs else created 
be? 

He created? Hien, the Lord 1 
seiw, 

fartber off He. 


Or if He be indeed, yet the soul dles» 

Why, what is He to us? not here, not 
here! 

His judgments fall, wrong triumphs 
hcre-^right sinks ; 

What hope have we, or fear ? " 

I could not answer, yet when others 
came, 

Affirming He was not, and bade me 
live 

III the present only, seising unconcerned 
What pleasure life could give, 

' » • 

My doubt grown fiercer, scuffed »t 
them, ** Oh fools, 

And blind, your joys I know ; the uni- 
verse 

Confutes you ; can you see right yield 
to might, 

The better to the worse, — 

** Nor burn to adjust them ? If it were 
a dream, 

Would all men dream it? Can your 
thought conceive 

1 he end you tell of better than the life, 
Which all men else believe ? 

*‘Or if we shisnk as from a hateful 
voice, 

From mute analogies of frame and 
shape, 

Surely no other than a bi-eath Divine 
Gave reason to the ape." 

** What made all men to call on God 2 * 
what taught 

The soaring soul its lofty heavenward 
flight? 

What led us to discern the strait bounds 
set, 

To sever wrong from nghl'^ 
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** Be fure, no easier is it to declare 

He is not than He is:*’ and I who 
sought 

Firm ground, saw here the same too 
credulous faith 

And impotence of thought. 

Am] when they brought me their fan- 
tastic creed, 

With a figment for a god— mock cere- 
monies'— 

Man worshipping himself -mock priests 
to kill 

The sours high libertici'. - j 

1 spurned the folly with a curse, and 
turned 

'fo dwell with my own soul apart, and 
there 

Found no companion but the old doubt 
grown 

To on immense despair. 

• • • * 

llicn, as a man who, on a mnny day, 

F eeling some tri\dal ache, unknown be- 
fore, 

Cioes careless from his happy home, 
and seek» 

A wise physician's door. 

Anti when he comes forth, neither 
heeds nor sees 

The joyous tide of life or smiling sky. 

But always, always hears a ceaseless 
voice 

Repeating "Thou shalt die." 

ho all the world flowed by, and all my 

. days 

tihe an empty vision, and X -said, 

** Hiere is no help in life j seeming to 
live, 

We are bat as the dead." 


And thus, I tossed aliout long time; 
at last 

Nature rebelled beneath the constant 
pain, 

And the dull sleepless care forgot itself, 
In frenzy of the brain. 

And sometimes all was bl^kness, un- 
relieved, 

And sometimes I would wander day 
and night, 

Through fiery long arcades, which 
seared my brain 
With flakes of blinding light. 

And then 1 lay unmoved in a gray 
calm ; 

Not life nor death, and the past came 
to seem 

I Tiiought, act, faith, doubt, things of 
but lir Je worth 
A dream within a dream. 

* • • * 

But, when I saw my country like a 
cloud. 

Sink in the East, and the free ocean- 
wind 

Fanned life’s returning flame and 
roused again 

Slow pulse and languid mind ; 

Soon the great rush and mystery of the 
sea, 

The grisly depths, the great wavtt 

• suiging on. 

Dark with white fuming crests which 
threaten death, 

Swoop by, and so are gone. 

And the strong sense of wesiti^s^ Its. 
’ we sped— ' 

Tossed high, 

many a jfttrlons ; 
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And slept in faith, that some poor 
seaman woke 

To guMe our course aright. 

AU lightened something of my load, 
and seemed 

To solace me a little, for they taught. 

That the impalpable unknown might 
stretch, 

Even to the realms of thought. 

And so 1 wandered into many lands, 

And over many seas ; I felt the chill | 

Wliich in mid-ocean strikes on those 
who near 

The spire -crowned icy hilt, 

And threaded fairy straits beneath the | 
palms, 

WJiere, year by year, the tepid waters i 
sleep ; | 

And where, round coral islc.s, tlie 
sudden sea 

Sinks its unfathomed deep. 

Upon the savage feverish swamp, I trod 

The desert sands, the fat low plains of 
the East ; 

On glorious storied shores and those 
where man 

Was ever as the beast. 

i 

And, day by day, I felt my frozen soul. 

Soothed by the healing influence of 
chai^, 

Grow softer, registering day by day, 

Things npw, unknown, and 
strai^e. 

Not therefore, holding urhat it spumed 
before, 

Nor solving riddles, which before per- 


But with new springs of sympathy, no 
more 

By impotent musings vexed. 

• » , • » 

And lost of all I knew the lovely land 

Which was most mighty, and is still 
most fair : 

W^herc world*w'idc rule and heaven- 
ward faith have left 
Their traces everywhere. 

And as from province to province 1 
wander^ on. 

City or country, all was fair and sweet ; 

The air, the fields, the vines, the dark- 
eyed girls, 

The dim arcaded street ; 

The minsters lit for vespers, in the cool ; 

Gay bridals, solemn burials, soaring 
chant, 

Spent in high naves, gray cross, and 
wayside shrine, 

And kneeling suppliant ; 

And painting, strong to aid the eye of 
faith. 

And sculpture, figuring awful destinies : 

Thin campaniles, crowning lake-lit hills, 
And sea-worn palaces. 

Then, as the sweet days passed me one 
by one. 

New tides of life through body and 
soul were sent ; 

And daily sights of beauty worked a 
calm 

Inefihble content. 

• 

And soon, as in the spring, ere frostH 
are done, 

Deep down in earth the black roots 
quicken and start. 
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I seemed to fed a Hf>ring of faith and 
love 

Stir through my frozen heart. 

« » » « 

Till one still summer eve, when as I 
roused 

Uy a fair lake, from many a silvery bell, 

Thrilled from tall towers, I heard the 
Angel us, 

Deep peace upon me fell. 

And following distant organ-swells, I 
passed 

Within the circuit of a lofty wall, 

And thence within dim aisles, wherein 
1 heard 

The low chant rise and fall. 

And tjark forms knelt upon the ground, 
and all 

Was gloom, save where some dying 
day*beam shone. 

High in the roof, or where the votive 
lamp 

Burned ever dimly on. 

Then whether some chance sound or 
solemn word 

Across my soul a precious influence cast, 

Or whether the fair presence of a faith 

Born of so great a Past, 

Smote met the wintry glooms were 
post and done, 

And once again the Springtime, and 
once more 

Faith from its root bloomed heaven- 
ward — and I sank 

Weeping upon the floor. 

• • * # 

Long time within that peaceful home 
I dwdt 

With those grave brethren, spending 
silent days 


And watchful nights, in solemn reverent 
thought, 

Made glad by f^eqaen^praise. 

And the awakened longing for the 
Truth, 

With the great dread of what had been 
before, 

The ordered life, the nearer view' of 
heaven, 

Worked on me more and more. 

So that, I lived their life of prayer and 
praise, 

Alike in summer heats and wintry 
snows, 

Facing chill cloisters *neath the waning 
stars, 

Long ere the slow sun rose. 

And speaking little, and bringing down 
my soul 

With frequent fast and vigil, saw at 
length 

Truth’s face show daily clearer and 
more clear 

To falling bodily strength. 

For living in «*i mystical air, r^rd 
parched 

With thirst for faith and truth ; at last 
I brought 

The old too-active logic to enforce ^ 

The current of my thought. 

And wishing to believe, I took for 
true 

The shameless subtleties which dote to 
tell 

How the Eternal charged one band to 
hold 

The keys of heaven and hell. 



THR WANDRRRR^ 


33 


«<For if a faith be gtveii» then must 
there be 

A Church to guard it» and a tongue to 
speak, 

And an unerring mind to rule alike 
The strong souls and the weak.’* 

**And, because God's high purpose 
stands not still, 

But He is ever with His own, the tide 

Of miracle and dogma ceases not, 

But Hows down strong and wide, 

“To the world’s ending." So my 
mind fell prone. 

Before the Church ; and teachings new 
and strange ; 

'Ihe wafer, which to spirit and sense 
sustains 

Some dim incredible change — 

The substance which tho* altered yet 
retains 

The self-same accidents; the Virgin 
Queen, 

Immaculate in birth, and without death, 
Soaring to worlds unseen— 

The legends, sometimes foolish, ofttimes 
fair, 

Of saints who set all natural laws at 
naught ; 

The miracles, the portents, not the 
charihj 

Of the old Pagan thought— 

These riiook roe not at all, who only 
longed 

To 4ralii the healis^t dmught of faith 
agriHf 

AjmI dreaded^ with n M dread, the 

.OfthtcUloiiii^ 


The more incredible the tale, the more 

The merit of belief ; the more I sought 

To reason out the truth, 1 knew the 
more 

The impotence of thought. 

And thus the swift, months paased in 
prayer and proise. 

Bringing the day when those tall gates 
should close, 

And shut me out from thought and 
life and all 

Our heritage of woes. 

• • • * 

Then, one day, when the end drew 
very near. 

Which should blot out the past for 
ever, and I 

Waited impatient, longing for the hour 

When my old self should die $ 

I Cnelt at noon, within the darkened 
aisle. 

Before a doll tawdry with rich bro- 
cade. 

And all ablaze with gems, the precious 
gifts 

Which pious hands had made : 

Nor aught of blunge I saw, so changeil 
was I, 

In that dull fetish ; nay, heaven’s gate 
unsealed. 

And the veiled angels bent before the 
throne. 

Where sat their Lord revealed. 

While like a flood the ecstasy of faith 

Surged high and higher, swift to fail at 
hst 

Lower and lower, when the rapture 
faUed 

And ftuled, and wa<( past. < 
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THE WAHDERER. 


Lo, a sweet sunbeam, straying through 
the gloom 

Smote me, as when the first low shaf^ 
of day 

Aslant the night-clouds shoots, and 
momently 

Chases the mists away. 

And that ideal heaven was closed, and 
all 

That reverend house turned to a dark- 
ened room, 

A den of magic, masking with close 
fumes 

The odours of the tomb. 

« s « « 

Then passed I forth. Again my soul 
was free ; 

Again the summer sun and exquisite air 

Made all things smile ; and life and joy 
and love 

Beametl on me everywhere. 

And over all the earth there went a 
stir, 

A movement, a renewal. Round the 
spring 

In the broad village street, the dark- 1 
eyed girls | 

Were fain to dance and sing 

For the glad time. The children 
played their play, 

Like 03 who play at life ; light bursts 
of song 

Came from the fields, and to the village 
diurch 

A bridal passed along. 

Far on the endkas plain, the swift 
steam drew 

A soft white riband. Down the lazy 
flow ' 


Of the broad stream, 1 marked, round 
sylvan bends, 

The seaward beiges go. 

The brown vine-dresser, bent among 
his vines. 

Ceased sometimes from his toil to hold 
on high 

His laughing child, while his deep- 
bosomed wife 

I Cheerful sat w'atching by. 

And nil the world was glad, and full 
of life, 

And 1 grew glad with it, and quickly 
came 

To sec my past life as it was, and 
feel 

A salutary shame. 

For what was it I had wished ? To set 
aside 

The perfect scheme of things, to live 
apart 

A sterile life, di\x)rced from light and 
love, 

Sole, with an empty heart. 

And wherefore to fatigoe the Etmal 
ear 

With those incessant hymns of barren 
praise? 

Does not a sweeter sound go • up to 
Him 

From wdl-spent toilsome days,— 

And natural life, refined by honest 
love, 

And sweet unselfish lituigtes of home^ 

Heaven’s wfil, borne oDWtfd by 
obedient souls, 

Careless of what mi^ come ? 
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What need has He for praise? Forest 
and field, 

The winds, the sets, the plains, the 
mountains, praise 

*rheir Maker, wiUit a grander litany 
Than our poor voices raise. 

What need has He of them? And 
looking back 

To those gray walls which late had 
shown so fair, 

I felt as one who from n dungeon 
’scapes 

To free unfettered air. 

And half distrustful of myself, and full 

Of terror of what might be, once more 
fled. 

With scarce a glance behind, as one 
m*ho flees 

A city of the dead. 

. • # * • 

All through that day and night 1 jour- 
neyed on 

To the northward. With the dawn a 
tender rose 

Blushed in mid-heaven, and looking 
up, 1 saw 

Far off, the eternal snows. 

Then all day higher, higher, from the 
plain, 

Beyond the tinkling folds, beyoml the 
'fair 

Dense, self-sown chestnuts, then the 
scented pines. 

And then an eager air, 

^ And then the ice-fields and the cloud- 
I less heavens; 

[ And ever as I climbed, I seemed to cast | 
, My former «slf behind, and nil the rags 
Of that nidovdy past : 


The doubts, the superstitions, the 
regrets, 

The awakening; as the soul which 
hears the loud 

Archangel summon, rising, easts be- 
hind 

Corruption and the shroud. 

For I was come into a higher land, 

And breathed a .purer air than in the 
past; 

And He who brought me to the dust 
of death 

Had holpen me at last. 

* « * • 

What then ? A dream of sojourn ’mid 
the hills, 

A stir of homeward travel, swift and 
brief, 

Because the very hurry of the change 

Brought sorocwlmt of relief. 

A dream of a fair city, the chosen 
seat I 

Of all the pleasures, impotent to stay 

The thirsty soul, whose water-springs 
were laid 

In dear lands far away. 

% 

A dream of the old crowds, the smoke, 
the din 

Of our dear mother, dearer far than 
fair ; 

The home of lofty souls and busy 
brains, 

Keener for that thick air. 

Then a long interval of patient toil, 

Building the gradual framework of my 
art. 

With eyes which cared no more to seek 
the whole. 

Fast fixed upon the part. 
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And mind, which shunned the general, 
absorbed 

In the particular only, till it saw 

What boundless possibilities lie for 
men 

Twixt matter and high law 1 

How that which may be rules, not that 
which must ; 

And absolute truth ^revealed, would 
serve to blind 

The soul's bright eye, ami scar uith 
tongues of (lame 

The sinews of the inimh 

How in the web of life, the thread of 
truth 

Is woven with error; yet a vesture 
fair I 

Comes from the loom—a precious royal | 
robe 

Fit for a god to wear. 

Till at the last, upon the crest of toil 

Sat Knowledge, and I gained a newer 
truth t 

Not the pale queen of old, but a soft 
maid, 

Filled with a tender ruth. 

And, ray by ray, the clear*faced unity 

Orbed itself forth, and lo t the noble 
throng 

Of patient souls, who sought the truth 
in act, 

And grew, through silence, strong. 

Till prixipg union more than dtssidcnce, 

And holding dear the race, 1 came to 
prove 

A spring of q^pathy within, which 
surelled 

To a deep stream of love. 


And Knowledge gave me gold, and 
power, and fame, 

And honour; and Love, a clearer, 
surer view : 

Thus in calm deptjis I moored my 
weary soul 

Fast anchored to the True. 


And now the i>ast lies far aw.iy, and 1 

Can scarce recall those vanished days 
again ; 

No more the old faith stirs me, and no 
more 

Comes the old l^arren 

For now each day brings its appointed 
toil, 

And every hour its grateful sum of care $ 

And life grows sweeter, and the gracimis 
world 

.Shows day by day more fair. ^ 

Fur now I live a two-fnld life ; my own 

And yet another’s ; and another heart 

Which beats to mine, makes glad the 
lonely world 

I Where once I lived apart. 

And little lives are mine to keep un- 
stained. 

Strange mystic growths, which day by 
day expand. 

Like the flowers they are, and set me 
in a fair 

Perpetual wonderland. 

New senses, gradual Uu^age, dawnit^ 
mind, ^ 

And udth e^ day that pomes, traced 
more strong 

On those white tablets, mwftd charaetera 

That of ri^t and'wroi^. 
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And what hand wrote them ? One brief 
life declined. 

Went from ns, and is not. Ah ! what 
and where 

Is that fair soul ? Surely it somewhere 
blooms 

In purer^ brighter air. 

What took it hence, and whither ? Can 
I bear 

To think, that 1 shall turn to a herb, a 
tree, 

A little earth or lime, nor core for these. 
Whatever things may lie ? 

Or shall the love and pity 1 feel for 
these 

End here, nor find a higher type or 
task? 

1 am as God to them, bestowing more 
Than they deserve or ask. 

And shall 1 find no Father ? Shall my 
being 

Aspire in vain for ever, and always tend 

To an impossible goal, which none 
shall reach,— 

An aim without an end ? 

Or, shall 1 heed them when they bid 
me take 

No care for aught but what my brain 
may prove ? 

I, throngih whose inmost depths from 
birth to death, 

Strange havenward currents 
move; 

Vague whispets, inqiiradcns, memories, 

SMcHHeSf yeasiitiiga, secret question- 

lUi^ 

And oit amid die fiillest blase of noon, 
Tlie rttihofliiddea wiags? { 


Kay $ my soul spurns it ! Less it is to 
know 

Than to have faith : not theirs who cast 
away 

The mind God gave them, eager to adore 

Idols of baser clay, 

but tlieii^ who marking out the bounds 
of mind, 

And where thought rules, content to 
understand. 

Know that beyond its kingdom lies a 
dread 

Immeasurable land. 

A land which is, tliough fainter than a 
cloud, 

Full of sweet hopes and awful destinies: 

A dim land, rising when the eye is clear 

Across the trackless seas. 

• • • • 

O life \ O death ! O faithful wandering 
soul ! 

O riddle of being, too liard to under- 
stand ! 

These arc Thy dreadful secrets. Lord ; 
and we 

The creatures of Thy hand. 

O wells of conseiousness, too deep for 
thoughti 

These are Thy dwelling, awful Lord 
Divine ; 

Thine are we still, the creatures of Ulty 
hand, 

Living and dying, Thine. 

THE WEARY RIVER. 

There is a ceaseless river, 

Which flows down evermore 

Into a wailing ocean, 

A sea without a shore 
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TRUTH IH FALSEHOOD, 


Broken by laughing ripple. 
Foaming with angry swell, 

Sweet music ns of heaven. 

Deep thunder as of hell. 

Gay fleets float down upon it, 

And sad wrecks, full of pain : 

Hut all alike it hurries 
To that unchanging main. 

Sometimes 'tis foul and troubled, 
And sometimes clear and pure ; 

But still the river flows, and still 
The dull sea doth endure. 

And thus ’twill flow fur ever, 

Till time shall cease to be : 

O weary, weary river, 

O bitter, barren sen. 


TRUTH IH FALSEHOOD. 

Your little hand in mine I rest : 

The slender fingers, while and long, 
Lie in my broad palm, rude and 
strong, 

Like birdjings in their nest. 

Yours, like yourself, so soft and white, 
So delicately free from soil ; 

Mine sunbrowned, hard with moil 
and toil, 

And seamed with scars of fight. 

Dear love 1 sometimes your innocence 
Strikes me with sudden chills of fear ; 
What if you saw before you, dear, 
The seaet gulfs of sense ?-» 

The coanenesa, the deceit, the sin. 

We know, who *mid the sordid crowd 
Mu^ press, nor midst the tumult loud 
Can hear the voice within ? 


What if you saw me with the eyes 
Of others,— nay, my own,— or heard 
The unworthy tale, (he biting word, 
The sneer that worldlings prise? 

Or knew me as I am indeed, 

No hero free from blot or stain, 

But a poor soul who drags his chain 
With halting feet that bleed, — 

Who oft-tim‘e slips and falls, content, 
Though bruised and weary, faint and 
worn. 

He toils all night, if with the mom 
When life and strength are spent, 

lie sees some far-off struggling ray, 
Dispel the pal|>able obscure, 

And on the eastern hills, the pure 
White footprints of the day? 

But you, oh love, can never know 
These darkling paths ; for you the 
light 

Shines always changeless, always 
bright, 

The self-same tempered glow. 

And love with innocencp combined 
The nunnery of your heart shoJI 
guard, 

And faith with eye Unfailing ward 
The jev/cl of your mind. 

So be it : I would sooner be 
Steeped to the lips in lie and cheat,. 
A very monster ^ deceit, 

Than bare myself to thee. 

Nay, rather would I dare to hear 
At that great Day from Ups of flame^ 
Blown to all soldi my tale of ritam^ 
Than whispered in thine ear. 
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StnuDge riddle, to those who never 
knew 

Of good with evil intertwined 
The two-fold telf, the links that bind 

The false things to the true ; 

But to the seeing eye more dear 
Than blaee of noonday. So be sure 
If such deceit might keep thee 
pure, 

rd glory in it, dear. 

rn'o pvvAOEs, 

Two ships which meet upon the ocean 
waste, 

And htay a little while, and interchange 

Tidings from two strange lands, which 
lie beneath 

Each its own heaven and particular 
stars, 

And fain would tarry ; but the im- j 
patient surge 

Calls, and a cold wind from the setting 
sun 

Divides them, and they sadly drift apart, 

And fade, and sink, and vanish, ’ncath 
the verge— 

One to the breathless plains and 
treacherous seas 

Smitten by the tyrannous Sun, where 
jmind alone 

Withers amid the bounteous outer- 
world, 

And prodigal Nature dwarfs and chains 
the man— 

KOae to eedd xahis, nde winds, and 

waticn 

I Spilt Ota Hue ffowi^ granite, niggard 
auna. 


And snowi and mists which starve the 
vine and palm. 

But nourish to more glorious growth 
the man. 

One to the scentless flowers and song- 
less birds, 

Swift storms and poison stings and 
ravening jaws : 

One to spring violets and nightingales, 

Sleck-coated kinc and honest gray-eyed 
skies. 

One to lie helpless on the stagnant sea, 

Or sink in sleep beneath the hurricane ; 

One to speed on, white-winged, through 
summer airs, 

Or BOW the rocks with ruin — who 
shall tell ? 

So with two souls which meek on life’s 
broad deep, 

And cling together but may not stay ; 
for Time 

And Age and chills of Absence wear 
the links 

Which bind them, and they part for 
evermore— 

One to the tropic lands of fame and 
gold, . 

And feverish thirst and weariness of 
soul ; 

One to long struggles and a wintiy life, 

Decked with one sweet white bloom of 
happy love. 

For each, one fate, to live and die 
apart, 

Save for some passing smile of kiudied 
souls ; 

Then drift away alone, on opposite 
tides. 

To one dark harbour and invisible goaL 
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THE WISE RULE. 

** Time flies too fast, too fast our life 
decays.” 

Ah, faithless t in the present lies our 
being ; 

And not in lingering love for vanished 
days ! 

“ Come, happy future, when my soul 
shall live.” 

Ah, fool ! thy life is now, and not 
again : 

The future holds not joy nor pain to 
give I 

** Live for what is : future and past are 
naught.” 

Ah, blind 1 a flash, and what shall 
be, has been. 

Where, then, is that for which thou 
takeat thought ? 

Not in what has been, is, or is to be. 

The wise soul lives, but in a wider 
time. 

Which is not any, but contains the 
thixse 1 

THE VOICE OF ONE CRYING. 

** Cry, cry aloud in the land, cry aloud 
in the streets of the city ; 

Cry and proclaim that no more shall 
idle blood of the people be shed. 

Too long have the great ones waxed 
. strong, without Justin or any 

psty. 

Too long have they ground down the 
poor, and eatm the people as 
bread*” 

Thus said the voice Atom the dead. 


Terrible voice, I said, immodenle, 

I voice of unreason, 

Not of themselves do the lowly ones 
mourn, dr thegreat ones rejoice ; 

He who hath made them unequal, 
hath made all things in their 
season ; 

If they are mighty and strong, they 
were made without freedom or 
choice.” 

“ Cry, cry aloud,” said the voice, 

‘*lIow shall the sins of the few be 
reckoned against the many ? 

Are there no tender hearts and kind 
’midst the selfish and proud ; 

Merciful souls and pure, full of love for 
their sufiering brothers ; 

Pitiful, touched with compassion and 
care for the desolate crow'd ? ” 
"Cry,” said the voice, “cry aloud.” 

“ Nay, but the world is ruled by merci- 
less rules unbending ; 

The feeble folk fade from the ^rth, 
and only the mighty remain ; 

Not men alone, but all things send 
upwards a clamour unending ; 

Always the whole creation travails in 
sorrow and pain. ’ 

“Crjs 'said the voice, “cryagaii^” 

“Are not our sins and our fathers’ 
worked out in our children’s, 
sorrow? 

Does not excess of laughter sink at its 
close in a sigh ? 

Mirth and enjoymmit to-day turn to 
pain and repentance to-morrow ; 

Thousands are bom every hour, lit tho'^ 
place of the thbusands who die.*' 
“Cry,” said the stubborn voices 

“CT)*.” 
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*\Lol He hath mode all things ; gpod 
and evil, sorrow and {Measure ; 

Not as your ways are Ilis ways, yet are 
ye not all in His hand I 

Just is He, though ye know not the 
measure wherewith He will 
measure; 

Dark things shall one day be clear; 
to obey is to understand ! 

Thus that voice, solemn and grand. 


; OTHER HAYS, 

O Thrush, your song is passing sweet, 
But never a song that you have sung 
Is half so sweet as thrushes sang 
When my dear love and 1 were young. 

O Roses, you are sweet and red, 

Vet not so red nor sweet as were 
The roses that my mistress loved 
To bind within her flowing hair. 

Time fltehes fragrance from the flower ; 
Time steals the sweetness from the 
wagi 

X^ove oidy scorns the tyrant's power, 
And with the growing yean grows 
strong. 


THE TRUE MAH, 

1 

TaKh thou no thought for aught sat* 
i%lit and truth, 

lifolmlds for finer souls no equal prist j 
;|{oom^ ai;4 wmdth are baubles to thi 

And 0*a on swifter wi^ 

jOttOu ^ 


If in thy heaii thou bearcat seeds of 
hell, 

Though all mtn smile, yet what shall 
be thy gain? 

Though all men frown, if truth and 
right fimain, 

Take thou no thought for aught ; for it 
is well. . 

Take thou no thought for aught ; nor 
deem it shame 

To lag bIhind while knaves and duUards 
rile; 

Thy soul asks higher guerdon, purer 
fame, 

Than to loom large and grand in vulgar 
eyes. 

Though thou shouldst live thy life in 
vile estate. 

Silent, yet knowing (hat deep within 
thy breast 

Unkindl^ sparks of genius Ue re- 
pressed, 

Greater is he who is than seemetb, 
great. 

If thou shouldst spend long years of 
Hope deferred. 

Chilled thro^h with doubt, and ilcken- 
Ing to despair ; 

tf os cares thicken friends grow c<dd 
and rare, 

Nor iavouring voice in all the throng 
be heard ; 

If all men praise him whom thou 
' know'sttohe 

Of lower aims and duller brain ftian 
thine^— 

Take thou no thought, though all men 
else coniDine 

hi thy desffite ; Ihrir praise is nangbi 
^ ta thee. 
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Bethink thee of the irony of fete. 

How great men die inglorious and 
alone ; 

How Dives sits within upon his throne^ 

While good ipen crouch with Lazarus 
at the gate. 

Our tree of life set on Time’s hither 
shore 

Blooms like the secular aloe once an 
age: 

The great names scattered on the 
historic page 

Are few indeed, but the unknown are 


Waste is the rule of life: the gay 
flowers spring, 

The fat fruits drop, upon the untrodden 
plain; 

Sea-sands at ebb are silvered o'er with 
pain; 

The fierce rain beats and mars the 
feeble wing ; 

Fair forms grow fairer still for deep 
disease ; 

Hearts made to bless are spent apart, 
alone. 

What claim hast thou to joy, while 
others moan? 

God made ns all, and art thou more 
than these? 

Tidte Ihott no care for aught save truth 
and right ; 

Content, If mch thy fete, to die obscure^ 

Wealth palls and hunourf, Fame may 
iiiot endure, 

AifdlDd^ sotils soon weary of dd^ht. 

Keep IfeBoetimei be dl a aiaa 
oeght ; 

lit ndm ^ensure tempt, nor pdns 
appal t 


Who hajh this, he bath all things, 
having naun^t ; 

Who hath it not, hath nothing, having 

an. 


PASSING. 

To spring, to bloom, to fade,— 
This is the sum of the laborious years i 
Life preludes death as laughter ends in 
tears : 

All things that God has made 
SttlTcr perpetual change, and may not 
tong endure. « 

We alter day by day ; 

Each little moment, as life's current 
rolls. 

Stamps some faint impress on our 
yielding souls ; 

We may not rest nor stay. 

Drifting on tides unseen to one dread 
goal and sure. 

I 

Our being is compassed round 
With miracles; on this our life-long 
sleep, 

Strange whispers rise from the sur- 
rounding deep, 

Like that W'etrd ocean sotmd 
Borne in still aurnmer nights on weary 
watching ears, 

The selves we leave b^ind 
Affright us like the ghosts of IHetidf 
long dead; 

The old love vaddied In the pmest 
dread, . 

They vint us to find 
Kew sorrows, alien liopes, stnfeffo 
plcasum, other feao, . 
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FETTERS 

« 

Oil iivho dhall say that we are free ! 
Surely life's chains are strong to 
bind 

1*' ram youth to age, from birth to death, 
Hmly ftncl mind. 

\Vc run the riotous race of youth, 

Then turn from evil things to good : 
’Tis but a slower pulse, a chill 
Of youth's hot blood. 

We mount the difficult steeps of thought, 
Or pace the dusty paths of gain : 

'Tis but that sense receding leaves 
A keener brain. 

Time takes this too, and then we turn 
Our dim eyes to the hidden shore ; 
Life palls, and yet we long to live,— 
Ay, nothing more. 


RICH AND WISE. 

Wild flowers in spring were sweet to 
childish hands 

As riches to the wretch possessing 
naught ; 


And as the water«apringa in desert 
lands 

Are the pale victories of patient 
thought : 

But sweeter, dearest, sweeter far, 

The hours when we together are. 

No more I know ihe childish joys of 
old. 

Nor yet have learnt the grave delights 
of age : 

A miser, gloat I on thy locks' rich 
gold; 

A student, ponder on thy soul’s fair 
page. 

Thus do I grow both rich and wise, 

On these fair locks and those deep 
eyes. 

Therefore in w'il and wealth do 1 in- 
crease. 

Poring on tliee, as on a fair writ 
book ; 

No panic-fcar can make that rich stream 
cease, 

Nor doubt confuse the crystal of thy 
look. 

Some to the mart, some to the oratory, 

May turn them : thou art both to me. 


LOVE IN DEATH. 

Deak. heart! what a little time it is since Francis and I used (o w'alk 
From church in the still June evenings together, busy with loving talk ; 

And now he is gone, far away over seas, to some strange foreign country, ^and 1 
Shall never rise from my bed any more, till (he day when 1 come to die. 

I tried not to think of him during the prayers; but when his dear voice I heard, 
I MIed to take part in the hymn ; for my heart fluttered up to ray throat like a 
bird, 

s And semtely a word of the sermon I cau^t I doubt 'twas a grievous sin ; 

I But *iw«i only one poor little hour in the week that I had* to be happy in. 
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When the blessing was given, and we left the dim aisles for the light of the even- 
ing star ; 

Though 1 durst not lift up my eyes from the ground, yet 1 knew that he was not 
far. 

And I hurried on, though I fain would have stayed, till 1 heard his footstep draw 
near ; 

And love rising up in iny breast like a dame, cast out every shadow of fear. 

Ah me t 'twas a pleasant pathway home,— -a pleasant pathway and sweet ; 

Ankle deep through the purple clover ; breast high ’mid the blossoming wheat ; 

I can hear the landrails prate through the dew, and the night-jars* tremulous 
thrill, 

And the nightingale pouring her passionate song from the hawthorn under the 
hill. 

One day, when we came to the wicket gate, ’neath the elms, where we used to 
part, 

His voice l)egan to falter and break as he told me I had his heart. 

And I whispered liack that mine was his : we knew what we felt long ago ; 

Six weeks are as long as a lifetime almost, when you love each other so. 

So we put up the banns, and were man and wife, in the sweet fading time of the 
year, 

And till Christinas was over and past, I knew no shadow of sorrow or fear. 

It seems like a dream already, alas ! a sweet dream vanished and gone, 

So httnied and brief while passing away, so long to look liack upon, 

1 had only had him three little months, and the world lay frozen and dead, 

^Vhen the summons camCi which we feared and hoped, and he sailed over seas 
for our bread. 

Ah, well ! it is fine to be wealthy and grand, and never tr need to part ; 

But 'tis better far to love and be poor than be rich with an empty heart. 

Though 1 thought ’twould have killed me to lose him at first, yet was he not 
going for me ? 

So I hid deep down in my breast ail the grief, which I knew it would pain him 
to see. 

He’d surely be back by the autumn, he said ; and ainoe his last pamioiiate kisa 

He has scarcely been out of my thoughts, ddy or night, for a momentj from that 
day to this. 

\Yhen I wrote to him how. I thought it would be, and he answered so fiill of 
love, 

Ah 1 there was not an angel haf^er than I, in all the white chonis above. 
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And 1 seemed to be lonely no longer, the deys and the weeks passed so swiftly 
away; 

And the March winds died, and the sweet April showers gave place to the 
blossoms of May. 

And then came the sad summer eve, when 1 sat with the little frock in the sun, 
And Patience ran in with the news of the ship^Ah, veil t may His will be 
done. 

They said that all hands were lost, and 1 swooned away on the floor like a 
stone ; 

And another life came, ere 1 knew he was safe, and my own was over and gone. 

• * » • ft ‘ * ft 

And now I lie helpless here, and shall never rise up again ; 

1 grow weaker and weaker, day by day, till my weakness itself is a pain. 

Every morning the slow dawn creeps ; every evening I see from my bed 
‘llie orange-gold fade into lifeless gray, and the old evening star overhead. 

^Sometimes by the twilight dim, or the awful birth of the day. 

As I He, very still, not asleep nor awake, my soul seems to flutter away ; 

And 1 float far beyond the stars, till I thrill with a rapturous pain, 

And the feeble touch of a tiny hand recalls me to life again. 

And the doctor says she will live. Ah 1 ’tis bard to leave her alone. 

And to think she will never know, in the world, the love of the mother who’s 
gone. 

They will tell her of me, by-and-by, and perhaps she will shed me a tear ; 

But if I should sloop to her bed in the night, she would start with a horrible 
fear. 

She will grow into girlhood, I trust, and will bask in tim light of love, 

And I, if I gain to see her at all, shall only look on from above. 

I shall see her and cannot aid, though she fall into evil and woe. 

Ah, how can the angels And heart io rqoice, when they think of their dear ones 
•below? 

And Francis, he tdo will lorget me, and go on the journey of life ; 

And 1 hope^ though I dare not think ^ it yet, will take him another wife-- 
it will haynily be Patience, 1 think, thou^ she liked him in days gone by* 

that why she came? Bat what thoughts are these for one who is soon to 

I hc^ he will eome ere 1 go, though 1 feel no longer the thirst 

Bor Iheaemid of lus voice and the light of his eye, which I used to ieel at first. 
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’Tis not that 1 care for him less, but death dries, with a finger of fire, 

The tender s])rings of innocent love and the torrents of strong desire. 

And I know we shall meet again. I have done many things that are wrong, 

Ilut surely the Lord of Life and of Love cannot bear to be angry long. 

1 am only a girl of eighteen, and have had no teacher but love ; 

And, it may be, the sorrow and pain 1 have known will be counted for me 
above. 

For I doubt if the minister knows all the depths of the goodness of God, 

When he says. He is jealous of earthly love, and bids me bow down 'neath the 
rml. 

He is learnkl and wise, I know, but somehow to dying eyes 

God opens the secret doors of the shrine that are closed to the learned and wise. 

So now I am ready to go, for 1 know He will do what is l)est, 

Though He call me away while the sun is on high, like a child sent early to rest. 
I should like him to see her first, though the yearning is over and past : 

Tlut what is that footstep upon (he stair? Oh, my darling at last, at last ! 


DEAR LITTLE HAND. 

Peak little hand that clasps my own, 
Embrowned with toil and seamed 
with strife ; 

Pink little fingers not yet grown 
To the poor strength of after-life, — 

Dear little hand ! 

Pear little eyes which smile on mine 
With the first peep of morning light ; 

Now April-wet with tears, or fine 
With dews of pity, or laughing 
bright. 

Dear little eyes ! 

Dear Httle voice, whose broken speech 
AH eloquent utterance can transcend ; 

$weet chHdish wisdom strong to reach 
A holier deep than love or friend : 

Dear little voice 1 


Dear little life ! my care to keep 
From every spot and stain of sin ; 
Sweet soul foredoomed, for joy or pain. 
To struggle and— which? to fail or 
win? 

Dread mystical life I 


STILL WATERS. 

A CRUEL little stream 1 know. 

Which slowly, slowly crawls between 
The ooze banks, fringed with sedges 
green* 

That serve to bind its feeble flow. 

So sheltered that no passing bteath 
Of west-wind stirs it ; nay, the blast 
Which strips the tall el^ and Is 
past, 

Scarce wakes to life its face of deaths 
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On its binck snrfiice year by year 
The marsh flowers, grown untimely 
old, 

Shed their soil petals like a tear, 

And hopeless drown their faded 
gold. 

Deep in its darkling depths the pike 
Darts with his cruel jaws ; by night 
llie black eels, sinuous, serpent-like, 
Twist like fell ghosts that fear the 
light. 

Spring shuns it, summer loves it not ; 

The low fat fields are lit with bloom, 
Ihit here the watery sedges rot, 

And all the months arc clothed with 
gloom. 

Autumn's first footstep sears to brown 
Its coarse green fringe 5 the first cold 
breath, 

Kre yet the oak-leaf flutters down, 
Binds its dull life in icy death. 

I hate, I hate you, crawling stream ! 
Dumb, creeping, murderous wretch, 
1 long 

To see the sunlit ripples gleam, 

To hear the torrent’s jubilant song. 

But you, dull monster, all the years 
Uejolling on your sullen flood, 

And take your fill of mortal tears ; 

Yet, like the Churchmen, spill not 
blood. 

The d«ik gipy^ in the ice, the boat 
Ktd iqpwitd, or the drifting oar ; 

Or, Bke;^ old, the Uttle coat, 

4lotlifls heaped upon the 


And some young life is over and 
gone, 

And some fond heart is broken in 
twain s 

And you flow smoothly, smoothly on, 
Taking no heed for death or pain. 

They come and grapple with hooks 
until 

They reach the slimy deep, where 
lies 

The w'hite thing, very cold and still, 
With death’s gase in its stony eyes. 

And you just make a ripple, and then 
Flow smoothly onward : you wlm 
slew 

Young innocent lives of painted men, 
Long ere the crowded city grew ; 

j 

I And shall in far years yet to be, 

I Pierce unborn mothers with that 
sharp pain, 

Which only a mother feels when he 
Who was her first-born comes again, 

A clay-cold heap. I would that I 
Had but the archangel’s flaming 
brand ; 

So would I burn thy dull springs dry, 
And choke thy flow with hills of 
sand. 

Yet why ? Whatever soft souls prate, 
Babbling of universal good, 

I>ove is the sister-child of hate, 

And all good things arc bought with 
blood. 

Virtue were not if vice we« not. 

Nor darkneu if there were not light, 

Cie^ on ; fulfil thy murderous lot ; 

For Wrong has equal life with Ri^t# 
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IN REGENT STREET 

One of the nightly hundreds who 
pass 

Wearily, hojielessly, under the gas. 

But the old sad words had a strange 
new tone, 

And the wild laugh seemed to sink to 
a moan. 

So that turning os one constrained to 
look, 

The strange sight stifled the voice of 
rebuke : 

For I looked on a girl’s face pure and 
fair, 

Blue-eyed, and crowned with a glory 
of hair, 

Such 08 my dead child-sister might 
own, 

Were she not a child still, but a 
woman grown ; 

Full of the tender graces that come 

To the cherished light of an ancient 
home ; 

Even to that touch of a high disdain, 

Which is bom of a name without blot 
or stain. 

Strange ; as if one should chance to 
meet 

An ai^ of light in that sordid street 1 

' P 

^d, what miseiy biings you 
here. 

To tills place of viteneis and weeping 
and/ear?^* 


I am so more than the rest,” she 
smd, 

Proudly averting her beautiful head ! 

Then no response, till some kinder 
word 

Stole in unawares, and her heart was 
stirred. 

** 1 was a wife but the other day, 

Now I am left without hope or stay ! 

“ Work did I ask? What work is for 
you? 

What work can those delicate fingers 
do? 

** Service? But how could 1 bear to 
part 

From the child with whom I had left 
my heart ? 

** Alms ?— Yes, at first ; then a pitiless 
No: 

The State would provide me whither 
to go. 

** But in sordid prisons it laid my head 

With the thief and the harlot ; there- 
fore I fled. 

One thing alone had I lefl untried, 

Then I put off the last rag of pride.” 

** What came? • You wereof an hon- 
oured race, 

Now you must live with your own 
disgrace.' 

*|Bttt many will buy ttiiere Hew wilt 
give# 

And I die every day that my cIsQdivmay 
live.” 
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Moliherlylave sunk to this I Alji^ veil. 
Teach they not how He went down into 
hell: 

Only blind me in heart and brain, 

Or ever I look on the like again. 


EEOM THE DESERT, 

Thou hast visited me with Thy storms 
And the vials of Thy sore displeasure 
Thou hast poured on my head, like a 
bitter draught 

Poured forth without stint or measure ; 
Thou hast bruised me as flax is bruised ; 
Made me clay In the potter’s wheel ; 
Thou hast hardened Thy face like steel, 
'And cast down my soul to the ground ; 
Dumt my life in the furnace of fire, 
like dross, 

And led me in prison where souls are 
bound : 

Yet my gain is more than my loss. 

What if Thou hadst led my soul 
To the pastures where dull souls feed ; 
And set my steps in smooth paths, far 
away 

From the feet of those that bleed ; 
Penned me in low, fat plains, 

Where the air is os still as death. 

And Thy great winds are sunk to a 
hreath, 

And Thy torrents a crawling stream, 
f And the thick steam of wealth goes up 
day and night, 

' Tin Thy sun gives a veilM light, 

; And beasm shows like a vanished 
dfcaml 

j^hsEt tf Tlioa Iwdst set my feet 
l^iih im rich in agilded room ; 


And made me to idt where the scomers 
sit, 

Scoffing at death and doom ! 

What if I had hardened my heart 
With dark counsels' line upon line; 

And blunted my soul adth meat and 
wine, * 

Till my ears had gtown deaf to (he 
bitter cry 

Of the halt and the weak and the 
impotent ; 

Nor hearkened, lapt in a dull content, 
To the groanings of those who die ! 

My being had waxed dull and dead 
With the lusts of a gross desire ; 

But now Thou hast purged me thriTiighly, 
and burnt 

My shame with a living fire. 

So burn me, and purge my will 
Till no vestige of self remain, 

And 1 stand out white without spot or 
stain. 

Then let Thy flaming angel at last 
I Smite from me all that has been before ; 
And sink me, freed from the load of 
the past, 

: In lliy dark depths evermore. 

DUMB, 

All men arc poets if they might but 
tell 

The dim ineffable changes which the 
sight 

Of natural beauty works on them : (be 
charm 

Of those 6rst days of Spring;, when life 
revives 

And all the world is bloom : the while- 
fringed green 

Of summer seas swirling around the base 
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Of overhanging clifis ; the golden 
gleam 

Seen from some breezy hill, where far 
and wide 

The fields grow ripo for harvest ; or the 
storm 

Smiting the leaden surf, or echoing 

On nightly lakes and unsuspected hills, 

Revealed in lurid light ; or first per- 
ceived, 

High in mid-heaven, above the rosy 
clouds, 

The everlasting snows.' 

And Art can move. 

To higher minds, an influence as great 

As Nature's self ; when the rapt gazer 
marks 

The stainless mother folding arms 
divine 

Around the Eternal Child, or pitying 
love 

Nailed to the dreadful cross, or the 
white strength 

Of happy heathen gods, or serpent 
coils 

Binding the agonized limbs, till from 
their pain 

Is born a thing of beauty for all lime. 

And more than Nature, more than Art 
can move 

The awakened soul — heroic soaring 
deeds ; 

When the young champion falls in 
hopeless fight. 

Striking for home ; or when, by truth 
constrained, 

The martyr goes forth cheerful to his 
fete— 

The dungeon, or the torture, or, more 
hard. 

The averted gaze of friends; the loss of 
love, 


The loneliness of soul, which truth too 
oft 

Gives to reward the faith which casts 
aside 

All things for her; or saintly lives 
obscure. 

Spent in a sweet compassion, fill they 
gain, 

Living, some glow of heaven ; or pas- 
sionate love. 

Bathing our poor world in a mystic 
light, 

Seen once, then lost for ever. These 
can stir 

Life to its depths, till silence grows a 
load 

Too hard to bear, and the rapt soul 
would fain 

Speak with strange tongues which 
startle as they come. 

Like the old saints who spake at 
Pentecost. 

But we are dumb, we arc dumb, and 
may not tell 

What stirs within us, though the soul 
may throb 

And tremble with its passion, though 
the heart 

Dissolve ill weeping : dumb. Nature 
may spread 

Sublimes! sights of beauty; Art in- 
spiie 

High thoughts and pure of God«like 
sacrifice ; 

Yet no word comes. Heroic daring 
deeds 

Thrill us, yet no word comes ; ^ are 
dumb, we are dumb, 

Save that from finer souls at times may 
rise, 

Once in an age, fiuct inarticulate 
sounds, 
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Low halting tones of wonder^ such as 
come . 

From children looking on the stars, but 
still 

With power to open to the listening 
ear 

The Fair Divine Unknown^ and to 
unseal 

Heaven’s inner gates before us ever- 
more. 

Ah, few and far between ! The earth 
grows green, 

Art’s glorious message speaks from year 
to year, 

Great deeds and high are done from 
day to day, 

lint the voice comes not which has 
power to wake 

The sleeping soul within, and animate 

The beauty which informs them, lend- 
ing speech 

To what before was dumb. They 
come, they go, 

Those sweet impressions spent on sepa- 
rate souls. 

Like raindrops on the endless ocean- 
plains, 

Lost as they fall. The world rolls on ; 
lives spring, 

Blossom, and fade ; the play of life is 
played 

More vivid than of old— a wider stage, 

With more consummate actors; yet 
fbe dull, 

Cold deeps of sullen silence swallow up 

The strain, and it is lost. But if we 
mis^ 

Paint all things as they are, find voice 
tpipeak 

The though DOW mute within us, let 
Uiesoul 

Trace (m its sensitive ^rface vividly. 


As does the sun our features, all the 
play 

Of passion, all the changeful tides of 
thought, 

The mystery, the beauty, the delight. 
The fear, the horror, of our lives,— our 
being 

Would blaze up heavenward in a sud- 
den flame, 

Spend itself, and be lost. 

Wherefore ’tis well 
This narrow boundary that hedges in 
The strong and weak alike. Thought 
could not live, 

Nor speech, in that pure aether which 
girds round 

Lifers central dwelling-place. Only 
the dull 

An<l grosser atmosphere of eor^h it is 
Whicli vibrates to the sweet birds’ song, 
and brings 

Heaven to the wondering car. Only 
the stress, 

The pain, the hope, the longing, the 
constraint 

Of limited faculties circling round and 
round 

I’iie grim circumference, and finding 
naught 

Of outlet to the dread unknown be- 
yond, • 

Can lend the poet voice. Only the 
weight, 

The dulncss of our senses, which makes 
dumb 

And hushes half the finer utterance, 
Makes possible the song, and modulates 
The too exalted music, that it falls 
So soft upon the listening soul, that 
Ufe, 

ffot withered by the awful harmony, 
Nor drunk with too much sweetness, 
nor struck blind 
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By the too vivid presence of the 
Unknown, 

Fulfils its round of duty — elcvaled, 

Not slain by too much splendour— 
comforted, 

Not thunder-smitten — soothed, not laid 
asleep — 

And ever, through the devious maze oif 
being, 

Fares in slow narrowing cycles to the 
end. 


FAITH WITHOUT SIGHT 

m 

No angel comes to us to tell 
Glad news of our belovH dead ; 

Nor at the old familiar board, 

They sit among us, breaking bread. 

Three days we wait before the tomb, 
Nay, life-long years; and yet no 
more, 

For all our passionate tears, we find 
The stone rolled backward from the 
door. 

Yet are they risen as He is risen ; 

For no eternal loss we grieve. 
Bless^ are they who ask no sign, 

And, never having seen, believe. 


CAGED. 

AlA$ for fame ! I saw a genius sit, 
Drainiag full bumpers with a trem- 
bling hand, 

And roll out rha|^ies of folly, lit 
By .aoaring fancies hard to under- 
stand. 


Lonely he seemed, whom all men 
diould admire ; 

And some were there who sneered a 
covert sneer, 

Quenching with logic cold the sacred 
fire ; 

And one who hardly checked a rising 
tear 


Because life’s order binds with chains 
of steel 

The struggling individual soul ; 
because 

The fair fine flower of life doth oft 
conceal 

A hidden worm which always frets 
and gnaws 

The inner heart from which all perfumes 
come. 

And round the deep-set core of 
golden fire 

Foul creeping creatures make their 
constant heme — 

Black hatred, wild revolt, and grohu 
desire. 

What is tins bar that Nature loves to 
place 

Before the too aspiring heart and 
brain, — ^ 

Bringing down goodly hopes to deep 
disgrace. 

Keeping high pleasure balanced by 
low pain. 

Pure thoughts by secret failings, subtler 

joys 

With grosser sense or hopeless depths 
• of woe, — 

Setting our lives in boRen counter- 
poise, ^ 

Which says, Thus far, no further 
shalt thou go. 
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!<« it that Nature, envious of her own, 

ICvcn as the fabled gods of primal 
years, 

Because to too great stature it is 
grown, 

Hates her consummate work, and 
inly fears 

Lest the soul, once enfranchised, soar 
too high, 

Up to some Spiritual place of Souls, 

Where the world’s feeble echoes faint 
and die, 

And in fine waves a purer aether 
rolls? 

Ihere is no infinite in Nature* All 

Is finite, set w'ithin a self-made 
bound* 

Thought builds round space itself a 
brasen wall, 

And bates the barren cycle’s endless ' 
round. 

Life grown too perfect is not life at all ; 

Some hidden discords sweeten every 
strain $ 

No virtue is, where is no power to fall, 

Nor true delight without a touch of 
pain. 

And this it is that limits evermore 

The life of man to this its low estate, 

And gives the soul’s light pinions power 
to soar 

Only a little space toward heaven’s 
gate. , 

Creatures we are of the earth, and not 
the sky. 

Bound down, constrained, confined ; 
imd yet His well : 

Ko anfeTs wings are ours to mount on 

Kq chains have.power to keep our 

nsidshiML 
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And since to realms of thought we may 
aspire, 

Higher than these in which wc 
breathe and are. 

And know within the same creative 
fire 

As that which lights and warms the 
furthest star, 

So should our restless spirits grow con- 
tent 

With what is theirs, nor covet to be 
free'; 

Since boundless power is oft most im- 
potent, 

^ And narrow 1)onds tbe truest liberty. 

TOO MUCH KNOW^LEDGE. 

Oh, if we had but eyes to see 
The gloiy which around us lies, 

I To read the secrets of the earth, 

And know the splendours of tbe 
skies ; 

And if we had but ears to hear 
The psalm of life which upward rolls 

From desert tent and city street, 

From every meeting-place of souls ; 

• 

And if we had but tongues to tell 
llie dumb thoughts that shall ne’er 
be heard. 

The inarticulate prayers which rise 
From hearts by passionate yearnings 
stirred,— 

Our souls would parch, like Setnele's, 
When her dre^ Lord biased forth 
confessed. 

Ah, sometimes too much knowledge 
blights, 

And ignorance indeed is blest 1 
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ON A FLIGHT OF LAD Y-BIRDS. 

OvKR the summer sea, 

Floating on delicate wings, 

Comes an unnumbered host 
or beautiful fragile tilings ; 

Whence they have come, or what 
Blind impulse has forced them 
here, 

What still voice marshalled them out 
Over wide seas Mdthout fear. 

You cannot tell, nor I. 

But to-day the air is thick 41 

With these strangeis from far 
away : 

On hot piers and drifting ships 
The weary travellers stay. 

. On the sands where to-night they 
will drown, 

On the busy waterside street, 

Trampled in myriads down 
By the careless wayfarers* feel 
The beautiful creatures lie. 

Who knows what myriads have sunk 
To drown in the oily waves, 

Till all our sea-side world shows 
Like a graveyard crowded with 
graves ? 

Humble creatures and small, 

How ^all the Will which s\vny?> 

This enormous unresting ball, 
Through endless cycles of days, 
Take thought for them or care ? 

And yet, if the greatest of kings, 
With the wisest of sages com- 
bined, ' 

Never eould both devise — 

Strong arm and inventive mind— 


So wondrous a shining coat. 

Such delicate wings and free, 

As have these small creatures which 
float 

Over the breathless sea 
On this summer morning so fair. 

* * * • 

And the life, the wonderful life, 

Which not all the w'isdom of earth 
Can give to the humblest creature 
that moves 

The mystical process of birth— 
The nameless principle which doth 
lurk 

Far away beyond atom, or monad, 
or cell, 

And is truly His own most marvel- 
lous work — 

Was it good to give it, or, given, 
well 

To squander it thus away ? 

For surely a man might think 

So preciou:^ a gift and grand — 
God’s essence in part — should be 
meted out 

With a thrifty and grudging hand. 
And hard by, on the yellowing 
com, 

Myriads of tiny jaws 
Are bringing the husbandman’s 
labour to scorn. 

And the cankerworm frets and 
gnaws, 

Which was mode for these for a 
prey. 

For a prey for these? but, ohl 

Who shall read us the riddle of 
life — 

The prodigal waste, whidi naiight 
can redress 

But a i^de of sorrow and strife, 



ON AN OLD MINSTER. 


55 


llie oootinual sequence of pain, 

The perpetual triumph of wrong, 

The whole creation in travail to make 

A victory for the strong, 

And not with frail insects alone? 

For is not the scheme worked out 

Among US who are raised so high ? 

Are there no wasted minds among 
men— 

No hearts that aspire and sigh 

For the hopes which the years steal 
away, 

For the labour thqr love, and its 
meed of fame. 

And feel the bright blade grow rusted 
within, 

Or are bom to inherited shame, 
And a portion with those that groan ? 

} low are wc fettered and caged 

Within our dark prison-house 
here I 

Wc are made to look for a loving 
plan; 

We find everywhere sorrow and 
fear« 

We look for the triumph of Good ; 

And, from all the wide world 
around, 

The lives that are spent cry upward 
to heaven, 

From the slat^htei -house of the 
• ground. 

Till we feel that Evil is lord. 

And |ret ore we bound to believe, 

te^Mue all our nature is so, 

In Sj staler touched by an infinite 

Foir ^ Hia creatures below. 

Bemod, thOD^ a mocking fiend 

point ' 


To the waste, and ruin, and 
pain— 

Bound, though onr souls should l>e 
bowed in despair— 

Bound, though wrong triumph 
again and again, 

And we cannot answer a word. 


ON AN OLD MINSTER. 

Old minster, when my years were few, 
And life seemed endless to the boy ; 
Clear yet and vivid is the joy 

With which I gazed and thought on 
you. 

Thin shad and fiower>wrought capital, 
High -springing arch, and blazoned 
pane, 

Quaint gargoyles stretching beads 
profane, 

And stately throne and carven stall. 

The long nave lost in vaporous gray, 
The mailed recuml>ent forms which 
wait, 

In mockery of earthly state, 

The coming of the dreadful day.. 

The haunted aisles, the gathering 
gloom, 

By some stray shaft of eve made 
fair : 

The stjllness of the mouldering air, 

The fad^ legends of the tomb. 

I loved them alh What care had I,— 
I, the young heir of all the Past,— 
T^t neither youth nor life might 
last, 

That all things living came to die t 
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The Past was spent, the Past was done, 
The Present was my own to hold ; 
Far oflT within a hose of gold 
Stretched the fair Future, scarce begun. 

For me did pious builders rear 
Those reverend walls ; for me the 
song 

Of supplication, ages long, 

Had gone up daily, year by year. 

And thus I loved you ; but to-day 
The long Past near and nearer shows ; 
Less bright, more clear, the Future 
grows, 

And all the world is growing gray. 

liut you scarce bear a deeper (race 
Of time upon your solemn brow ; 

No sadder, stiller, grayer now, 

Than when I loved your reverend face. 

And you shall be when 1 am not ; 

And you shall be a thing of joy 
To many a frank and careless loy 
When I and mine are long forgot. 

Grave priests shall here with holy rage, 
Whose grandsires are as yet unborn. 
Lash, with fierce words of saintly 
scorn, 

The heats of youth, the greed of age. 

Proud prelates sit on that high throne, 
Whose young forefathers drive the 
plough 

While Norman lineage noda below. 
In aged tramp or withered crone. 

And white-haired traders feign to pray, 
Stmk deep In thoughts of gain and, 
gold; 

And sweet JSower^aees growing old, 
Give place to fre^er blooms than theyv 


With such new of creed and 

rite 

As none now living may foretell ; 

A faith of love which needs not 
hell, 

A stainless worship, pure and white. 

Or, may be, some reverting change 
I'o the old faith of vanished days : 
The Incensed air, the mystic praise, 

The barbarous ritual, quaint and 
strange. 

Who knows ? But they are wrong who 
say 

Man’s work is brief and quickly past ; 
If you through all these centuries 
last, 

While they who built you pass away. 

The wind, the rain, the sand, are slow ; 
Man fades before his work; scant 
trace 

Time’s finger findeth to efface 

Of him whom seventy years lay low. 

The grass grows green awhile, and then 
Is as before ; the work he made 
Casts on his grave a reverend shade 

Through long successive lives of men. 

But he I where is he? Lo, his name 
Has vanished from his wonted place. 
Unknown his tongue, his cre^, his 
race; 

Unknown his soaring hopes of fame. 

Only the creatures of the brain, — 

Just taws, wise precept^ deathless 
verse; 

These weave a chaplet for Ihelieatse, 

And through idl chai^ unchanged 
remain. 



THE BITTER HARVEST~OF LOVE AND SLEEP. 
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These will I love as nge creeps on ; 
Gray minster^ these are ever young ; 
These shall he read and loved and 
sung 

When every stone of you is gone* 

No hands have hnllt the monument 
Which to all ages shall endure 
High thooghts and fancies, sweet and 
pure, 

Lives in the quest of goodness spent. 

These* though no visible forms confine 
Their spiritual essence fair ; 

Are deathless as the soul they bear, 
And, as its Maker is, divine. 


THE BITTER HARVEST 

Who reaps the liarvest of his soul, 

And gamers up thought's golden 
grain, 

For him in vain life's tempests rave. 
Fate's rude shocks bufTet him in vain. 

The storms which shipwreck feebler 
souls, 

Beat harmlessly on him ; the wind, 
Which whirls away the domes of pride, 
Braces the sinews of his mind. 

He is set within a tower of strength, 
Beyond thick walls and cloisters 
Mill; 

Where^ as he sitSp no faintest breath 
Stirs fhe emooth current of his will. 

He is stretdled in a smiling valley, 
: where, 

Vnm hills Mre dark, the full sun 
flhiiies^^ 

ihiagl gold upon waving fields, 

A^ pnilde dnstm on the vines. 


He lies in a boundless sylvan shade, 
While all the fields are piflrclicd 
around ; 

And hears a sweet bird, singing, sing- 
ing. 

With one clear monotone of sound. 

Far, far away from the busy crowd 
And chaflferiDg of the mart, he stands, 
Like a statue on a lonely hill. 
Pondering a scridl within its hands. 

Or one who, from high convent walls, 
Looks down at eve upon the plain, 
And sees the children at their sport, 
And turns to chant and prayer again ; 

So rich, and yet so very poor, 

So fruitful, ) et so void of fruit ; 
Removed from human hopes and fears, 
Far as the man is from the brute ; 

So troubled, ’neath a face of calm ; 

So bound with chains, though seem- 
ing free ; 

So dead, tliough with a name to live, 
That it were belter not to be. 


OE LOVE AND SLEEP 

I SAW Sleep stand by an enchanted 
wood, 

Thick lashes drooping o'er her heavy 
eyes: 

Leaning against a fiower-cupped tree 
she stood, 

The night air gently breathed with 
slumbrous sighs. 

Such cloak of silence o'er the world 
was spread, 

As on Nile sands en^rouds the mighty 
dead. 
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About her birds were dumb, and blooms I Oh, strange, sweet land ! wherein all 


were bowed, 

And a thick heavy sweetness filled 
the air ; 

White robed she seemed ; and hidden 
as in a cloud, 

A star-like jewel in her raven hair. 

Downward to earth her cold torch 
would she turn 

With feeble fires that might no longer 
burn. 

Ana In her languid limbs and loosened 
zone 

Such beauty dwelt ; and in her rip- 
pling hair, 

As of old time was hers, and hers 
alone. 

The mother of gods and men divinely 
fair \ 

When whiter than white foam or sand 
she lay, 

The fairest thing beneath the eye of 
day. 

To her came Love, a comely youth and 
strong. 

Fair as the morning of a day in 
June ; I 

Around him breathed a jocund air of 
song, 

And his limbs moved as to a joyous 
tune : 

With golden locks blown back, ami 
eyes aflame. 

To where the sleeping maiden leant, he 
came. 

Thai they twain passed within that 
mystic grove 

Togethar, and with them I, myself 

unseen. . 


men may prove 

The things they would, the things 
which might have been ; 

Hopeless hopes blossom, withered youth 
revives, 

And sunshine comes again to darkened 
lives. 

What sights were theirs in that blest 
wonder-land ? 

Sec, the white mountain-summits, 
framed in cloud. 

Redden with sunset ; while below them 
stand 

The solemn pine- woods like a funeral 
crowd ; 

And lower still the vineyards twine, and 
make 

A double vintage in the tranquil lake. 

Or, after storm-tost nights, on some sea 
isle 

The sudden tropical morning bursts ; 
and lo I 

Bright birds and feathery palms, the 
green hills smile, 

Stmnge barks, with swarthy crews, 
dart to and fro ; 

And on the blue bay, glittering like a 
crt'wn, 

The white domes of some fair historic 
town. 

Or, , they fare northward ever, north* 
ward still, 

At midnight, under the ttOMtting 
sun ; 

0*er endless snows, from hill lo icy 
hill, ^ 

Where sflenee rdgns with death, and 
life is done : 
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Till from tbe North a sweet wind sud- 
denly \ 

And harkl the warm waves of the 
fabulons sea. 

Or, some still eve, when sttinmcr c1a)'s 
are long. 

And the mown hay is sweet, and 
wheal is green. 

They hear some wood-bird sing the old 
fair song 

Of joys to be, greater than yet have 
l^en; 

Stretched 'neath the snowy hawthorn, 
till the star, 

Hung high in heaven, warns them that 
home is far. 

Or, on the herbless, sun-struck hills, by 
night. 

Under llie silent peaks, they hear the 
loud 

Wild flutes ; and onward, by the ghostly 
light, 

Whirled in nude dances, sweeps the 
maddened crow<l ; 

Till the tierce eddy seize them, and they 
prove 

The shame, the rapture, of unfettered 
love. 

Or, by the sacred hearth they seem to 

■it. 

While firelight gleams on many a 
sunny head •, 

At that fair hour, before the lamp is 
lit. 

When hearta are fullest, though no 
word be ^d,— 

Whto the world fades, and rank and 

woslthaodthme. 

Ss^ niate^ed with this, no better 
thmi a name. 


All these they knew I and then a breeze 
of day 

Stirred the dark wood $ and then they 
seemed to come 

Forth with reluctant feet among the 
gray, 

Bare fields, unfanuful; and all the 
flame 

Was burnt from out trove’s eyes, and 
from his hair. 

And his smooth cheek was marked with 
lines of care. 

And paler showed the maid, more pure 
and white 

And holier than before. But when I 
said, 

“ Sweet eyes, be opened ; *’ lo, the un- 
veilM sight 

W^as as the awful vision of the dead ! 

Then knew I, breathing slow, with 
difficult breath, 

That Love was one with Life, and 
Sleep with Death. 


BLIND, 

The girl who frpm her father’s door 
Sees the cold storm-cloud sweep the 
sea, 

Cries, wrestling with her anguish sore, 
My love 1 my love I ah, where is he ? 

And locks her fears within her breast, 
Sickening ; while ’neath the breath* 
less blaze 

He lies, and dreams, in broken rest. 

Of homely faces, — happier days.. 

But when a calm is on the deep, 

And scarcely from the quivering blue, 

The waves’ soft murmur, hall asleep. 
Speaks hope that he is well, and true \ 
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TO HER PICTURE. 


The brave ship sinks to rise no more 
Beneath^ the thandeious surge; and 
he, 

A pale corpse floating on the sea, 

Or clashed like seaweed on the shore. 

TO HER PICTURE. 

As one who on a lonely bed of pain 
Feels the soft hand he felt when he 
was young ; 

Or, who at eve, on some far Eastern 
plain, 

Hears the old songs once by his 
mother sung : 

So to me, looking on thy portrait, dear, 

Thou and my youth and love are ever 
. near. 

It may be that the painter failed to 
show. 

How should he not ? the soul within 
thine eyes, — 

Their blue unruffled depths, thy cheeks 
aglow 

With virgin blushes that unbidden 
rise ; 

Thy coral lips, thy white neck, round, 
and fair. 

Or the sweet prodigal auburn of thy 
hair. | 

Ilow should he? Not for him thoui 
wast, but me ; | 

liOve shot no sadden splendour in his 
eyes; 

Love guided not his hand, content to 
see 

Mere beauty* as of sunset-hills or 
skies.; 

Kor soothed his dull ear with the mystic 
strain, 

Heard once a life, and nevermore again. 


Only the lovely shell he saw ; the doak, 

The perfect vesture of the hidden 
soul. 

Not for his eyes thy slumbering angel 
woke, 

Stretched in deep steep, where love's 

^ broad waters roll : 

I Had he but seen her wings of silver 
move, 

> He had forgot to paint, and learned to 
love. 

Vet is his skill to me for ever blest. 

For that which it has left of grace 
and truth ; 

Those sweet eyes shine, yet need no 
time of rest. 

Still thy fair cheek retains its rounded 
youth. 

Tn wakeful nights I light my lamp, and 
know 

The same dear face I knew long years 
ago. 

Yet worn am I, tOD old for love, and 
gray. 

Too faithful heart, thou shouldst not 
still abide 

With such as I, nor longer deign to stay: 

These are the follies wiser worldlings 
chide. 

Thou wouldat transfer those glances, 
wert thou wise, 

To younger lives and more responsive 
eyes. 

Ah f ho, remaifi ; not thus you looked 
of yore ; 

Another, perhaps tpore worthy, bOre 
the prise; 

t could not tell you then the love I 
bore, 

Or read the soft requital in your 
eyes; 
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Now no change comesi now thoa art 
always kind, 

Then thou wast cold and changeful as 
the wind. 


THE RETURN 

H£ Stood above the well-known shore ; 
Behind, the sea stretched dull and 
gray: 

And slowly with the breeze of morn 
The great ship forged away. 

Almost he wished she might return, 
And speed him to some further 
change ; 

The old scenes greeted him again, 

And yet all things were strange. 

There were the dreams he used to dream 
In the long nights when day was 
here ; 

The shady Sunday path to church, 

The winding bro^let clear. 

The woods with violets blue in Spring, 
The fidlow where they cluMied the 
hare, 

The gable peeping through the elms, 
All filled him with despair. 

For all was there except the post-— 
The past, his youth for dross had 
sold! 

The past which after-years in vain 
Piize more than alt their gold. 

Then age fell on him with a flash. 

Time smote lum, and his soul grew 

gray. 

And tboii^U In busier scenes unknown, 

; Chitted youth and hope away. 


The past, which seemed so near before, 
A step might gain it, came to be 
A low cloud sunk beyond a gulf. 

Wider than any sea. 

Nor what the present had in store, 
Knowing $ at last his great suspense 
Grew to a bitter load of pain, 

Too great for mortal sense. 

So, by the well-known paths at last, 
He gained the well-remembered door, 
Sick for a voice which he should hear, 
Ah ! never, never, more 

Strange children round, a stringers 
face 

Of wonder, so the dream was o*er. 
He turned ; the dead past comes not 
back. 

No, never, never, more. 


FOR EVER. 

For ever and for ever 
The changeless oceans roar : 

And dash their thundering surges down 
Upon the sounding shore : 

Y'et this swift soul, this lightning will, 

Shall these, while they roll on, be still ? 

For ever and for ever 
The eternal mountains rise, 

And lift their virgin snows on high 
To meet the silent skies. 

Yet shall this soul which measures all, 

While these stand steadfast, sink and 
fall? 

For ever and for ever 
The swift suns roll through space ; 

From age to age they wax and wane, 
Each in its ordered phtce : 
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BEHIND THE VEIL. 


Yet shall this soul, whose inner eye 
Foretells their cycles, fade and die ? 

For ever and for ever 
We have been, and we are, 
Unchanging; as the ocean wave, 
Unresting as the star : 

Though suns stand still, and time be 
o’er, 

We arc, and shall be, evermore. 


BEHIND THE VEIl.. 

I PACED along 

The dim cathedral wrapped in reverend 
gloom : 

I heard the sweet child’s song 

Spring upwards like a fountain ; and 
the boom 

Of the tempestuous organ-music swell ; 

The hushed low voices and the silvery 
bell; 

The inccnse-ladcQ air ; the kneeling 
throng : 

I knew them all, and seemed to hear 
the cry 

Of countless myriads, rising deep and 
strong, — ' 

Help us 1 we faint, we die. 

Our knees are weak, our eyes are blind ; 

We seek what we shall never find. 

Show but Thy face, and we arc Thine, 

Unknown, Ineffable, Divine 1 

I heard the loud 

Muezain from the slender minaret call 

** To prayer, To prayer ; ** and lo ! the 
busy crowd. 

Merchant and prince and water-carrier, 
all 

Turned from the world, and. rapt in 
wonhip, knelt, 

Facing the holy city ; and 1 felt 


That from those myriads kneelings 
prostrate, bowed, 

I A low moan rises to the throne on 
high,— 

Not shut out quite by error's thickest 
cloud, — 

Help us 1 we faint, we die. 

Oar knees are weak, our eyes arc 
blind ] 

We seek what we shall never find. 
Show but Thy face, and we are 'I'hine, 
Unknown, Ineffable, Divine. 

I stood before 
The glaring temples on the burning 
plain ; 

1 heard the hideous roar 
Rise to the stars to drown the shrieks 
of pain, 

What time the murderous idol swept 
along. 

I listened to the innocent, mystic song, 
Breathed to the jewelled Lotus evci- 
more. 

In the elder lands, througli the ages, 
like a sigh. 

And heard in low, sweet chant, an<l 
hateful roar, — 

Help us ! wc faint, we die. 

Our knees are weak, our eyes are blind ; 
We seek what we shall never find. 
Show but Thy face, and we are I hinc. 
Unknown, Ineffable, Divine ! 

Ay: everywhere 

Echoes the same exceeding bitter cry. 
Yet can the Father bear 
To hide His presence from the children’s 
eye; 

Lets loose on good and bad the plague 
and sword ; 

And though wrong triumph, answers 
not a word ? 

Only deep down in the heart doth He 
declare 



VISIONS. 


His constant presence ; there, though 
the outward sky 

Be darkened, shines a little speck of 
fair,— 

A light which cannot die. 

Though knees be weak, and eyes be 
blind ; 

Though we may seek, and never find ; 
Here doth His hidden glory shine. 
Unknown, Inedable, Divine ! 

V/SfONS. 

On' in the blazing summer noon. 

And oft beneath the frosty moon, 

When earth and air were hushed and 
still, 

And absolute silence seemed to hll 
The farthest borderlands of space, 

1 loved in childish thought to trace 
Glimpses of change, which might trans- 
form 

The voiceless calm to furious storm ; 
Broke the dull spell, which comes to 
bind 

in after-years the sluggish mind ; 

And pictured, borne on fancy's wings, 
The end of all created things. 

Then have I seen with dreaming eye. 
The blue depths of the vaulted sky 
Rent without noise ; and in their stead 
A wonder-world of fancy spread, 

A golden city, with domes and spires, 
Lit by a strange sun's mystic fires. 
Portds of dazzling chrysolite, 

Long colonnades of purest white ; 
Streets paved with gold and jewels rare ; 
Ajod t^er, in the ambient air, 

A jAMag Presence undefined : 

Swift seraphs stOf^Og swift as wind 
Ptoitt pde to poie, and that vast throng 
IfVhicli^pled Dante's world of song ; 
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The last great inquest which shall close 
The tale of human joys and woes ; 

The dreadful Judge, the opening tomb, 
And all the mystery of doom* 

Then woke to find the vision vain, 

And sun or moon shine calm again. 

No longer, save in memory’s glass, 
These vanished visions come and pass ; 
The clearer light of fuller day 
lias chased these earlier dreams away. 
Faith’s eye grows dim with too much 
light, 

And fancy flies our clearer sight. 

But shall we mourn her day is o'er, 
That these rapt visions come no more ? 
Nay ; knowledge has its splendours 
too, 

Brighter than Fancy’s brightest hue. 

I gaze now on the heavens, and see 
flow, midst their vast immensity, 

By cosmic laws the planets roll, 

Sped onwards by a central soul ; 

How farther still, and still more far. 
World beyond world, star beyond star. 
So many, and so far, that speech 
And thought must fail the sum to reach. 
This universe of nature teems 
With things more strange than fancy’s 
dreams ; 

And so at length, with clearer eye, 

Soar beyond childhood’s painted sky, 
Up to the Lord of great and small, 

Not onewhere, but pervading all : 

Who made the music of the spheres, 
And yet inclines an ear that hears 
The faintest prayer, the humblest sigh, 
The strong man’s groan, the childish 
cry; 

Who guides the stars, yet without whom 
No humblest floweret comes to bloom, 
No lowliest creature comes to birth, ' 
No dead leaf flutters to the earth : 
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DOUBT— ST, DAVlD^S HEAD, 


Who breathed into our souls the breath, 
Which neither time nor change nor 
death, 

Nor hurtling suns at random hurled 
And dashed together, world on world, 
Can ever kill or quench, till He 
Bends down, and bids them not to be. 

DOUBT. 

Who but has seen 

Once in his life, when youth and health 
ran high. 

The fair, clear face of truth 
Grow dark to his eye ? 

Who but has known 
Cold mists of doubt and icy questionings 
Creep round him like a nightmare, 
blotting out 

The sight of better things. 

A hopeless hour. 

When all the voices of the soul are 
dumb. 

When o’er the tossing seas 
No ligh may come, . 

When God and right 
Are gone, and seated on the empty 
throne 

Are dull philosophies and words of wind, 
Making His praise their own. 


Better than (his, 

The burning sins of youth, the old 
man’s greed, 

Than thus to live inane ; 

To sit and read. 

And with blind brain 
Daily to treasure up a deadly doubt. 
And live a life from which the light 
has fled, 

And faith’s pure Are gone out. 
Until at last. 

For some blest souls, but never here 
for all, 

Burns out a sudden light. 

And breaks the thrall, 

And doubt has fled, 

And the soul rises, with a clearer sight 
For this its pain, its sorrow, its despair, 
To God ami truth and right. 

Plead we for those 
Gently and humbly, as befitteth men 
On whom the same chill shade 
Broods now as then. 

So shall they learn 
How an eternal wisdom rules above, 
And all the cords of Being arc 
bound fast 

To an unfailing love. 


ST. DAVms HEAD. 

Salt sprays deluge it, wild wav^ buffet it, hurricanes cave ; 
Summer and winter, the depths the ocean girdle it round ; 
In leaden dawns, in golden noon tides, in silvery moonlight ; 
Never it ceases to hw the old sea’s mystical sound, * 
Surges vex it evermore 
By gray cave and sounding shore. 
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"Jliink of the numberless far-away centuiiesi long before man» 

‘When the hot earth with monsters teemed, and with monsters the deep, 

And the red sun loomed faint, and the moon was caught fast in the motionless air, 
And the warm waves seethed through the base in a secular sleep. « « 

Rock was here and headland then, 

Ere the little lives of men. 

Over it long the mastodons crashed through the tropical forest, 

And the great hats swooped overhead through the half-defined blue ; 

Then they passed, and the hideous ape-man, speechless and half-erect, 

Through weaiy ages of time tore and gibbered and slew. 

Grayer skies and chiller air, 

But the self-same rock was there. 

Then the savage came and went, and Briton and Roman and Sason, 

1'ill our England grew rich and great, and her white sails covered the sea ; 

ITtus through all this long story of ours, civil progress and vanquished foeman, 

^ From Crccy to Trafalgar, from the bondsman down to the free, 

Still those dkrk rocks, and beneath 
Keeps the sea its face of death. 

So it shall be when the tide of our greatness has ebbed to the shallows ; 

So when there floats not a ship on this storm- tossed westerly main. 

Hard by, the minster crumbles, the city has shrunk to a village ; 

Thus shall we shrink one day, and our forests be pathless again ; 

And the headland stem shall stand, 

Guarding an undiscovered land. 

Vex it, 0 changeless ocean ; rave round it, tempests unceasing ; 

Sink it, great earthquakes, deep in the depths of the fathqmlcss sea ; 

Bum them, fierce fires of the centre, bom rock and ocean together, 

Till the red globe flare throughout space, through the ages to be. 

Cease, make an end, dull world, begone * 

How shall 1 cease while you roll on ? 

Time, oh, horrible 1 Space, oh, terrible 1 Infinite Void ! 

Dreadful abysses of, Being ! blighting a finite brain ; 

How shall the creatures of thought subsist, when the thinker ceases? 

B^ne, dull figmenlSi he done ! not akme shall you dare to remain, 
me yov yourselves must 4al] ; 

I hold die mcasnife of yon aH. 
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W VOLHYNIA—THE LIVING PAST. 


IN VOLHYN/A. 

In Volhynid the peasant motherst 
When spring-time brings back the 
leaves, 

And the first swallows dart and twitter 
Under the cottage eaves, — 

Sit mute at their windows, and listen. 
With eyes brimming over with tears, 
To the broken sounds which arc wafted 
To their eager watcliing cars. 

And throw out bread and honey 
To the birds as they scintillate by ; 
And hearts full of yearning and longing. 
Borne out on the wings of a sigh. 

For they think that their dear lost 
children, 

The little ones who are gone, 

Come back thus to the heartsick 
mothers 

Who are toiling and sorrowing on. 

And those sun -lit wings and flashing 
White breasts, to their tear-dimmed 
eyes 

Bring visions of white child -angels 
Floating in Paradise. 

And again to the sounds they hearken. 
Which grew silent while incomplete, 
The music of childish laughter, 

Hie patter of baby feet. 

Till the hearts which ore barren and 
childless, 

the homes which are empty and 
cold : 

The nests whence the young have de-. 
parted, 

Are filled with young life as of old. 


Thus each spring, to those peasant 
mothers. 

Comes the old Past again and again ; 
And those sad hearts quicken and 
blossom, 

In a rapture of sorrowless pain. 


THE LIVING PAST. 

0 FAITHFUL souls that watch and 

yearn, 

Expectant of the coming light, 

W'ith kindling hearts and eyes that burn 
With hope to see the rule of right ; 

Hie lime of peace and of good will, 
When the thick clouds of wrong and 
pain ' 

Roll up as from a shining hill, 

And never more descend again ; 

The perfect day, the golden year, 

The end of sorrow and of sighs ; 
Whether the heavenly change be here, 
Or far beyond the sunset skies, — 

1 cherish you, 1 love your faith, 

I long with you that this may be ; 
But hark, a dreary voice which saith, 

“ Vain dreamer, what were it to thee ! ** 

I For though the blest hour strike before 
Another sunrise vex the earth, 

And pain and evil rule no more. 

But vanish in the newer birth, — 

Though war and hatred come to cease, 
And sorrow be no more, nor sin. 

And in their stead an endless peace 
Its fair unbroken re^ begin, 

What comfort have ye? What shall blot 
The memories of bitter year% 



CHANGES— ALONE. 
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or joys which have been, but are not, 
And floods of unfoigotten tears ? 

The painful records graven clear 
On carven rock or deathless page ; 
The long unceasing reign of fear. 

The weary tale of lust and rage ; 

The ills whose dark sum baffles thought, 
Done day by day beneath the sun ? 
**That which is done,*’ the old sage 
taught, 

**Not God Himself can make un- 
done.” 

For that which has been, still must live, 
And ’neath the shallow Present last. 
C)h, who will sweet oblivion give. 

Who free us from the dreadful Past ? 

CHANGES. 

You see that tall house opposite? 

Three times within the fleeting year, 
Since last the summer-time was here. 
Great changes have gone over iL 

For first a bridal bright and gay 
Filled the long street with riotous 
sound ; 

And amid smiles from all around. 
The newly-wedded passed away. 

And when the violets came once more. 
And lambs were born, a concourse 
went. 

Still gayer, still more innocent. 

To christening from that stately door. 

And now the mute house dull and drear. 
From falinded eyes, stares blank and ; 
wdxlte; 

And amid dust and. glaring light. 

The black Hoes disappear. 


ALONE. 

What shall it profit a man 
To have stood by the source of things, 
To have spent the fair years of his 
youthful prir^e 
In mystical questionings ; 

To have scaled the lovely height, 

While his brothers slept below ; 

To have seen the vision bright 
Which but' few on earth nmy know, — 
If when his task be done 
He lives his life alone ? 

If in the busy street 

None come whom he may greet ? 

If in his lonely room 
With tlie night the shadows deepen into 
ghostly shapes of gloom ? 

It may be his soul may say, 

** I have gained me a splendid dower ; 

1 can look around on the toiling 
I crowd. 

With the pride of a conscious power. 

I can hear the passer-by 
Tell of all my world -wide fame ; 

1 have friends T shall not see 
Who dwell fondly on my name. 

If the sweet smile of wife 
Light not my joyless life, 

If to my silent home 
No childish laughter come, 

Shall I no solace find 
In communion with the monarchs of the 
fair broad realm of mind ? ” 

But when sickness wears him, or aga 
Cr^ps on, and his soul doth yearn 
For the tender hand and the soothing 
voice 
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That shall never more return 
When the lessening throng of friends, 
Not unkind, but each one set 
Safe within white walls of home, 

All the world without forget, — 

Shall not old memories rise 
Twixt book and weary eyes. 

Till knowledge come to seem 
A profitless vague dream ? 

Shall not he sometimes sigh 
For the careless past unlearned, ami 
the hapj)y tlays gone by ? 

Ah ! not to be happy alone, 

Are men sent, or to be glad. 

Oft-times the sweetest music is made 
Ily the voices of the sad. 

The thinker oft is bent 

liy a too-great load of thought ; 

'rhe discoverer’s soul grows sick 
With the secret vainly sought : 

Lonely may l>c the home, 

No breath of fame may come, 

Yet through their lives doth shine 
A purple light Divine, 

And a nobler pain they prove 
Than the bloom of lower pleasures, or 
the ilecting spell of love. 


SEA VOICES. 

Tkacf., moaning Sea ; what tale have 
you to tell ? 

What mystic tidings, all unknown 
before? 

Whether you break in thunder on 
the shore, 

Or whisper like the voice within the 
sKeU, 

O moaning Sea, I know your burden 
well. 


’Tts but the old dull tale, filled full of 
pain ; 

The finger on tne dial-plate of time. 

Advancing slow with pitiless beat 
sublime, 

.•Vs stoops the day upon the fading 
plain ; 

And that has been which may not be 
again. 

I’he voice of yearning, deep but scarce 
expressed, 

For something which is nut, but ma) 
be yet ; 

Too full of sad continuance to forget, 

'loo troubled with desires to be at rest, 

'I'oo self-confiicting ever to be blest. 

The voice of hopes and aspirations 

liigh. 

Swallowed in sand, or shivered on 
the rock ; 

Tumultuous life dashed down wiih 
sudden shock ; 

And passionate pr<;> tests, narrowed to a 
sigh, 

From hearts too weak to live, — too 
strong to die. 

The voice of old beliefs which long 
have fled. 

Gone with a shriek, and leaving 
naught liehind, 

But some vague utterance, cold as 
wintry wind,— 

Some dim remembrance of a ghostly 
dread 

Which Ungers 8*ill when faith itadf is 
dead. 

And, above all, through tho&d*roiis 
wintry roar, 

And summer ripple, this, and this 
alone, 



nEKUh\ 1871 - 

For ever do I make this barren 
moan 

No end, there is no end, — on Time's 
dull shore 

1 wail, 1 beat, 1 thunder, evermore. 

HEKLIN, 1871. 

The spring day was all of a flutter 
with flags ; 

The mad chimes were t>enting like 
surf in the air ; 

The beggars had slunk out of sight with 
their rags ; 

And the Ixilconies tetMued \\ith the 
rich and the fair. 

And below, on each side, the long 
vistas were set 

In a frame-work of faces, patient and 
white, — 

Wives, mothers, sweethearts, with full 
eyes wet, 

And sick hearts longing to see the 
sight. 

Till at length, when the evening was 
waning, there ran 

A stir through the crowd, and far-off, 
like a flame. 

The setting sun burned on the helms 
of the van, 

And with trampling of hoofs the 
proud conquerors came. 

And with ever^ step they advanced, 
you might hear 

Women’s voices, half-maddened with 
long-deferred joy ; 

Thank God ! he is safe. See, my 
knre, we are here ! 

See I here am I, darling ; and this 
Isoufbqyl” . 
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Or, ** Here am I, dearest, still faithful 
and true ; 

Your own love as of old!'* Or an 
agonised cry. 

As the loved face came not with the 
comrades she knew 

And the rough soldiers found not a 
word to Jeply. 

And pitiful hands led her softly away, 

With a loving heart rent and broken 
in twain ; 

And the triumph sweeps onward, in 
gallant array, — 

The life and the hoj)e, the despair 
and the pain. 

Where was it? In Kgypt, A.ssyrin, 
Greece, Rome? 

Ages since, or to-day ; in the oUl 
world, or new? 

Who shall tell ? From all time these 
strange histories come ; 

And to-day, as of old, the same story 
is true. 

Ami the long line sweeps past, and 
the dull world rolls on 

Though the rapture is dead and tlie 
sad tears are dry, 

And careless of all, till the progress be 
done, 

Life rides like a conqueror iriumplu 
ing by. 


THE BEACON, 

Fair shines the beacon from its lonely 
rock. 

Stable alone amid the unstable 
waves: 
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THE BEACOIf. 


In vain the surge leaps with continual 
shock, 

In vain around the wintry tempest 
raves, 

And ocean thunders in her sounding 
caves. 

h'iir here is life within the gate of death. 

Calm light and warmth amid the 
storm without ; 

Here sleeping love breathes with un- 
troubled breath, 

And faith, clear -eyed, pierces the 
clouds of doubt 

And monstrous depths which com- 
pass her about. 

Si> calm, so pure, yet prisoned and 
confined ; 

Fenced by white walls from pleasure 
as from pain. 

N(»t always glooms the sea or shrieks 
the wind ; 

Sometimes light zephyrs curl the 
azure main, 

And the sweet sea-nymphs glide 
with all their train. 

Or Apiirodite rises from the foam. 

And lies all rosy on the golden sand, 

And o'er the purple plains the Nereids 
roam ; 

Sweet laughter comes, borne from 
the joyo^ band. 

And faint sweet odours from the 
far-off land. 

And straightway the impatient soul 
within 

l^oothes its white house which to a 
jail doth turn $ 

Careless of true or false, of right or 
sin, 


Careless of praying hands or eyes 
that bum, 

Or aught that sense con feel or miml 
discern. 

Knowing but this,— that the unknown 
is blest, 

Holding delight of free untrammelled 
Air: ' 

Delight of toil sweeter than any rest. 

Fierce storms with cores of calm for 
those who dare 

Black rayless nights than fairest 
noons more fair. 

And drifting forth at eve in some frail 
boat, 

Beholds the old light, like a setting 
star, 

Sink in the sea, and still doth fare ami 
float 

Adown the night till day-break shows 
afar,— 

And hark the faint low thunders of 
the bar. 

Nor if indeed he reach the Bless^ Isle, 

Nor if those pitiless crests shall 
plunge him down, 

Knows he ; but whether breathless 
azure smile, 

Or furious night and horrible tern* 
pests frown, 

hiving or dying, Freedom wears a 
crown. 


THE GARDEN OF REGRET 

Beyond the dim walls of the shadowy 
Past, 

A sweet vague host of fancies 
flourishes, 
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Like garden seeds in some rough 
hollow cast, 

Which all nnasked the kind earth 
nourishes, 

And sends up tender blooms more 
sweet and fair 

Than the dull Present rears with all its 
care. 

I'herc on its thin stem hangs the frail 
white flower; 

Far sweeter now she shines within 
the shade. 

Than u'hen of old within the trim-kept 
bower 

And perfumed lush parterres her 
home she made ; 

ause her sister blooms are past and 
gone, 

Anvi this alone it is that lingers on. 

The same white flower, — but oh, the 
deptlis of change ! 

before, the creamy petals, broad and 
strong, 

Were all adust with gold, and filled 
with strange 

Sweet scents, which lurked the 
odorous depths among ; 

Deep in her honeyed wells, the bee 
would stay 

Content, and birds sing round the live- 
long day. 

The same white flower — yet changed in 
scent and hue. 

Now the fair feeble petals curl and 
* shrink; 

The dead smooth surfaces are veined 
with blue ; 

No hnnejred draughts they bold for 
bee to (kink, 


Nor busy hum, nor joyous song is 
heard. 

What hath she left to charm or bee or 
bird? 

Only a faint sweet odour lingers yet, 

Dearer than those rich scents of 
former years: 

A fragile fairness, fairer through regret, 

And watered by the dewy fount of 
tears. 

To me that outcast flower is dearer 
grown, 

Than when in those fair gardens over- 
blown. 

I set her in the garden of my heart. 

And water her from life's sincercst 
spring ; 

And lo ! once more the frail stems 
quicken and start, 

Fair honeyed blooms arise and blithe 
birds sing : 

The old sweet flower in scent and 
gorgeous hue, 

But not the tender grace that once 1 
knew. 

Alas ! not in the Present will she 
grow : 

The Presenf lias its own blooms 
swcM!t and bright ; 

W^ithin its four walls life's fair pleasures 
blow, 

And each gay season brings its own 
delight : 

Far off in dewy shades the exile sweet 

Grows fair, and jiaths untrodden by 
living feet. 

There let her stay. I know not if my 
theme 

Be love, or some fair child of heart 
or mind : 
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TO AN UNiCmiVN POET 


Young frfcnclships, hopes, beliefs, 
‘which like a dream 
Pass from us leaving some sweet 
ghost beliind. 


Leave them liehind, they have been ; 
others are, 

And shall be. Lo I the spring time is 
not far. 


SECOND SERIES (1874). 


TO ’AN UNKNOWN POET* 

l^KAR friend, who, two long centuries 
ago, 

Didst tread where since my grandsircs 
trod, 

Along thy devious Usk’s untroubled 
flow, 

llrcathing thy soul to God. 

I seek, I, born in these our later days. 

Using the measure thou <lidst love, 

With halting tribute of ioo tardy praise, 

A poet ihroncil above. 

I in the sclf-sanic veneralile halls 

And gray quadrangles made my 
home, 

Which heard, new-built, within their 
recent walls, 

Tliy youthful footsteps come, 

A little grayer now and stiller grown, 

The tranquil refuge now, as then, 

Where our dear country glories in her 
own, 

Apart from alien men. 

There, on thy musings broke the painful 
sound 

Of arms ; the long-plumed cavaliers 

iTanged thro' the courts — the low fat 
fields around 

Were filled with strife and tears. 

; * Henry Vaughan, the Silarist, died near 

1^000, K<i95* 


{ Constrained by promptings of thy 
ancient race, 

Thy gown and books thou flung^^t 
away, 

To meet the sturdy Roundhead fare to 
face 

On many a hard-fought day, 

Till thy soft soul grew sick, and thou 
didst turn 

To our old hills; and there, ere 
long, 

Love for thy Amorct, at times, would 
burn 

In some fervid song. 

But soon thy wilder pulses sl.aycd, ami, 
life 

Grown equable, thy sweet muse mild, 

Sobered by tranquil love of child and 
wife, 

Plowed pure and undefiled. 

A humble healer thro* a life obscure, 

Thou uklsl exi>end thy homely days ; 

Sweet Swan of Usk 1 few know how 
clear and pure 

Are thy unheeded lays. 

One poet shall become a household 
name 

Into the nation's heart tngrCwn ; 

One more than equal miss the meed of 
fame, 

And live and die unknown. 
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So thou, surviving in thy lonely age, 

All but tl^ own undying lo\e 
Didst pour upon the sympathetic page, 
Words which all hearts can move — 

J So quaintly fashioned as to add a grate 
To the sweet fancies which ihc) Ik ar, 

' Tven as a bronze delved from sunu 
ancient place 
I or very rust shows fair. 

* lhe> all are gone into the world of 
light ' ” 

It IS thy widowed muse that sings, 
Vnl then mounts upward from our 
dazzled sight 

On heavenward soniing wings 

“He that hath found some fledged 
bird’s nest may know ” 

“At first sight if the bird bt flown 
“But what fair dell orgroic he sings tii 
now," 

“That IS to him unknown ** 

“And yet, as angels in some biighler 
dreams ” 

* Call \o the soul when man doth 
sleep,” 

“ So some strange thoughts tianscend 
our wonted themes,” 

“ And into glory peep ” 

“ O father of eternal life and all 
“Created gloiies under 1 hec » ” 

“ Resume Thy Spirit from this wot Id of 
thrall” 

“ Into true liberty,” 

• • « • 

Thou hast rejoined thy dear ones now, 
and art. 

Dear soul, as then thou wouldst be, 

liree. 


I, still a prisoner, strive to do my part 

In memory of thee. 

II 10 U art so high, aniT yet unknown 
shall I 

Repine that I too am obscure ? 

Na\, what care 1, though all my verse 
shall die, 

If only It tb pure ? 

So some new singer of the days to be, 

Ktading this page with soft young 
eyes, 

Shall note the tiibiite which 1 pay to 
thee 

With youth’s sweet frank sui prise. 

And musing tti himself, perchance sh ill 
•*»>» 

“ 1 wo bards whom centutics patt are 
here— 

One whose high fame and name defy 
deny, 

And one who held him dear.” 


' COM/ OR 7. 

I no’ love be bought and honour sold, 

1 he biinset keeps lU glow of gold, 

\nd round the rosy summits cold 
Ihe whin clouds hover, fold on fcKl 

1 ho* over ripe the nations rot, 

1 ho’ right be dead and faith forgot, 
Tho’ one dull cloud the heavens may 
blot. 

The tender leaf delayeth not. 

Tim’ all the world lie sunk in ill, 

The bounteous autumns mellow still, 

By virgin sand and sea-worn hill 
The constant waters ebb and fill. 
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som—OH, smws so PMEt 


From out the throng and stress of Kes, 
From out the painful noise of sighs, 
One voice of comfort seems to rise : 

** It is the meaner part that dies.*' 

SONG. 

If ever, dear, 

I might at last the barren victory gain, 
After long struggle and laborious pain, 
And many a secret tear, 

To think, since think I must of thee, 
Not otherwise than thou of me. 

Tlaply I might 

Thy chilling coldness, thy disdain, thy 
pride, 

^Vhich draw me, half reluctant, to thy 
side, 

With a like meed requite, 

And I my too fond self despise, 

Seeing with disenchanted eyes. 

But now, alas ! 

.So fast a prisoner am I to my love, 

No power there is that can my chains 
remove. 

So sweet the caged hours pass. 

That, if it parted me from thee, 

I would not willingly grow free. 

Nor would I dare 

To ask for recomi)ense of love again, 
Who love thee for the height of thy 
disdain. 

Thou wouldst not show so fair 
If we should own an equal flame, 
Unequal souls, in love the same. 

Full well I know 

That what I wordiip ts not wholly thee, 
But A fair dream, a pious fantasy. 

Such as at times doth grow 


I On yearnings of the cloistered mind, 

Or the rapt vision of the blind. 

Scorn me then, sweet, 

1 would not thou shouldst leave thy 
lofty place, 

Thy lover should not see thee face to 
face, 

But prostrate at thy feet. 

No recompense, no equal part I seek, 
Only that thou be strong and 1 be 
weak. 


j ON, SNOnS SO PUKEt 

Oh, snows so pure ! oh, peaks so high ! 

I lift to you a hopeless eye. 

1 see your icy ramparts drawn ^ 

Between the sleepers and the dawn. 

I see you, when the sun has set, 

Flush with the dying daylight yet. 

1 see you, passionless and pure, 

Above the lightnings stand secure ; 

But may not climb, for now the hours 
Are s|)ring's, and earth a maze of 
flowers. 

And now, 'mid summer’s dust and beat, 

I stay my steps for childish feet. 

I And now, when autumn glows, I fear 
To lose the harvest of the year. 

Now winter frowns, and life runs slow, 
Even on the plains I tread thfa* snow. 

While you are veiled, or, dimly seen. 
Only reveal what might have been % 
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And where high hope would once aspire 
Broods a vast storm-cloud dealing fire. 

Oh, snows $0 puce 1 oh, peaks so high ! 
I shall not reach you till 1 die I 


THE BEGINNINGS OF FAITH 

All travail of high thought, 

All secrets vainly sought, 

All struggles for right, heroic, perpe- 
tually fought. 

Faint gleams of purer fire, 
Conquests of gross desire, 

Whereby the fettered soul ascends con* 
tiiiually higher. 

^ Sweet cares for love or friend 
Which ever heavenward tend, 

Too deep and true and tender to have 
on earth their end. 

Vile hearts malign and fell, 

Lives which no tongue may tell. 

So dark and dread and shameful that 
they breathe a present hell. 

White mountain, deep-set lake, 

Sea wastes which surge and break. 
Fierce storms which, roaring from the 
north, the midnight forests shake. 

Fair morns of summer days, 

Rich harvest evcif that raise 
The sonl and heart o’erburdened to an 
ecstasy of praise. 

L 4 Mr wtd^pefs, vague and rtrange, 
Which through our being range, 

I Breathing pecpetnal peesage of some 
0^17 coming duu^ 


These in the soul do breed 
Thoughts which, at last, shall lead 
To some clear, firm assurance of a satis* 
* fying creed. 

A MEMORY. 

Down dropi>ed the sun upon the sea, 
The gradual darkness filM the land. 
And *mid the twilight, silently, 

I felt the pressure of a hand. 

And a low voice : ** Have courage, 
friend. 

Be of good cheer, 'lis not for long ; 

He conquers who awaits the end, 

And dares to suffer and be strong." 

I have seen many a land since then, 

I Known many a joy and many a pain. 
Victor in many a strife of men, 
Vanquished again and yet again. 

I The ancient sorrow now is not. 

Since time can heal the keenest smart ; 

[ Yet the vague memory, scarce forgot, 
Lingers deep down within the heart. 

Still, when the ruddy flame of gold 
Fades into gray oi>sca and land, 
i hear the low sweel voice of old, 
i feci the [)!essurc of a hand. 

THE NEW ORDER. 

The old lives are dead and gone and 
rotten. 

The old thoughts shall never more 
be thought, 

The cUl faiths have failed and are 
forgotten, 

The old strifes are done, the fight is 
fought. 
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And with a dang and roll, the new 
creation 

Bursts forth ’mid tears and blood and 
tribulation. 

Sweet they were, the old days that are 
ended, 

The golden years, the happy careless 
hours 

Then, like Pag.in gods on the asphodel 
extended, 

Dreaming, men wove them fancies 
fair as flowers. 

Love laid near them, Art to cheer them, 
youthful Beauty 

.Sitting crowned u|K)n the marble tin one 
of Duty. 

All good things were theirs to cherish 
— lives grown finer 

From the heritage of long ancestral 
case, 

And a nobler port, and temperate mien 
diviner 

Than their labours and their vigils 
leave to these ; 

Gentler voices, smiles more gracious, 
and the fashion 

Of their soft lives tuned to pity and 
compassion. 

Naught men knew of science, now 
grown rigid 

With its teaching of inexpiable sin ; 

Nor the dull pedantic gospel, dead and 
frigid, 

Of a heaven where mind alone may 
enter in, 

Doom awaiting, stem and ^ent, all 
transgression, 

And no saint with power to make an 
intercession. 


For a Ruler, as men thought they saw 
above them. 

More than earthly rulers, {litiful and 
mild, 

A Father with a stronger love to love 
them 

Than the love an earthly father bears 
Ills child — 

God above them, and for pleader and 
defender 

Christ’s face stooping, like his mother’s, 
true and tender. 

But now' there seems no place for the 
Creator 

To hold his long unbroken chain of 
law, 

Nor any need for heaven-sent Mediator, 
Nor the Providence our fathers 
^ thought they saw. 

Only a dull world-system, always tend- 
ing 

To a blind goal, by a blind rule 
unbending. 

And for the courtesy and tender graces, 
The chivalries and charities of old, 

A dull and equal arrogance effaces 
Soft sympathies by hard demands and 
cold ; 

And the giver giveth not, lest any 
blame him, 

And the taker may not take, lest taking 
shame him. 

Be still, oh ye of little faith, repining 
That the purpose of the Eternal will 
is dead. 

The silent stots forget not yet their 
shining. 

Daily the full sun joumqn over* 
head. 
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ilow shall mind's realm alone forget 
its reason, 

When the sure years roll season after 
season? 

There shall rise from this confused 
sound of voices 

A firmer faith than that our fathers 
knew, 

A deep religion, which alone rejoices 
In worship of the Infinitely True, 

Not built on rite or portent, but a finer 

And purer reverence for a Lord diviner. 

There shall come from out this noise of 
strife and groaning 
A broader and a juster brotherhrMxl, 

A deep equality of aim, postponing 

' All selfish seeking to the general good. 

‘J'here shall come a time when each 
shall to another 

Be as Christ would have him— brother 
unto brother. 

There shall come a time when know- 
ledge wide extended. 

Sinks each man's pleasure in the 
general health, 

And all shall hold irrevocably blended 
The individual and the common- 
wealth, 

When man and woman in an equal union 

Shall merge, and marriage be a true 
communion* 

There shall come a time when brother- 
hood shows stronger 
Than the narrow bounds which now 
distract the world ; 

When the eannons roar and trumpets 
blare no longer. 

And the irondad msts, and battle 
are furled ; 


When the bars of creed and speech and 
race, which sever. 

Shall be fused in one humanity for ever. 

Oh, glorious end ! oh, blessed consum- 
mation ! 

Oh, precious day ! for which we wait 
and yearn. 

I'hou shall come, and knit men nation 
unto nation. 

But not for us, who watch to day 
and burn, 

Thou shall come, but after what long 
years of trial, 

Weary watchings, baflled longings, dull 
denial 1 


AT AJJDNJGIIT 

Thev were two poor young girls, little 
older than children, 

Who passed through the midnight 
streets of the city 
I Singing. 

Poorly clad, morning-eyed, with a 
strange look of shyness, 

Linked arms, and round checks, and 
smooth heads bent together, 
Singing. 

Singing, great Heaven ! with their 
fresh childish voices, 

Some low-murmured ditty, half hymn* 
tune, half love-song, 

Singing, 

Always by hushed square, and long 
street deserted, 

As from school by the old village street 
on fair evenings, 

Singing, 
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Singing, ond knowing it not, the old 
burden 

That is born out of secular wrongs and 
oppressions, 

Singing, 

Of sel5sh riches, of misery and hun- 
ger, 

Of sin that is bred of the wants of the 
wretched, 

Singing, 

Of poor brills that purchase souls, of 
the endless, 

Perpetual harvest of pain and of evil. 

Singing, 

So, they passed to the flaring sin- 
befouled places, 

And amid the thick throng of the fallen 
1 lost them, 

Singing, 

A hymn-tune, a love-song, a prayer 
chanted backward, 

A witch spell unholy, a sweet suffrage 
saintly 

Singing. 


NEMESIS. 

Who, without fear 

Piercing the inmost deeps of silent 
thought, 

Has won the prize with lonely labour 
sought, 

And many a bitter tear, 

He in his breast doth hold 
A rarer thing than gold. 

And a fair treasure greater than in 
words is told. 


For he shall learn, 

Not from another's lore, but bis own 
soul, 

Whither life's hidden ocean currents 
roll, 

And with sure helm shall turn 
Into a haven fair, 

Where, on the breathless air, 

Nor wave nor storm shall break, but 
peace is everywhere. 

There, in light boat 

Laid on the soft breast of the summer 
sea, 

Lapt day by day in great tranquillity, 

lie carelessly sliall float. 

He scarce shall see or hear 
A sight or sound of fear, 

Only a low- voiced siren always gliding 
near 

Without the bar 

The enormous surges leap from sea to 
sky. 

Ui^on the ghostly inland summits 
high 

The avalanche thimders far. 

On the dull plains below. 

In long succcsssiona slow 

The toiling generations sow, and reap, 
and .«ow. 

Dream-like, he sees 

The lurid smoke blot the beleaguered 
town, 

Or the great earthquake shake the city 
down; 

Labours and miseries ; 

Fire takes them— famine, flood. 

And fever's hideous brood. 

By night the black skies redden with a 
glare like blood. 
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For him, meanwhile, 
l^d in the shelter of his silken sail, 
Tho' wind and stonn on sea and land 
prevail, 

The enchanted waters smile. 
Always in that calm deep, 

Wherein life’s currents sleep, 

He sees high heaven reHect^, tho' all 
men may weep. 

Yet now and then 

Between the stars and him, deep, sunk 
below. 

He starts to see a strange dead sem- 
blance grow, 

Gone from the eyes of men. 

Some thin and pale-eyed ghost, 

By marred reflections crost, 

0f thoughts, and faiths, and yearnings 
long since lost. ^ 

And if these fade | 

Betimes, he slowly gains to peace ! 
again ; 

But if too long they tarry, such a pain 

Those clear depths doth invade, 
That for sheer terror he, 

And utter misery. 

Flies to the storm-wrapt hills and 
hungry calling sea. 


TO A CHILD OF FANCY, 

My little dove, my little lamb, 

In udiom again a child I am ; 

My moocent, on whose fair head 
The glories of the unknown are shed ; 

Who ihfD* the Urnghing summer day 
Spendcst the hours in play. 

Too flsuck by joyous life possest 
To give a willing thought to rest ; 


Who, with the earliest shades of night, 
White-robed, in happy slumbeis light, 
Recallest in thy stainless calm 
An angel resting from its psalm ; 

Whence art thou come? What power 
could teach 

The secret of thy bveken speech ? 

What Agile limb, what stalwart arm, 
Like thy sweet feebleness can charm ? 

With what a rapture of surprise 
This fair world meets thy steadfast eyes, 
As if they saw reflected there 
Faint images of scenes more fair. 

Leaving another heaven behind, 

A heaven on earth thou cam'st to find ; 
This world, so full of misery, 

Opens celestial gales for thee. 

Oh ! if thou mights! not e'er grow wise 
With the sad learning born of sighs ; 

If those soft eyes might never here 
Grow dim for any bitter tear. 

Vain thought, —no creature horn of 
earth 

Blooms best 'neath cloudless skies of 
mirth ; 

Only soft rains and clouds can dress 
Life’.s tree with flowers of blessed nesa 

Whate’er the lot thy fate shall give, 

At least, while life is mine to live, 

Thou shall not lack a share of love. 

My little lamb, my little dove I 

SONG. 

It was not that thy eyes 
Were blue as autumn skies, 

It was not that thy hair 
Was as an angel’s fair. 
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THE ORGAN^BOY. 


No excellence of form could move 
A liner soul to so much love. 

Nor that in thee I sought 
For precious gems of thought, 

Nor ever hoped to find 
Hid treasure in thy mind. 

(iray wisdom comes with time and age, 
And thine was an unwritten page. 

But that 1 seemed in thee 
My other self to sec, 

Yet purer and more high 
I'han meets my inner eye, 

Like that enamoured boy who, gazing 
down, 

His lower self would in his higher 
drown. 


THE ORGAN^BOW 

Great brown eyes, 

Thick plumes of hair, 

Old corduroys 
I'he worse for wear ; 

A buttoned jacket, 

And peeping out 
An ape’s grave poll, 

Or a guinea pig’s snout ; 

A sun- kissed face, 

And a dimpled mouth, 

With the white dashing teeth 
And soft smile of the south ; 
A young back bent, 

Not with age or care, 

But the load of poor music 
’Tis fated to bear : 

But a commonplace picture 
To commonplace eyes, 

Yet full of a charm 
Which the thinker will prize. 


They were stern cold rulers, 

Those Romans of old. 

Scorning art and letters 
For conquest and gold ; 

Yet leavening mankind. 

In mind and in tongue, 

With the laws that they made 
And the songs that they sung ; 
.Sitting rose-crowned. 

With pleasure-choked breath, 

As the nude young limbs crimsoned, 
'I'hcn stiffened in death ; 

Piling up monuments 
(ireater than praise, 

'rhoughts and deeds that shall li^ e 
To the latest of days : 

Adding province to province, 

And sea to sea, 

Till the idol fell down 
And the world rose up free. 

And this is the outcome, 

This vagabond child 
With that statue-like face 
And eyes soft and mild. 

This creature so humble, 
gRXt yet so meek. 

Whose sole strength is only 
The strength of the weak ; 

Of those long cruel ages 
Of lust and oi guile, 

Naught left us to-day 
But an innocent smile. 

For the laboured appeal 
Of the orator’s art, 

A few childish accents 
That reach to the heart. 

For those stem legions speeding 
O’er sea and o’er land. 

But a pitiful glance 
And a suppliant hind. 

I could moralize still ; 

But the organ begins, 
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And the tired ape swings downward 
And capers and grins : 

And away flies romance. 

And yet, time after time, 

As I dwell on days spent 
In a sunnier clime, 

Of blue lakes deep set 
In the olive-clad mountains. 

Of gleaming white palaces 
Girt with cool fountains, 

Of minsters where every 
Carved stone is a treasure. 

Of sweet music liovering 
*Twixt pain and *twivt pleasure ; 

Of cliambers enriched, 

On all sides, overhead, 

With the deathless creations 
Of hands that are dead ; 

Of still cloisters holy, 

And twilight arcade, 

Where the lovers still saunter 
Thro* chequers of shade ; 

Of tomb and of temple. 

Arena and column, 

’Mid to-day’s garish splendours, 
Sombre and solemn ; 

Of the marvellous town 
With the salt-Aowing street, 

Where colour bums deepest, 

And music most sweet ; 

Of her the great mother, 

Who centuries sate 

’Heath a black shadow blotting 

'Hie days she was great ; 

Who was plunged* in such shame — 
She, our source and'our home — 
That a foul spectre only 
Was left 118 of Home ; 

She iirho, seeing to sleep 
Thro’ all ages to be, 

Was the priests’, ia mankind’s, 

Was a slave, and is free 1 


I turn with grave thought 
To this child of the, ages, 

And to all that is w'rit 
In Time’s hidden pages. 

Shall young Howards or Guelpiis, 
In the days that shall come, 
Wander forth s^king bread 
Kar from England ond home ? 

Shall they sail to new' continents, 
English no more, 

Or turn — strange reverse — 

To the old classic shore? 

Shall fair locks and blue eyes, 
And the rose on the cheek, 

Find a language of pity 
The tongue cannot speak — 

“ Not English, but angels ? ” 
Shall this tale be told 
Of Romans to be 
As of Homans of old? 

Shall they too have monkeys 
And music? Will any 
Try their luck with an engine 
Or toy spinning-jenny ? 

Shall we too be led 
By that mirage of Art 
Wliicli saps the true strength 
Of the national heart ? 

The sensuous glamour. 

The dreamland of grace. 

Which rot the strong manhood 
They fail to replace ; 

W'hich at once are the glory, 

The ruin, the shame. 

Of the beautiful lands 

And ripe souls whence they came ? 

Oh, my England ! oh, Mother 
Of Freemen I oh, sweet, 

Sad toiler majestic. 

With labour-worn feet I 

a 
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PROCESSIONS. 


Brave worker, girt round, 
Inexpugnable, free, 

With tumultuous sound 
And salt spume of the sea, 

I’ cnced off from the clamour 
Of alien mankind 
By the surf on the rock. 

And the shriek of the wind, 
'I'ho* the hot Gaul shall envy, 
'I'hc cold German flout thee, 
'I'hy fur children scorn thee. 
Still thou shall be great, 

Still march on uncaring, 

Thy perils unsharing, 

Alone, and yet daring 
Thy inHnite fate. 

Yet ever remembering 
The precepts of gold, 

That were written in part 
For the great ones of old — 
Let other hands fashion 
The marvels of art ; 

To thee fate has given 
A loftier part. 

To rule the wide peoples ; 

To bind them to thee” 

By the sole bond of loving, 
I'hat bindeth the free. 

To hold thy own place. 
Neither lawless nor slave ; 
Not driven by the despot. 
Nor tricked by the knave. 


But these thoughts are too solemn. 

So play, my child, play. 

Never heeding the connoisseur 

Over the way, * 

llie l<Kt dances of course ; 

Then, with scant pause between, 
**Home, Sweet Home,*’ the “Old 
Himdredlh,“ 

And '*God Save the Queen.*' 


See the poor children swarm 
From dark court and dull street, 
As the gay music quickens 
The lightsome young feet. 

See them now whirl away, 

Now insidiously come, 

With a coy grace which conquers 
The squalor of home. 

See the pallid cheeks flushing 
With innocent pleasure 
At the hurry and haste 
Of the quick -fooled measure. 

See the dull eyes now bright. 

And now happily dim, 

For some soft-dying cadence 
Of love-song or hymn. 

Dear souls, little joy 
Of their young lives have they, 

So thro* hymn-tune and song-tune 
Play on, my child, play. 

For tho* dull pedants chatter 
Of musical taste. 

Talk of hindered researches. 

And hours run to waste ; 

Tho* they tell us of thoughts 
To ennoble mankind 
Which your poor measures chase 
From the labouring mind ; 

'While your music rejoices 
One joyless young heart. 

Perish bookworms and books, 
Perish learning and art—* 

Of my vagabond fancies 
I’ll e'en take my fill. 

“Qualche cosa, signor?” 

Yes, my child, that I will. 


PROCESSIONS 

To and fVo, to and fro, 

The long, long procession-s go, 



POK 

Fainter now and now more bright, 
Now in shadow, now in light ; 

( lay and sad, and gay again, 

Mixed of pleasure, mixed of pain. 
Bridal song and burial dirge, 

Rippling blue and leaden surge ; 

Sunlit plain and storm>wrapt bill, 
Saintly lives or stained with ill ; 

Vouth and fire and frolic mirth, 

Cold age l>cnding Ixtck to earth ; 

1 lope and faith and high endeavour, 
Dead lives slowly waning ever ; 

(ilcams of varying sun and shnde, 

Buds that burst, and flowers that flule ; 
Lives that spring, and lives that fall, 
AikI a Hidden Will o*cr all. 


FOR LIFE. 

Shut in by self, as by a brazen wall, 

In a dry, windless court alone, 

NN'here no refreshing dews of eve may 
fall, 

Nor morning sun has shone. 

But ever broader, ever higher, higher, 

And ever yearly stronger grown, 

In long circuitous folds high towers 
aspire 

Around her central throne. 

And every year adds some fair outer- 
court, 

Green, lit with fountains, tended well, 

Some dainty pleasaunce fit for joy and 
sport, 

But not wherein to dwell. 

Or some high palace Sf^red with fretted 
goM, 

And tricked with gems of thought and 
art; I 
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In blank perspective ranks its chambers 
cold, 

Too fair to touch the heart. 

For far wnlhin the inmost coil of towers, 
Wrapt round with shadows like a cloak, 
Where on the twilight hush of slow- 
paced hours 

Full utterance never broke ; 

Neither of laughter nor the painful 
sound 

Of great thoughts come to sudden birth, 
Nor murmurs from the Sea that frets 
around 

The dull laborious earth ; 

Nor voice of love or child, nor note of 
glee, 

I Nor sigh, nor any weal nor woe — 

: Naught but a chill, at times, as hope- 
lessly 

The slow years come and go ; 

She broods immured, a devil or a saint, 
Shut fast within a lonely cell, 

Peopled with beatific visions faint, 

Or ghostly shapes of hell. 

» 

And every year she hears from some 
high gale 

That breaks the dizzy circuit of the 
wall. 

By hands invisible, but strong as fate. 
The loud portcullis fall. 

And every year upon her duller ear 
Faint and more faint the outward 
echoes come, 

Fainter the mingled tones of hope and 
fear, 

To this her cloistered ho.2ic» 
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IN THE PARK, 


Till, when the we^ry circuit's done and 
past, 

The last gate clangs, the tall towers 
sway and fall, 

A great voice calls with thunders, atid 
at last 

The captive breaks her thrall ! 


IN THE PARK. 

The stock-jobbers' madams dash 
In splendour thro' park and street. 
'Tis a lightning of wheels that flash, 
'Tis a thunder of high -stepping feet. 
Shrink aside, vile churl, for these prin- 
cesses lx)ld — 

7'hese creatures of Jewels and ermine 
and gold— 

As they loll by in insolent pride, 
Scarce deigning a glance of the eye, 
They scatter their mud stains far 
and wide 

On the humbler passer-by — 

Some rhymester it may be, whose 
bitter pen 

Shall pay them their mud stains with 
interest again. 

And, mean while, in some fetid street 
Their spouse and provider sits — 

A swindler fattening on lie and 
cheat, 

Sole fruit of his sordid wits — 
hull fed and bloated, or wan and pale. 
And haunted with fears of an imminent 
gaol. 

When my lady of high degree 
Rolls by with her lackeys ablaze, 

It gladdens my heart, good 
madams, to see 

The disdain of you in her gaze. 


I love her little, but, matched with you, 

I could fall cm my knees to a pride so 
true. 

Or when Lais rattles by 

In her vesture of visible shame, 

Poor child, 1 whisper, and who 
am I 

To call her dead life by its name ? 

Sad tawdry splendours that, one sure 
day, 

Will spread swift pinions and flutter 
away I 

But with you, vile spawn of deceit, 

What need to be chary of ire? 

Get down, 1 say, on your useless 
feet, 

And cleanse them with honest mire. 

Down with you, 'tis time, ere your 
coaches be made 

The central block of a new barricade. 

Vet, perhaps, since in this poor life . 

Things are double, each against 
each. 

Among you sometimes is the 
mother and wife 

With her darlings to cherish and 
teach, 

The gentle lady, tender and kind, 

With no shadow of evil on heart or 
mind. 

Ah, riddle of things 1 oh, great 

Perpetual struggle and war ! 

The good which should be, in- 
separate. 

From the evil things that are — 

How shall I, with purblind vision, 
arraign 

The marvellous measures of joy and 
pain? 
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Roll by then, brave dames, roll by ; 

You are part of a scheme, I trow. 

No more will I look with a covet- 
ous eye 

On your splendours of pomp and 
show; 

For I see in your gorgeous chariots the 
strife, 

The problem, the wonde/i the satire, 
of life. 


LOSS AND GAIN, 

I'^ROM day to day, from year to year, 
New UTives of change assail us here ; 
Kach day, each year, prolongs the chain 
Where pleasure alternates with pain. 

New earth-born exhalations rise, 

'I'o hide the heavens from our eyes ; 
New clouds obscure the vision fair, 
Which once was round us everywhere. 

New precious obligations come. 

New sanctities of love and home. 

New tender hopes, new anxious fears, 
And sweet experiences of tears. 

Old tastes are lost, old thoughts grow 
strange, 

Old longings gradually change, 

Old faiths seem no more dear or true, 
Lost in the full light of the new. 

Youth’s boundless aspirations fled, 

And every wild ambition dead ; 
lx>ve not a meteor blinding sight, 
l>ut a pure ray of sober light. 

And for the passionate self of old, 

A deep affection, calm, not cold ; 

A pkymg love serendy kind, 

A liibaider trust, a jnsler mind, 


A faith which occupies the heart, 

Tho* the brain halts to bear its part. 
Which threat and promise fail to move, 
Like the dim consciousness of love. 

Tho* much be taken, much is left, 

Not all forsaken nor bereft ; 

From change on change we come to 
rest, 

And the last moment is the best. 


SONG. 

“Only a woman’s hair,” 

A fair lock severed and dead ; 

But where is the maiden — where 
That delicate head ? 

Perhaps she is rich and fair, 

Perhaps she is poor and worn, 

And ’twere iK’tter that one somewhere 
Had never been born. 

And the careless hand that threw 
That faded tress away — 

Ah ! the false heart that once seemed 
true. 

Ah ! love flung away. 


THE APOLOGY. 

I MAY not scorn, I cannot prize 
Those whose quick -coming fancies ri e 
Only in quaint disguise — 

Some trick of speech, or mien, or 
dress, 

Some obsolete uncomeliness, 

Some ancient wickedness. 
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THE APOLOGY. 


Strange words antique for things not 
strange, 

Like broken tower and mould Ving 
grange, 

Made fair through time and change. 

Legends of knight, and squire, and 
dame. 

With this our common life the same 
In glory and in shame. 

Mean lives and narrow aims which owe 
The glamour and the charm they show 
To that strange “ Long ago ; 

Nay, meaner, lower than our own, 
Because To-day is wider grown, 

Knows deeper, and is known. 

I doubt if anything there he 
Which best thro* mask of chivalry, 
Reveals myself to me ; 

Myself, its yearnings and desires, 

Its glimpses of supernal fires, 

The something which aspires ; 

Myself, (he thing of blot and stain. 
Which fallen, rises, falls again, 

A mystery of pain ; 

Myself, the toiler slow to earn, 

The thinker sowing words that burn. 
The sensuous in turni 

llie vanquished, the disgraced, the 
saint. 

Now free as air, now' Imund and faint, 
By evefyday constraint. 

Or, if too near the present lies 
For common brains and common eyes 
To probe its mysteries. 


If feeble fancy foils to tear 
The outer hnsk of fact, and bare 
The seed to vital air, 

But too extended, too immense, 

Life’s orb a vast circumference 
Stretches for mortal sense ; 

If simpler shows the past, more fair, 
Set in a pure and luminous air, 

Not dimmed by mists of care, 

Seeming to breathe a lighter strain 
Of lutes and lyres where none complaii. 
With undertones of pain ; — 

If haply there we seem to view 
Ourselves, behind a veil, yet true 
The germ from which we grew ; 

Not less our duty and our pride 
Forbid to leave unsought, untried, 

The glories at our side. 

What ? shall the limner only paint 
Blue hills with adumbrations faint, 

Or misty aureoled saint, 

And scorn to ponder flower or tree, 
Ripe fields, child-faces, summer sea. 
And all fair things that be ; 

Nor care thro* passion's endless pla}', 
Our living brethren to portray, 

W’ho fare to doom to-day. 

When the sun’s finger deigns to trace 
Each line and feature of man’s face, 

Its beauty and disgrace ? 

Or ahall the ricilled mustcUui dare 
Only to sound some jocund air 
Arcadian, free from care, ^ 
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Kouud whom iu strains that scorn 
control 

The mighty diapasons roll, 

That speak from soul to soul ; 

Our mystical modern music deep, 

Not piped by shepherds to their sheep, 
Hut wrung from souls that weep ; 

Where seldom melody is heard. 

Nor simple woodland note of bird, 

So deep a depth is stirred, 

Such blended harmonies divine 
Across the core of sweetness twine 
As round the grape the vine ? 

' Or shall some false cold dream of art 
Corrupt the voice and chill the heart, 
And turn us from our part, 

blot out the precious lesson won 
From all the ages past and done. 

That bard and seer are one ? 

Dull creed of earthy souls ! who tell 
'I'hat, be the song of heaven or hell, 
Who truly sings, sings well, 

« 

And with the same encomiums greet 
The satyr baring brutish feet, 

And pure child-aiigels sweet ; 

Whose praise in equal meed can share 
The Maenad with distempered hair, 

The cold Madonna fair. 

Great singers of the past 1 whose song 
Still steams down earthward pure and 
strong, 

fVee from all stain of wrong. I 


Whose lives were chequered, but whose 
verse 

The generations still rehearse ; 

Yet never soul grew worse. 

What is it that these would ? shall T, 
Horn late in time, consent to lie 
In the old misery ? 

1 — who have learnt that flesh is dust, 
What gulfs dissever love from lust, 

The wrongful from the just — 

Put on again the rags of sense, 

A Pagan without innocence, 

A Christian in oflence ? 

Perish the thought ! 1 am to-day 
What God and Time have made me ; 
they 

Have ordered, 1 obey. 

And day by day the labouring earth 
Whirls on — glad mysterivs ol birth, 

Sad death throes, sorrow, mirth, 

Youth’s flower just bursting into Vduoui, 
Wan age, a sun which sets in gloom, 
The cradle, and the tomb ; 

1 These arc around me — hope and fear. 
Not fables, but alive and near, 

Fresh smile and scarce-dried tear ; 

These are around me, these I sing, 
These, these of every thought and thing, 
My verse shall heavenward wing. 

The sun but seems to kiss the hill, 

And all the vast eternal Will 
Is moving, working, still 
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THE APOLOGY. 


Ood is. Truth lives, and overhead 
Behold a visible glory spread ; 

Only the past is dead. 

( 'ourngc ! arise ; if hard it seem 
'I’o sing the present, yet we deem 
’Tis worthier than a dream. 

Awake, arise, for to the bold 
The seeming desert comes to hold 
Blossoms of white and gold. . 

• ft « ft 

Shall I then choose to take my side 
With those who love their thoughts to 
hide 

In vague abstractions wide ? 

Whose dim verse struggles to recall 
U'he hopes, the fears that rise and fall 
Deep in the souls of all. 

Who fitly choose a fitting theme. 

Not things which neither arc nor seem, 
No vi.sionary dream, 

But the great psalm of life, the long 
Harmonious confluence of song, 

Thro’ all the ages strong, 

But grown to wider scale to-day, 

And sweeping fuller chords than they 
Knew who have passed away. 

A worthy theme for u'orthy bard 
But all loo often blurred and marred 
By intonations hard. 

f!lo that the common eye and ear 
(. an dimly see and faintly hear 

What should be bright and clear. 

Who wing the fiery thought so high. 

An arrow shot into the sky, 

Its failing forces die. 


And all the straining eye discerns 
Is hut a spark which feebly burns, 

Tlien quenched to earth returns. 

Or with a borrowed lyre devote 
Hoarse accent and untuneful throat 
To sound a difficult note, 

By currents of conflicting thought, 

And counter themes which rise unsought. 
And jangling chords distraught. 

Not song, but science, sign not sound, 
Not soaring to high heaven, but bound 
Fast to the common ground. 

Who with a pitiless skill dissect 
What secret sources, vexed and checked, 
Surge upward in effect. 

And trace in endlc««s struggling rhyme 
How hearts forlorn of love and time 
Have rotted into crime. 

Or those who, bafHcd and opprest 
By life’s incessant fierce unrest, 

Where naught that is seems bt\',t, 

Ass.ail the tyrant, lash the wrong, 

Till but a wild invective long, 

Is left in lied of song. ^ 

Most precious all, yet this is sure, 

The song which longest shall endure 
Is simple, sweet, and pure. 

Not psychologic riddles fine. 

Not keen analysis, combine 
In verse we feel divine. 

Nor fierce o’erhalanced rage alone, 
AVhich mars the rhyme, and dulls the 
tone — 

They may not sing who groan ; 
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Hut a sweet cadence, wanting much 
Of depth, perhaps, and 6re, but such 
As finer souls can touch. 

To finer issues ; such as come 
To him who far afield must roam, 
Thinking old thoughts of home. 

Or who in Sabbath twilights hears 
ITis children lisp a hymn, and fears 
Lest they should see his tears. 

* * « * 

Wherefore, my soul, if song be thine, 

J f any gleam of things divine 
Thr5* thee may dimly shine, 

Jf ever any faintest note 

Of far-off sweetness swell thy throat, 

T rue echo tho’ remote, 

'I'his is my task, to sing To-day, 

Not dea<l years past and fied away, 

But this alone— To-day. 

Or if I pause a little space 
Striving, across the gulf, to trace 
Some fine, forgotten face — 

Some monarch of the race whose name 
Still lives upon the lips of fame. 
Touched by no stain of shame ; 

Some sweet old love-tale, ever young. 
Which of old time the burning tongue 
Of god-like bard has sung ; 

Some meed of effort nobly won, 

Some more than human task begun. 
Precious though left undone ; 

Some awful story, strong to show 
How passions unrestricted flow 
Into a sea of woe ; 


Not less my powers I strive to bend. 
Not less my song aspires to tend 
To one unchanging end. 

By lofiy aspirations, stirred 
Thro* homely musje, daily heard, 

Trite phrase and common word, 

Simple, but holding at the core 
Thoughts which strange speech and 
varied lore 

Have hid from men before. 

To lift how little howsoe’er 
I The hearts of toilers struggling here, 

In joyless lives and sere. 

To make a little lighter yet 
Their lives by daily ills l>esct, 

Whom men and laws forget. 

To sing, if sing I must, of love 
As a pure spell, with power to move 
j Dull hearts to things above. 

But choosing rather to portray 
Hie w'arring tides of thought w'hicti 
stray , 

Thro’ doubting souls to-day. 

Or if at times, with straining eye 
And voice, 1 dwell on things which lie 
Hidden in Futurity, 

And strive to tell in halting rhyme 
The glorious dawn, the golden prime. 
The victories of Time, 

The race transfigured, wrong reflrcssed. 
None worn with labour, nor oppressed, 
But peace for all and rest. 
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SONG— AS IN A PICTURE— AT AN ALMSHOUSE. 


And knowledge throwing wide the 
shrine 

From whose broad doorways seems to 
shine 

An effluence Divine ; — 

If of these visions fain to dream, 

Not less I hold, whate’er may seem, 
The Present for my theme, 

TThc vain regret remembering, 

Which lost occasion knows to bring, — 
Afraid, yet bound, to sing. 


SONG. 

Ah ! love is like a lender flower 
] lid in the opening leaves of life. 
Which, when the springtide calls, has 
power 

'Po scorn the elemental strife — 

So strong, that well it knows to gain 
Fresh sweetness from the wind and rain. 

So strong, and yet so weak, alas ! 

It waits the wooing of the sun ; 

’.Mid frosts and snows the brief hours 
pass. 

And when they melt the spring is don'e. 
Ciay blooms and honeyed fruits* may 
come. 

But spring is dead, and birds are dumb. 


AS IN A PICTURE. 

White, on a cliff they stood ; 
Beyond# a cypress w'ood. 

Three there were — one who wept, 
And one as though he slept ; 


One with wide steadfast eyes 
Fixed in a sad surprise. 

Day, like a dying hymn, 

Grew gradually dim. 

A solitary star 

Gleamed on them from afar. 

Beneath, by sand and cave 
Sobbed the continual wave. 

Long time in reverent thought 
Who these might be 1 sought, 

Then suddenly I said, 

** Oh, Lord of quick and dead 1 ’ 


AT AN ALMSHOUSE. 

Beneath these .shadows holy 
Age rests, or paces slowly. 

And muses, muses always 
On that which once has been, 
Recalling years long ended, 

And vanished visions splendid ; 

The throb, the flush of old days, 
When all the world was green. 

W’hen every hour brought pleasure, 
And every flower a treasure, 

And whispered words were spoken, 
And love was everywhere. 

The swift brief hour of passion, 
And then the old, old fashion, 

The childish accents broken—* 

Ob, precious days and fair I 

The years of self*denial, 

Blissful tho* full of trial, 

The young blooms waxing stronger, 
llie older come to fnut. 
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The tranquil days of gladness, 

'J'he gradual calm and sadness, 
When childhood cheers no longer, 
And all the house is mute. 

Gone, but not wholly taken ; 

Left, yet not all forsaken. 

Again the worn hearts cherish 
The memories of home ; 

Again love-w{iispers greet them, 
Their children run to meet them, 
Blest dreams which never perish 
Until the end be come. 


A yORA’S///A£ KIVIik\ 

The silent surfaces sleep 
With a sullen viscous flow, 

\nd scarce in the scpialid deep 
Swing the dead weeds to and fro, 

\nd no living thing is there to swim or 
creep 

In the sunless gulfs below. 

\nd beneath are the ooze aiul the 
slime, 

Where the corpse lies as it fell, 

11ie hidden secrets of crime 
Which no living tongue shall tell, . 
llie shamdiil story of time, 

The old, old burden of hell. 

Ml the grasses upon the bank 
\re bitter with sciirf and drift, 

\nd the reeds are withered and dank ; 
Vnd sometimes, when the smoke clouds 
shift, 

iToa .maysee the tall shafts in a hideous 

rmik 

rheir sulphurous fumes uplift. 

From the bl^k blot up the stream 
rhe funeral barges glide, 


And the waves part as in a dream, 
From broad bow and sunken side j 
And *tis “greed, greed I ** hisses from 
< coal and from steam, 

Foul freightage and turbid tide. 

Like the life of a slumbering soul 
Grown dull in content and health, 
Whose dark depths lazily roll. 

Whose still currents creep by stealth. 
Nor sorrow nor yearning comes to 
control ■ 

I’he monotonous tide gf wealth. 

Fair or foul, in life as in death, 

One blight and corruption o’er all, 

Blow on them, great wind, with thy 
breath. 

Fall, blinding water-floods, fall, 

Till the dead life below awakencth, 

And deep unto deep doth call ! 

FOR JUDGMENT. 

Tiik form was young, the face was 
fair, 

Her hands seemed still together tieil, 
’Twas as if Eve was standing there, 
With the stern guardian at her side. 

I mused on all the depths of will, 

Of judgment, knowledge, right, an<l 
wrong. 

The pleadings crept their course, ami 
still 

I sat in musings sad and long. 

But when they ceased the tale of 
sliame, 

And the cold voice pronounced her 
name. 

But one thought held me, that was all, 
’Twas thus we did my sister call. 
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ODE ON A FAIR SPRING 
MORNING. 

Come, friend, let us forget 

'I’he turmoil of the world a little while, 

l^'or now the soft skies smile, 

With dew the flowers are wet. 

I .ct us away awhile 

With fierce unrest and carking thoughts 
of care. 

And breathe a little while the jocund 
air. 

And sing the joyous measures sung 
iJy blither singers, when the world was 
young. 

For still the world is young, for still 
the spring 

Renews itself, and still the lengthening 
hours 

Itring liack the month of flowers ; 

'rhe leaves are green to-day as those of 
old, 

For Chaucer and for Shakspc.nre ; still 
the gold 

(K August gilds the rijipling breadths 
of wheat ; 

Voting maids are fair and sweet 
As when they frolicked gay, with flash- 
ing feet, 

Round the old May-pole. All young 
things rejoice. 

No sorrow dulls the blackbirds mellow 
voice, 

'Phro* the clear summer dawns or twi- 
lights long. 

With aspect not more dim 
Thro* space the planets swim 
Than of old lime o*er the Chaldean 
plain. 

We only, w’e alone, 

^ i^t jarring discords mar our song. ; 


And find our music take a lower tone. 

We only with dim eyes 

And laboured vision feebly strain, 

And flout the undying splendours of 
the skies. 

Oh, see how glorious show. 

On this fair morn in May, the clcar-cut 
hills, 

The dewy law'ns, the hawthorns white, 
Argent on plains of gold, the growing 
light 

Pure as when first on the young earth 
The faint warm sunlight came to birth. 
There is a nameless air 
Of sweet renewal over all which fills 
The earth and sky with life, and every- 
where, 

Before the scarce seen sun begins to 
glow, 

The birds awake which slumbered all 
night long. 

And with a gush of song, 

First doubting of their strain, then full 
and wide 

Raise their fresh hymns thro’ all the 
country side ; 

Already, above the dewy clover, 

The soaring lark begins to hover 
Over his mate's low nest ; 

And soon, from childhood's early rest 
In hall and cottage, to the casement 
rise 

The little ones with their fresh opened 
eyes. 

And gaze on the old Earth, which still 
grows new. 

And see the tranquil heaven's unclouded 
blue. 

And, since as yet no sight nor sound of 
toil 

The fair spread, peaceful picture comes 
to soil, 
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Look with their yoong and steadfast gase 
Fixed in such artless sweet amaze 
As Adam knew, when first on either 
hand 

[ie saw the virgin landscapes of the 
morning land. 

:j)h, youth, dawn, springtide, triune 
miracle, 

Renewing life in earth, and sky, and 
man, 

[$y what eternal plan 
[)ost thou revive again and yet again ? 
There is no mom that breaks 
>io bud that bursts, no life that comes 
to birth, 

[hit the rapt fancy takes, 

Far from the duller plains of mind and 
* earth, 

Jp to the source and origin of things, 
bVhere, poised on brooding wings, 
t seems to hover o*er the immense 
inane, 

\nd see the suns, like feeble rings of 
light, 

"Irb from the gray, and all the young- 
ling globe 

\ coil of vapour circling like a dream, 
Then fixed compact for ever ; the first 
lieam 

hrike on the dark and undivided sea, 
Vnd wake the deeps with life. Oh, 
mystery 

That still dost baffle thought, 

Though by all sages sought, 

Vnd yet art daily done 
bVith each returning sun, 

^ith every dawn which reddens in the ! 
^ skies, 

^ith every opening of awakened eyes I 

( 

low shall any dare to hold 
^t the iair world growing o]d» 


Hath spent in vanished time 
The glories of its prime ? 

Beautiful were the days indeed 
Of the Pagan*s simple creed, 

When all of life was made for girl and 
lioy, 

And all religion was but to enjoy ; 

The fair chivalric dream 
To some may glorious seem, 

When from the sleeping centuries, 
Awakened Europe seemed to rise ; 

It may be that we cannot know, 

I In these ripe years, the glory and the 
I glow 

Of those young hours of time, anil 
careless days, 

Borne down too much by knowledge, 
and opprest, 

To halt a little for the needed rest, 

And yield ourselves awhile to joy and 
praise ; 

Yet every year doth bring 

With each recurrence of the genial hour 

The infancy of spring, 

With store of tender leaf and bursting 
flower, 

And still to every home 
Fresh childish voices come, 

And eyes that opened last in Paradise, 
And with each rosy dawn 
Are night and deatfi withdrawn ; 
Another world rises for other eyes ; 
Again begins the joy, the stress, the 
strife, 

Ancient as time itself, and wide as life. 

Wc are the ancients of the world 
indeed ; 

No more the simple creed, 

When every hill and stream and grove 
Was filled with shy divinities of love, 
Allures us, serving as our King 
A Lord of grief and suffering. 
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Too much our wisdom burdens to 
permit 

'I'he fair, thin visions of the past, to flit 
Krom shade to shade, or float from hiU 
to hill. 

\Vc arc so compassed round by ill, 

'i'luit all the music of our lives is 
dumb, 

Amid the turbulent waves of sound 
that rise, 

The discord born of doubts, and tears, 
and sighs. 

Which daily to the listening ear do 
come ; 

Nay, oft, confounded by the incessant 
noise 

Of vast world -engines, grinding law on 
Jaw, 

We lose the godhead that our fathers 
saw, 

And all our higher joys, 

And bear to plod on daily, deaf and 
blind, 

To a dark goal we dare not hope to 
find. 

Hut grows the world then old ? 

Nay, all things that are l>orn of time 
Spring upwards, and expand from youth 
to prime, 

Ril>en from flower to fruit, 

From song-tide till the days are mute, 
(jrecn blade to ear of gold. 

Hut not the less through the eternal 
round 

The sleep of winter wakes in days of 
spring. 

And not the less the bare and frozen 
ground 

Grows blithe with > blooms that burst 
and birds that sing. | 

Nature is deathless ; heib and tree, | 
Throqgh time that has been and shall be, | 


Change not, although Xht outward 
form 

Seem now the columned palm 
Nourished in zones of calm, 

And now the gnarled oak that defies 
the storm. 

The cedar’s thousand summers are no 
more 

To her than are the fleeting petals gay 
Which the young spring, ere March is 
o’er. 

Scarce offered, takes away. 

Kternal ai c her works. U nchanging she, 
Alike in short-lived flower and ever- 
changing sea. 

We, too, are deathless ; we, 

Kternal as the Earth, 

We cannot cease to be 
While springtide comes or birth. 

If our being cease to hold 
Reflected lights divine 
On budding lives, with every day they 
shine 

With unabated gold. 

Though lust it may be to our mortal 
sight, 

It cannot be that any perish quite — 
Only the baser part forgets to Ijc. 

Ami if within the hidden Treasury 
Of the great Ruler we awhile should 
re‘^t, 

To issue with a higher stamp imprest, 
With all our baser alloy purg^ and 
spent, 

Were we not thus content ? 

Our thoughts too mighty are 
To be within our span of years con- 
fined, 

Too deep and wide and far, 

The hopes, the fears, that crowd the 
labouring mind, 
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The sorrows that oppress, I 

Hie sanctities that bless, 

Are vaster than this petty stage of! 
things. 

'i'he soaring fancy mounts on careless 
wings i 

llcyond the glimmer of the furthest | 
star. 

The nightly watcher who with patient 
eye 

Scans the illumined sky, i 

Knows when the outward rushing fire 
shall turn, 

And in far ages hence shall brightly burn 
For eyes to-day undreamt of. 'I'hc 
clear voice 

From Greece or Israel thro* the cen- 
turies heard 

Still bids us tremble or rejoice, 

Stronger than living look or word ; 

The love of home or race, 

Which doth transfigure us, and seems 
to bring 

On every heaven-lit face 

Some shadow of the glory of our King, 

J ades not on earth, nor with our years 
doth end ; 

Nay, even earth’s poor physical powers 
transcend 

The narrow bounds of space and time, 
'ilie swift thought by some mystic sym- 
pathy 

Speeding through desert sand, and 
atorm-tost sea. 

And shall we hold the range of mind 
Is to our little lives confined ; 

Hiat the pure heart in some blest 
sphere above, 

Loves not which here was set on fire of 

The dear tyt scans not still, which 
here could scan 

The oonfinee of the Universal pbn ; 


The seer nor speaks nor thinks liis 
thoughts sublime. 

And all of Homer is a speck of lime ? 

Nay, friend, let us foi^ret 
The conflicts of our doubt a little 
while, 

Again our springs sball smile ; 

We shall not perish yet* 

If God so guide our fate. 

The nobler portions of ourselves shall 
last 

'nil all the lower rounds of life be past, 
And we, regenerate. 

We too ag.ijii shall rise, 

The same and not the same. 

As daily rise upon the orient skies 
New dawns with wheels of flame. 

So, if it worthy prove, 

Our being, sclf-perfcclcd, shall upward 
move 

To higher essence, and still higher 
grown. 

Not sweeping idle harps before a 
throne, 

Nor spending praise where is no need 
of praise, 

But through unnumbered lives and 
ages come 

From pure laborious days, 

'I'o an eternal home. 

Where spring is not, nor birth, nor any 
dawn. 

But life’s full noontide never is with- 
drawn. 


LOVE TRIUMPITANT. 

Love took me up, a naked, helpless 
child, 

I^ve laid me sleeping on the tender 
breast, 
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Love gazed on me with saintly eyes 
and mild, 

Love watched me as I lay in happy rest, 

l«ove was my childhood's stay, my 
chiefest good, 

My daily friend, my solace, and my 
food. 

Hut when to liove’s own stature 1 was 
come, 

Treading the paths where fabled Loves 
abound, 

Hard by theCythcrean’s magic home, 

loveless I paced alone the enchanted 
ground. 

Some phantoms pale I marked, which 
(led away, 

And lo, my youth was gone ; my hair 
turned gray. 

TiOveless I lived long time, until 1 
knew 

A thrill since childish hours unknown 
befort?, 

My cloistered heart forth to the wicket 
flew. 

And Love himself was waiting at the 
door. 

And now, howe'er the treacherous 
seasons move, 

Love dwells with me again, and 1 with 
Love. 

lx>ve folds me round, Love walks with 
me, Love takes 

My heart and bums it with a holy (ire ; 

Love lays me on his silver wings, and 
makes 

My fainting soul to thinner air aspire. 

l/>ve of the Source, the Race, the 
True, the Right, 

'fliis is my sole companion day and 
night. 


TOLERANCE. 

Call no faith false which e'er has 
brought 

Relief to any laden life, 

Cessation from the pain of thought, 
Refreshment 'mid the dust of si rife. 

What though the thing to which they 
kneel 

Re dumb and dead as w'ood or stone, 
Though all the rapture which they feel 
Be for the worshipper alone ? 

They worship, they adore, they bow 
Before the Ineffable .Source, before 
The hidden soul of good ; and thou, 
AVith all thy wit, what dost thou more ? 

Kneel with them, only if there come 
Some zealot or sleek knave who strives 
To mar the sanctities of home, 

To tear asunder w^edded lives ; 

Or who by subtle wile has sought, 

By shameful promise, shameful threat, 
'lo turn the thinker from his Jthought, 
To efface the eternal landmarks set, 

Twixt faith and knowledge ; hold not 
peace 

For such, but like a sudden ftame 
Let loose thy scorn on him, nor cease 
Till thou hast covered him with shame. 


A HYMN IN TIME OF IDOLS. 

Though they may crowd 
Rite upon rite^ and mystic song on 
song; , 
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Though the deep organ loud 
Through the long nave reverberate full 
and strong ; 

TFiough the weird priest, 

Whom rolling clouds of incense half 
conceal) 

By gilded robes increased. 

Mutter and sign, and proudly prostrate 
kneel ; 

Not pomp, nor song, nor bended 
knee 

Shall bring them any nearer Thee. 

1 would not hold 

Therefore that those who worship still 
where they. 

In dear dead days of old, 

'fiheir distant sires, knelt once and 
passed away. 

May not from carven stone, 

High arching nave and reeded column 
fine, 

And the thin soaring tone 
Of the keen organ catch a breatli 
divine, 

1 > Or that the immemorial sense 
Of worship adds not reverence. 

But by some bare 

Hill side or plain, or crowded city 
' street, 

^Wherever purer spirits are, 

‘ ■ hearts with love inflamed together 
meet, 

Knde bench and naked wall, 
iumble and sordid to the world- 
dimmed sight, 
lOn these shall come to fall 
|A golden ray of crmsecrating light, 

Vnd thon within the midst shall 
there 

nvtsible receive the prayer. 


In every home, 

Wherever there are loving hearts and 
mild, 

Thou still dost deign to come, 

Clothed with the likeness of a little 
child ; 

Upon the hearth thou still 
Dwcllcst with them at or work, 

or play ; 

Thou who all .space dost fill 
Art with the, pure and humble day by 
day ; 

Thou treasures! the tears they weep, 
And watchest o*er them while they 
sleep. 

Spirit and Word ! 

Thai still art hid in cv^’Cry faithful heart, 
Indwelling Thought and Lord — 

Ilow should they doubt who know ibce 
as thou art ? 

Ilow think to bring ihcc near 
By magic words, or signs, or any spell, 
Who art among us here, 

Who always in the loving soul do.st 
dwell. 

Who art the staff and stay indeed 
Of the weak knees and hands that 
bleed ? 

Then let them take 

Their pagan trappings, and their lifeless 
lore ; 

Arise O Lord and make 
A worthy temple where was none 
before. 

Each soul its own best shrine, 

Its priesthood, its sufficient sacrifice, 

Its cleansing fount divine, 

Its hidden store of precious sanctities. 
Those only fit for priestcraft are 
From whom their Lord and King is far. 
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ON A MODERN PAINTED 
WINDOW, 

Time was they lifted thee so high 
Between the gazer and the sky, 

That nil the worsliipper might see 
Was GckI no i§pre, but only thee. 

So high was set thy cross, that they 
Who would thy every thought obey. 
Saw not thy gracious face, nor heard 
More than an echo of thy word. 

But now *tis nearer to the ground, 

'J'he weeping women kneel around. 

The scoffers sneering by, deride 
Thy kingly claims, thy wounded side. 

Only two bcam-s orcominon wood, 

And a meek victim bathed in blood, 
Rude nails that pierce the tortured 
limb, 

Mild eyes with agony grown dim. 

Aye, but to those who know thee right 
Faith strengthens with the nearer sight ; 
Love builds a deeper, stronger, creed 
On those soft eyes and hands that bleed. 

Raised but a little from the ici-t, 

But higher tlierefore and more blest ; 
No more an empty priestly sign, 

But the more human, more divine. 


A MIDSUMMER NIGIII'. 

The long day wanes, the broad fields 
fade ; the night, 

The sweet June night, is like a curtain 
drawn. 


The dark lanes know no faintest sound, 
and white 

The pallid hawthorn lights the smooth- 
pleached lawn. 

The scented earth drinks from the 
silent skies 

Soft dews, more sweet than softest 
harmonies. 

There is no stir nor breath of air, the 
)>lains 

Lie slumbering in the close embrace of 
night. 

Only the rustling landrail’s note com- 
plains ; 

The children’s casement shows the 
half- veiled light, 

Only beneath the solemn dm trees tall 

The fountain seems to fall and cease to 
fall. 

I No change will come, nor any sound 
be made 

Thro’ the still hours which shall pre- 
cctlc the day ; 

j Only the bright -eyed stars will slowly 
fade, 

And a thin vapour rise up cold and 

'J'hen a soft breeze will whisper fresh 
and cold. 

And up the swift sun hurries red as 
gold. 

And then another dawn, another link, 

To bind the coming to the vanished 
day, 

Another foot-pace nearer to the brink 

Whereon our perilous footsteps hardly 
stay, 

Another line upon the secular page 

Of birth-throes, bridals, sick-beds, 
youth and age. 
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Sweet summer night, than summer 
days more &ir, 

Safe haven of the weary and forlorn, 

Splendid the gifts the luminous noon- 
tides bear, 

lively the opening eyelids of the 
morn ; 

But thou with softest touch trans- 
ftgurest 

This toilworn earth into a heaven of 
rest. 


GOOD IN EVERYTHING. 

Tiik white shafts of the <Iawn dispel 
The night clouds banked across the 
- sky ; 

The sluggish vapours curl and die, 
And the day rises. It is well. 

Unfold, ye tender blooms of life ; 

Sing, birds; let all the w^irld be 

m- 

’Tis well, — the morning of our day 
Must rise ’mid joyous songs and strife. 

Ikat, noonday sun, till all the plain 
Swoons, and life seems asleep or 
dead : 

Tis well, — the harvest of our bread 
Is sown in sorrow and reaj»c<l in pain. 

Close, evening shadows, soft and deep. 
When life reviving breathes once 
more; 

Fall, silent night, when toil is o’er. 
And the soul (bids her wings in sleep. 

Come joy or grief, come right or wrong, 
In good or evil, life or death ; 

Wc are the creatures of His breath : 
Nor shall his hand forsake us long. 


THE REPLY. 

If I were to answer you 

As you would, my soul would soar 

Like the lark from earth-lx>rn eyes, 

I Soar and hide in far-iff skies, 

Soar and come to mortoil view 
Nevermore. 

Whatsoever chance befall, 

Of myself I’d die posscst. 

I If they hold a willing mind 
I Silken threads like steel can bind. 

[ Only to be free is blest — 

Free is all. 

I’ress me not, of cai ih am I ; 

Paths there arc I dare not tiead. 

Sweet are fields an^l flowers, the smile 
Of girlhood ; but a little while 
Blossoms youth, and overhead 
Laughs the sky. 

What have we to do with love, — 

We for whom the seasons bring 
Nothing else than golden hours, 

.Sun that burns, nor cloud that lowers, 
Thro’ whose veins the tides of spring 
Lightly move ? t 

But if any ]>niii should come 
To o’crcloud your summer, dear, 

Pain another’s heart may share, 

Come and we our fate will dare, — 
Come, forgetting doubt and fear. 

To your home. 


THE TOUCHSTONE. 

Said one, " ’Tis Use must lend 
The clue our thoughts to bend 
To the true end.” 
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Then 1. ** But can your thought 
Ucach thus for ages sought, 

The oLcrnal * Ought ? * *' 

“ Would not the martyr spurn 
The truth you teach, to learn, 
Rot, rather, — burn ? 

*• Were not death’s self more sweet 
'I’han to live incomplete 
A life effete?” 

Then he. “ Rut who shall hold 
They grasped not over bold 
Their faith of old,” 

“ Hoarding a landom creed 
For which they bore to bleed, 
Not proved indeed ? ” 

“ I'or who the truth shall seize 
( I rasps it by slow degrees, 

Mot snatched, as these,” 

“And who would save his kind 
Must spend, the clue to find, 

Not heart, but mind.” 

Then 1. “ But mind alone, 

Is dead as wood or stone, 

Stirs naught and none. ” 

“And who with prying eyes 
Will motive analyze, 

For him it dies.” 

“And all his hours remain 

' A barren, endless plain, 

Mot joy nor pain ; ” 

“ A tideless, windless sea, 

A blank eternity, 
fitill doomed to lie.” 


Then he. “ The Use we teach 
All forms of being can reach. 

Saves all by each.” 

“No hasty glance or blind, 

To passing goods confined, 
Changeful as wind ; ” 

“ But wdth a steadfast view, 

Piercing the boundless blue, 

Up to the True.” 

“ Contented to efface 
.*^elf, if from out its place 
Blossoms the race ; ” 

“If from lives crushed and WTecked, 
A perfected effect, 

Man stands creel.” 

“To whom all pleasures show 
An aspect mean and low 
Beside to know.” 

“ Holding all other thought 
Than w'hich for this is sought 
A thing of naught." 

“ This seeking, nothing less 
What broader happiness 
Most lives may bless ? ” 

Then I. “If the desire 
To which your thoughts aspire 
Blazed forth afire ; ” 

“ If all the task were done, 

All stubborn contests won 
Beneath the sun ; ” 

“ If hope came not to cheer, 

Nor bracing chill of fear, 

Sweet sigh iior tear ; ” 
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*' But all the race should sleep 
In a broad calm, too deep 
For one to weep.” 

** And o*er all lands should rei^^n 
A dull content inane, 

Worse far than pain ; ” 

** If, all its griefs forgot, 

Slowly the race should rot, 

Fade and be not ; ” 

** Would not the thought oppress 
The dream that once could bless, 
With such distress,” 

** That, from the too great strain, 
Life withered, heart an<l brain, 
Would rise in vain ? ” 

Then he. “ The outcome this 
Of all philosophies, 

‘ Who seeks shall miss.’ ” 

“ Who toil aright, for those 
Life’s p.athway, ere it close, 

Is ns the rose.” 

*’Thc spires of wisdom stand, 

Piled by the unconscious hand, 
From grains of sand.” 

** And pleasure comes unsought. 

To those who take but thought 
For that, they ought ; ” 

“A bloom, a pcrftfme rare, 

A deep-hid jewel fair 
For those who dare.” 

So who the race aright 
Lovetb, a clearer sight 
Shall yet requite ; *' 


And, since he seeks it less, 

An unsought happiness 
Ills toil shall bless.’* 

Then I. ” Twere strange indeed 
Should not our longing need 
A clearer creed.” 

“ If only this were blest. 

To ponder well how best 
To serve the rest.” 

” Since grows ; *tis understood, 

The happy multitude, 

From each man's good,” 

“ From general sacrifice, 

How should for each arise, 
Content for sighs ? ” 

Or shall we deem it true 
That who the road pursue 
To gain the True,” 

** May not the summit gain 
By paths direct and plain 
To heart and brain,” 

” But with averted mind, 

And sedulously blind, 

The end must* find ? ” 

“ Is truth a masker, then, 

Rejoiced to mock the ken 
Of toiling men ? ” 

“ Now tricked as Use, now Right, 
But always in despite 
Of our poor sight.” 

** Doth it not rather seem 
We live, whate’er we deem, 

As in a dream,” 
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** Actinj;:, but acting still 
The dictates to fulfil 
Of a sure Will,** 

“Seeing in Use and Right, 

Twin rays indefinite 
Of a great Light,** 

“A mystic Sun and clear, 

Which through mind’s atmosphere 
Can scarce appear,** 

“ But which not less we know ; 

In all fair flowers that grow, 

Loud storms that blow,** 

“ In noble thought and word, 

In aspirations heard, 

When hearts ore stirred,** 

“ In every breathing breath, 

Life that awakeneth, 

Life that is death,** 

Whether serene it shine 
Or clouds our view confine, 
Wondrous, Divine?'* 

Then he. “ Sliall this excuse 
Him who a dream should choose 
Rather than Use,” 

** Tliat he prefer to hold 
Some dark abstraction old, 
Remote and cold,** 

** Some thin ghost, fancy-dressed, 
Whereby men’s souls oppressed. 
Forfeit the best,'* 

** And for a dream neglect 
What splendours of effect 
Their lives had decked ? *’ 


Then I. “ I'hough mind and brain 
Wither and are in vain. 

And thought a pain ; ** 

“ Though sorrow, like a thief. 

Follow to rob belief. 

And faith be grief; ” 

“ Though my obedience show 
No fruit I here may know 
Save uiler woe ; ** 

“ Though health and strength decay ; 
Yea, though the Truth shall slay, 

1 will obey.” 


NOTHING LOST 

Where are last year’s snows, 
Where the summer's rose, — 

Who is there w’ho knows ? 

Or the glorious note . 

Of some singer’s throat, 

Heard in years remote ? 

Or the love they bore 
W'ho, in days of yore. 

Loved, but are no more? 

Or the faiths men knew 
When, bef<ve mind grew, 

All strange things seemed true? 

* « * * 
The snows are sweet spring rain. 
The dead rose blooms again. 
Young voices keep the strain. 

The old affection mild 

Still springs up undefiled 

For love, and friend, and child. 
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The old faiths grown more wide, 
Purer and glorified, 

Are still our lifelong guide. 

Nothing that once has been, 
Tho* ages roll between 
And it be no more seen, 

Can perish, for the Will 
Which doth our being fulfil, 
Sustains and keeps it still. 


THE HIDDEN SELF. 

I KNOW not if a keener smart 
Can come to finer souls than his 
Who hears men praise him, mind or 
^ heart, 

For something higher than he is. 

Who fain would say, ‘^llehold me, 
friends, 

That which I am, not what you deem, 
A thing of low and narrow ends, 
Sordid, not golden os I seem. 

See here the hidden blot of shame, 

The weak thought that you take for 
strong, 

The brain too dull to merit fame, 

The faint and imitative song.’* 

Put dares not, lest discovery foul 
Not his name only, but degrade 
He^hts closed but to the soaring soul, 
Names which scorn trembles to in- 
vade; 

And doth bis inner self conceal 
From all men in his own despite, 
Hiding what he would fain reveal, 

« And a most innocent hypocrite. 


MARCHLNC. 

Once, and once again. 

From the thick crowd of men, 

I. oud toil and high endeavour, 

There comes a secret sound, 

Where the thinkers stand around, 
And sometimes *lis “For ever,** 
Sometimes “Never.*’ 

Always that ceaseless throng 
Has bled those paths along. 

Those painful hills ascended ; 

Thro* fair meads of success, 
rim)* barren sands they press, 
Defeats and triumphs splendid. 

Till *iis ended. 

rhe glory and the shame 
DifTeienl, and yet the same 
The clforls and the aspirations, 
Unlike in mien and speech, 

Pressed onwards each on each, 

Go the endless alternations 
Of the nations. 

And the rliythm of their feet, 

The ineffable low beat 

Of those vast throngs pacing slowly. 

Floats on the sea of I'ime 

J. ike a musical low chime 
From a far isle, mystic, holy, 

Tolling slowly. 

And from the endless column 
Goes up that strange rhyme solemn 
Of thoughts which naught shall sever. 
The contrast sad and sweet, 

Of opposite streams which meet ; 
Sometimes the glad “ For ever,” 
Sometimes “Never.** 
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COURAGE I 

Thkre nre who, bending supple knees, 
Live for no end except to please, 
Rising to fame by mean degrees ; 

But creep not thou with these. 

They have their due reward ; they bend 
Their lives to an unworthy end — 

On empty aims the toil expend 
Which had secured a friend. 

But be not thou ns these, whose mind 
Is to the passing hour confined ; 

Let no ignoble fetters bind 
'I'hy soul, as free as wind. 

Stand upright, speak thy thought, de- 
clare 

The truth thou hast that all may 
share ; 

Be bold, proclaim it everywhere : 

They only live who dare. 


GILBERT BECKETT AND THE 
FAIR SARACEN, 

The lost cru&ader’s helm had gleamed 
Upon the yellow Syrian shore ; 

flo more the war-worn standards 
streamed, 

The stout knights charged and fell 
no more ; 

No more the Paynim grew afraid — 
The crescent floated o'er the cross. 

But to one simple Heathen maid 
Her country's gain was bitter loss ; 

For love, which knows not race or creed, 
Had bound her with its subtle 
chain,- • 


Love, which still makes young hearts 
to bleed, 

For this one, mingled joy with pain, 
And left for one brief hour of bliss. 

One little span of ho|ies and fears, 
The memory of a parting kiss. 

And what poor solace comes of tears. 

A lowly English squire was he, 

A prisoner chained, enslaved, and 
sold ; 

A la<!y she of high degiee. 

*Tis an old tale and often told : 

'Twas pity bade the brown cheek glow, 
’Twas love and pity drew the sigh, 
’Twas love that made the soft tear flow. 
The sweet sad night she bade him fly. 

Far from the scorching Syrian plain 
The brave ship bears the Saxon home ; 
Once more to mists and rains again, 
And verdant English lawns, they come. 
I know not if as now ’twas then, 

Cr if the growing ages move 
The careless, changeful hearts of men 
More slowly to the thoughts of love ; 

But woman's heart was then, as now, 
Tender and passionate and true. 
Think, gentle ladies, ye who know 
Love’s power, what pain that |K>or 
hear! knew ; 

How, living always o'er again 
The sweet short past, she knew, too 
late, 

’Tw'as love had bound the captive’s 
chain, 

Which broken, left her desolate. 

Till by degrees the full young cheek 
Grew hollow, and tlie liquid eyes 
Still gazing seaward, laige and meek, 
Took something of a sad surprise 
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As one who learns, with a strange chill, 
*Mid youth and wealth's unclouded 
day, 

Of sad lives full of pain and ill, 

And thinks, ‘^And am 1 too as 
they?** 

And by degrees most hateful grew 
All things that once she held so 
dear — 

The feathery palms, the cloudless blue, 
Tall mosque and loud muezzin clear, 
The knights who ilashed by blinded 
street. 

The lattice lit by laughing eyes, 

The songs around the fountain, sweet 
To maidens under Eastern skies. 

'And oft at eve, when young girls told 
Tales precious to the girlish heart, 
She sat alone, and loved to hold 
Communion with her soul apart. 

Till at the last, too great became 
The hidden weight of secret care, 
And girlish fears and maiden shame 
Were gone, and only love was there. 

And so she fled. I see her still 
In fancy, desolate, alone, 

Wander by arid plain and hill, 

From early daw n till day was done ; 
Sun-stricken, hungry, thirsty, faint. 

By perilous paths 1 see her move, 
Clothed round with pureness like a 
saint, 

And fearless In tl^ might of love. 

Till lo 1 a gleam of azure sea, 

And rude ships moored upon the 
shore. 

Strange, yet not wholly strange, for he 
Had dared those mystic depths 
before. 


And some good English seaman bold, 
Remembering those he left at home, 
Put gently back the offered gold, 

And for love’s honour bade her come. 

And then ilicy sailed. No pirate bark 
Swooped on them, for the Power of 
lx)ve 

Watched o’er that precious wandering 
ark, 

And this his tender little dove. 

I see those stalwart seamen still 
Gaze wondering on that childish form, 
And .shelter her from harm and ill. 

And guide her safe through wave 
and storm. 

Till under grayer skies a gleam 
Of white, and taking land she went, 
Following our broad imperial stream, 
Or rosediung lanes of smiting Kent. 
Friendless I see her, lonely, weak,. 
Thro* fields where every flower was 
strange, 

Go forth without a wonl to speak, 

By burgh and thorp and moated 
grange. 

For all that Love himself could teach 
This passionate pilgrim to our .shore, 
Were but two W(ird.s of Saxon st)cech, 
Two little words and nothing more — 
“ Gill>crt ” and “ London ** ; like a 
flame 

To her sweet lips these sounds would 
come. 

The syllables of her lover’s name, 

And the far city of his home. 

I see her cool her weaiy feet 
In dewy depths of crested grass ; 

By clear brooks fringed with nicadoW' 
sweet, 

And daisied meads, 1 see her pass ; 
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1 see her innocent girlish glee, 

I sec the doubts which on her crowd, 
Overjoyed with bird, or flower, or tree. 
Despondent for the fleeting cloud. 

I see her passing slow, alone, I 

By burgh and thorp and moated 
grange, 

Still murmuring softly like a moan j 
Those two brief words in accents 
strange. 

Sometimes would ])ass a belted carl 
With Hquircs behind in brave array ; 
Sometimes some honest, (oilworn churl 
Would fare with her till close of day. 

The saintly abbess, sweet and snge. 
Would wonder as she ambled by, 

Or white-plumed knight or long-haired 
page 

Ride by her with inquiring eye. 

The friar would cross himself, and say 
II is paternosters o’er and o’er ; 

The gay dames whisper Welladay ! 

And pity her and nothing more. 

But tender women, knowing love 
And all the pain of lonclihood, 

Wouhl feel a sweet compassion move. 
And welcome her to rest and food, 
And walk with her beyond the hill, 
And kiss her check when she must ; 
And “ Gilbert ” she would murmur .still, 
And “London” she would >vhispcr 
low. 

And sometimes sottish boors would rise 
From wayside taveni, w'here they 
sate, 

And leer from heated vinous eyes, 

. And stagger forth with reeling gait. 


And from that strong unswerving will 
And clear gaze shrink as from a 
blow ; 

And “ Gilbert *’ she would murmur still. 
And “ London ” she would whisper 
low. 

Then by the broad suburban street, 
And city groups that outward stray 
To take the evening, and the sweet 
Faint breathings of the dying day — 
The gay young ’prentice, lithe and slim, 
The wimpled maid, demurely shy. 
The merchant somewhat grave and 
prim, 

The courtier with his rolling eye. 

And more and more the growing crowd 
Would gather, wondering whence she 
came 

And why, with l)oorish laughter loud, 
And jeers which burnt her cheek 
with flame. 

For potent charm to save from ill 
But one word she made answer now : 
For “ Gilbert ” she would murmur still, 
, And “Gilbert” she would whisi)er 
low. 

Till some good pitiful soul — not then 
Our London v. as as now o’ergrown — 
Pressed through the idle throng of men, 
And led her to his home alone. 

And signing to her he would find 
Him whom she semght, went forth 
again 

And left her there with heart and mind 
Distracted by a new-born pain. 

For surely then, when doubt was o^cr, 
A doubt before a stranger came, 

“ He loved me not, or loves no more.’* 
Oh, virgin pride f oh, maiden shame ! 
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Almost she fled, almost the past 
Seemed better than the pain she 
knew; 

Her veil around her face she cast : 
Then the gate swung*— and he was 
true. 

Poor child I they christened her, and so 
She had her wish. Ah, yearning 
heart, 

>Yas love so sweet then ? would you 
know 

Again the longing and the smart ? 

Came there no wintry hours when you 
Longed for your native skies again. 

The creed, the tongue your girlhood 
knew, 

Aye, even the longing and the pain ? 

Peace ! Love is Lord of all. But I, 
Seeing her fierce son’s mitred tomb, 

Conjoin with fancy’s dreaming eye 
This love tale, and that dreadful 
' doom. 

Sped hither by a hidden will. 

O’er sea and land I watch her go ; 

** Gilbert ” I hear her murmur still, 
And “London” still she whisper^ 
low. 


TO A CHILD OF FANCY. 

The nests are in the hedgerows, 
The lambs are on the grass ; 

With laughter sweet as music 
Thy hours lightfooted pass, 

My darling child of fancy. 

My winsome prattling lass. 

Blue eyes, with long brown lashes. 
Thickets of golden curl, 

Red little lips disclosing 
Twin rows of fairy pearl, 


Cheeks like the apple blossom. 
Voice lightsome as the merle. 

A whole Spring's fickle changes 
In every short-lived day, 

A passing cloud of April, 

A flowery smile of May, 

A thousand quick mutations 
P’rom graver moods to gay. 

F'ar off, I see the season 
When thy childhood’s course is run, 
And thy girlhood opens wider 
Beneath the growing sun, 

And the rose begins to redden, 

But the violets arc done. 

And further still the summer, 

When thy fair tree, fully grown, 
Shall burgeon, and grow splendid 
With blossoms of its own, 

And the fruit begins to gather, 

But the buttercups are mown. 

If I should see thy autumn, 

’Twill not 1x5 close at hand, 

But with a spirit vision, 

Prom some far distant land. 

( )r, perhaps, I hence may see thee 
Amongst the angels stand. 

* 

I know not what of fortune 
i'he future holds for thee, 

Nor if skies fair or clouded 
Wait thee in days to be, 

Hut neither joy nor sorrow 
Shall sever thee from me. 

Dear child, whatever changes 
Across our lives may pass, 

I shall see thee still for ever, 

Clearly as in a glass, 

The same sweet child of fancy, 

The same dear winsome lass, 
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A CYNICS DAY-DREAM 

SoMK men there l)e who can descry 
No charm in earth or sea or sky, 

Poor jiainful bigot souls, to whom 
All sights and sounds recall the tomb. 
And some wlio do not fear to use 
God^s world for tavern or for stews. 
Some think it wisdom to despoil 
Their years for gold aiul troublous toil ; 
While others with cold dreams of art 
Would feed the hunger of the heart, 
And dilettanti dare to stand, 

Kternitics on cillier hand ! 

But with no one of these shall I 
Make choice to live my life or die, — 
Uather let me elect to give 
What span of life is mine to live, 

To honest labour, daily sought. 
Crowned with the meed of patient 
thought ; 

To precious friends for ages dead, 

But loved where Vr their words are 
read ; 

To others living with us still, 

Who sway the nation’s mind and will 
By eloipiciit pen or burning word, 
Where hearts arc tired and souls aie 
stirred. 

So thro' the tranquil evenings long. 

Let us awake our souls with song. 

Such song as comes where no uords 
come, 

And is most mighty M*hen most dumb. 
Then soar awhile on wings of art ; 

Not that which chokes the vulgar mart. 
But .<tabtle hints and fancies fine, 

When least completed most divine, — 
Sttn*copi«s of some j)crfect thought, 
Thro^ bronze or can\^s fitly wrought, 
Known when in youth *twas ours to see 
Thy treasure-houses, Italy 1 


Then turn from these to grave debate 
What change of laws befits the State, 
By what wise schemes and precepts best 
To raise the humble and oppressed, 
And slay the twin reproach of Time, 
The fiends of Ignorance and Crime. 

Or what if I might come to fill 
A calmer part, and dearer still, 

With one attempered soul to share 
The joys and ills *tis ours to bear ; 

To grow together, heart with heart. 
Into a whole where each is part ; 

To blend together, soul with soul. 
Neither a part, but each the whole ; 
With strange creative thrills to teach 
The dawning mind, the growing s|Xiech, 
To bind around me precious bands 
Of loving hearts and childish hands, 
And lose the stains of time and sense 
In tliose clear deeps of innocence ? 

50 if kind fate should grant at length, 
Kre frame and brain have lost their 

strength. 

In my own country homestead dear, 

To s|)end a portion of the year ; 

What joys I’ll prove if modest wealth 
Should come w'ith still unbroken health I 
There, sheltered iVom the ruder wind, 
Thro* the thick woods we'Jl range, to 
find 

The spring's fii*st flower, the autumn’s 
fruit, 

51 range fungus or misshapen root. 

Mark where the wood-quist or the 

thrush 

Builds on tall pine or hazel bush ; 

See the brave bird with speckled breast 
Brood fearless on the teeming nest. 
Ami bid the little hands refrain 
From every act of wrong and pain. 
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Observe the gossip conies sit 
By their own doors, tlie white owl flit 
Thro* the dim fields, while I enjoy 
The wondering talk of girl or boy. 
Sweet souls, wliich at life’s portal 
stand, 

And all within, a wonderland — 

Oh, treasure of a guileless love, 

Fit prelude of the joys above ! 

There, when the swift week nears its 
end, 

To greet the welcome Sunday friend, 
Through the still fields we’ll wend our 
way, 

To meet the guest at close of day. 

And then, when little eyes in vain 
Long time have sought the coming 
' train, 

A gradual distant sound, which fills 
The bosom of the folded hills, 

Till with while steam or ruddy light 
The wayworn convoy leaps to sight, 
Then stops and sets the traveller down, 
Bringing the smoke and news of town. 
And then the happy hours to come. 
The walk or ride w»hich leads us home, 
Past the tall woods through which 
’twould seem 

Home's white walls hospitably gleam, — 
The well-served meal, the neighbour 
guest. 

The rosy darlings curled and dressed ; 
And, when the house grows silent, then 
The lengthened talk on books and 
men ; 

And on the Sunday morning still, 

The pleasant stroll by wood -crow ned 
hill 

To diuEch, wherein my eyes grow dim 
Hearing my children chant the hymn ; 
And seeing in their earnest look 
Something of innocent lebukc. 


1 lose the old doubt's endless pain, 

And am a little child again. 

If fate should grant me such 1 home, 
So sweet the tranquil days would come, 
1 should not need, 1 trust, to sink 
My weariness in lust or drink. 

Scant pleasure shouUr I think to gain 
From endless scenes of death and pain ; 
'Twould little profit me to slay 
A thousand innocents a day ; 

I shrmltl not much delight to tear 
With wolfish dogs the shriaking hare ; 
With horse and hound to track to 
<1eath 

A helpless wretch that gasps for breath ; 
I 'I'o make the fair bird check its w'ing, 
And drop, a dying, shapeless thing ; 

Tf» leave the joy of oil the wofxl 
A mangled beop of fur and blood. 

Or else <‘scnping, but in vain, 

I'o pine, a shattered wretch, in pain ; 
Teeming, perhaps, or doomed to see 
Its young brood starve in misery ; 

With neither risk nor hdiour, still 
I To live for nothing but to kill — 

I dare not ! If j)crplcxed I am 
Between the tiger and the Jamb ; 

If fate ordain that these shall give 
Their poor brief lives that I may live : 
Whate'er the law that bids them die, 
Olliers .shall butcher them, not I, — 
Not such my w'ork. Surely the lx>rd, 
Who made the devils by a word, 

Not men, but those who’d wield them 
well 

Gave these sad tortures of his Hell. 

Ah ! fool and blind, to wander so ; 
Who ha^t lived long enough to know* 
With what insane confusions teem 
The mazes of our waking dream, — 
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TO A LOST LOVB, 


llie dullard surfeited with gold 
His bloated coffers fail to hold, 

While the keen mind and generous 
brain 

I'Vom penury aspire in vain ; 

Love’s choicest treasures flung away 
On some vile lump of coarsest clay ; 
I'ure girlhoo<l chained to wretches foul, 
Tainted in body as in soul ; 
llie precious love of wife or child 
Not for the loving heart and mild, 

Ilut for the sullen churl, who ne’er 
Knew any nile but that of fear ; 

Fame, like Titania, stooping down 
To set on asses’ ears a crown ; 

'I'hc shallow dunce, the fluent fool, 

The butt and laughter of the school, 
lly fortune’s strange caprice grown 
great, 

A light of forum or delxitc ; 

The carnal lump devoid of grace, 

With each bad passion in bis face, 

A saintly idol, round whose knees 
Crowd throngs of burning devotees. 

Great heaven ! how strange the tangle is, 
What old pcrjdcAity is this? 

The very words of my complaint, 

What else are they than echoes faint 
Of the full hre, the passionate scorn, 

Of high-souled singers and forlorn, 
Who, in our younger England, knew 
No care for aught but what was true, 
But loved to lash with bitter hate 
lltf sliamclcss vices of the great ; 

Who bade, in far-off days of Rome, 

In vei'se their indignation come ; 

Who, when wx learn the secrets hid 
Beneath tlie eldest Pyramid, 

Or in those dim days farther still, 
Whose nameless ruin builds the hill, 
Push back our search where’er we can, 
Till first the ape became the man, 


Will in rude satire bid us 6nd 
The earliest victories of mind ? 

Strong souls, rebellious with their lot, 
Who longed for right and found it not ; 
Too strong to take things as they seem, 
Too weak to comjjrehend the scheme, 

I Too deeply fired with honest trust 
To dream that God might be unjust ; 
Yet, seeing how unequal show 
His providences here below, 

By paradoxes girt about, 

Grew thro* excess of faith to doubt. 

Oh, faithful souls, who love the true, 
Tho’ all be false, yet will not you ; 

Tho’ wrong shall overcome the right, 
.Still is it hateful in your sight ; 

Tho* sorely tempted, you, and trie<l, 
The truth stands always at your side ; 
Tho’ falsehood wear her blandest smile. 
You only she shall ne’er beguile ; 

For you, ’mid spectral sights and shows, 
Life blushes with a hidden rose ; 

Thro* the loud din of lower things 
You hear the sweep of angel wings, 
And with a holy scorn posscst, 

Wait till these clamours sink to rest. 


TO A LOST LOVE. 

Coi.D snowdrojjs which the shrinking 
new-born year 

Sends like the dove from out the 
storm-lost ark ; 

Sweet nolcts which may not tarry here 

Beyond the earliest flutings of the 
lark ; 

Bright celandines which gild the tufted 
brake 

Before the speckled thru^ her nest 
has made ; 
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Fair frail anemones which star-like shake 

And twinkle by each sunny bank and 
glade ; 

Pale primroses wherewith the virgin 
spring, 

As with a garland, wreathes her 
comely head ; 

No eyes have I for you, nor voice to 
sing. 

My love is dead ! 

For she was young and pure and white 
as you, 

And fairer and more sweet, and ah ! 
as frail. 

I dare nf»t give to hci the honour due, 

Lest, for a strain so high, my v<dco 
should fail. 

Like you, she knew the springtide's 
changeful hours ; 

lake you, she blossomctl cre the 
coming leaf ; 

Like you, she knew not summer^ teem- 
ing showers ; 

Like you, as comely, and, alas ! as 
brief. 

You may not sec the roses, nor might 
she ; 

Such swift short beauty is its only 
fruit ; 

So a sweet silence is her eulogy, 

And praise is mute. 

IN MEMORY OF A FRIEND* 

Beneath the feathery fronds of palm 
llie white stone of a double grave, 

And on the horizon, blue and calm, 

The tropic ocean wave. 

* EmcM Schalch, Attomey-General for 
Jaimiica* who, with his oQly sister, died of 
ydlow in February, 1874. 


*Twas three years since, no more, that 
thou, 

Dear friend, with us, in daily round, 
Didst labour where we labour now, 
'Mid London’s surge of sound, 

Trc«iding the dull slow paths of law, 
With little of reward or gain, 

To feel a high ambition gnaw 
'I'hy heart with tooth of pain, 

And mark with scant content the crowd 
Fulfil the immemorial rule 
Which drives the fool with plaudits 
loud 

To glorify the fool. 

And so with patient scorn rltdsl gain 
To winnow from the growing heap 
Of barren precedent the grain 
Which hides there buried deep. 

Till last, congenial labour came, 

I'o call thee o’er the tropic sea. 

And exile, gilt by toil and fame, 
Severed thy friends from ihce. 

Brief as we hoped, but ah, how long ! 
Though lit by neWs of days well spent, 
Of rights defined, of law made strong, 
j Of rebels grown content, 

Of ordered codes so reasoned out. 
Speaking with voice so true and clear. 
That none who hear them still may 
doubt 

“ *Tis Justice speaketh here.” 

Yet not the less thou barest part 
111 the old talk we loved before ; 

The newest growths of thought or art 
Delighted more and more, 
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IT SHALL BE WELL-- A REMONSTEANCE. 


And nil the marvels of thy isle, 

The lavish wealth of sea and land, 

The skies with their too constant smile, 
I^ud surf on breathless strand, 

ITie shallow nature fierce, yet gay, 

Of our dark brethren ; thou didst learn, 
Noting — but gazing, far away, 

With eyes that still would yearn, 

For that fair time when, toil being 
done, 

The happy day at length should come. 
When with our kindly autumn sun 
Thou shoiild*st revisit home. 

* • » HI 

It was this very year ; and then 
The plague, which long time, dealing 
death, 

Had vexc<l the shores of kindred men, 
On those breathed <loadly breath. 

And one, I know not who, their guest, 
Sickening, Love drew them forth to 
tend, 

C'nrelcss of needful foc^l and rest, 

'i heir fever-stricken friend, 

Who owed to them life’s reHuent 
power ; 

While for those duteous martyrs twain, 
Brother and Sister, one blest hour 
Brought one release from pain. 

Torj generouvs natures ! kindrcil souls ! — 
And now, round those twin tombs the 
wave, 

Forgetful of their story, rolls, 

And the palms shade their grave. 

• * • 

And we— what shall we say of thee ?— 
Thou hast thy due reward, oh, friend— 
We serve a High Necessity, 

To an Invisible End. 


That waste nor halting comes at all 
In all the scheme is all we know' ; 

The force was formed that bade thee 
fall, 

Millions of years ago. 

The clouds of circumstance unite, ' 
The wdnds of fate together roll ; 

They meet ; there bursts a sudden light, 
And consecrates a soul ! 


JJ' SHALL BE WELL. 

If thou shalt l>c in heart a child, 
Forgiving, tender, meek, and mild, 
Though with light stains of earth 
defiled, 

Oh, soul, it shall be well. 

It shall be well with thee indeed, 
WliatcVr lliy race, thy tongue, thy 
creed ; 

Thou shall not lo'ic thy fitting meed. 

It shall be surely well. 

Not where, nor how, nor when wc 
know, 

Nor by what stages thou shalt grow ; 
Wc may but whisper faint and low, 

“ It shall be surely well.” 

It shall be well with thee, oh, soul, 
Tho’ the heavens wither like a scroll ; 
Tho* sun and moon forget to roll, 

Oh, soul, it shall be well. 


A REMONSTRANCE. 

If ever, for a passing day, 

My careless rhymes shall gain to please, 
I would that those who read may say> 
'* Left he no more than these?’*’ 



SONC. 




For sure it is a piteous thing 
That those blest souls to whom is given 
The instinct and the power to ting. 
The choicest gift of heaven, 

ot ^^rom high peak to peak alone 
>ur faithful footstcjis care to guide, 

But oft by plains of sand and stone, 
Dull wastes, and naught beside. 

^Who the low crawling verse prolong, 
Careless alike of fame and time ; 

The form, but not the soul of song - 
A dreary hum of rhyme. 

A straight road, by a stagnant stream, 
Where the winged steed, which late 
would soar 

From the white summits like a dream, 
Creeps slowly evermore. 


A babble of sound, like that flat noise 
Which, when the harmonies grow 
dumb, 

Between the symphony's awful joys, 
Too oft is heard to come. 

Grave error ; since not all of life 
Is rhythmic ; oft by level ways 
Wc walk ; the sweet creative strife, 
The inspired heroic days, 

Arc rare for all, — no food for song, 

Are common hours ; and those wlio 
hold 

The gift, the inspiration strong, 

More precious far than gold. 

Only when heart is fired and brain, 
And the soul spreads its soaring wing, 
Only when nobler Rhemes constrain. 
Should ever dare to sing. 


THIRD SERIES (1875). 


SONG. 

Tell me where 1 may quench the too 
fierce fire 

,Of hope and of desire ; 

Tell me how I may from my soul remove 
The sting and pain of love ; 

Tell me, and I will give to thee, 
Magician, my whole soul in fee. 

And yet I know not what of fit reward. 
For enterprise so hard, 

1 might convey thee in a loveless soul. 
Whose currents no more roll ; 

A corpse, corruptible and cold, 

Were no great prise to have and hold. 

Time only is it that will deign to take 
Such tilings for their own sake, 


Preferring age to youth, grey hairs to 
brown. 

And to bright smiles the frown. 

Time takes the hope, Time dulls the 
smart, 

And first makes slow, then stops the 
heart. 

Wherefore to Time I will address my 
song. 

Time, equable and strong, 

Take thou all hope and longing clean 
away— 

And yet I prithee stay ; 

Forb^r, for rather 1 would l>e 

Consumed than turn to ice with 
thee. 
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THE HOME ALTAR, 

Why should we seek at all to gain 
By vigils, and in pain, 

By lonely life and empty heart, 

To set a soul apart 
Within a cloistered cell, 

Bor whom the i^recious, homely hearth 
would serve as well ? 

There, with the early breaking 
morn, 

Kre quite the dny is lM>rn, 

'i'he lustra] waters flow serene, 

And each again grows clean ; 

From sleep, as from a tomb, 

Boi n to another dawn of joy, and hope, 
and doom. 

There through the sweet and toil- 
some day, 

'I'o labour is to pray ; 

There love with kindly beaming 
eyes 

Prepares the sacrifice ; 

And voice and innocent smile 
Of childhood do our cheerful liturgies 
l>cguilc. 

There, at his chaste and frugal 
feast, 

Love sittelh as a Priest ; ' ' 

And with mild eyes and mien 
sedate, 

His deacons stand and wait ; 

And round the holy table 
Paten and chalice range in order 
serviceable. 

And when ere night, the vespers 
said. 

Low lies each weary head, i 


What gi^h He who gives them 
sleep, 

But^a brief deatli less deep ? 

Or what the fair dreams given 
But ours who, daily dying, dream a 
happier heaven ? 

Then not within a cloistered wall 

Will we expend our days ; 

But dawns that break and eves 
that fall 

Shall bring their dues of praise. 

This best befits a Ruler always 
near, 

This duteous worship mild, and reason- 
able fear. 


THE VOYAGE, 

! 

Who climbs the Equatorial main 
Drives on long time through mist and 
cloud. 

Through zones of storm, through thun- 
ders loud, 

For many a night of fear and pain. 

Till one night nil is clear, and lo 1 
He sees with wondering, awe-struck 
eyes, 

In depths above, in depths below, 
.Strange constellations light the sl^es— ‘ 

New stars, more splendid and more tair^ 
Yet not without a secret loss r 
He seeks in vain the Northern Bear, 
And finds instead the Southern Cross. 

Yet dawns the self-same sun-^the same 
The deep below the keel whidi lies ; 
Thoi^ this may bum with brighter 
flame, 

And that respond to bluer skies, 



THE FOODIE SOAG. 


The self-same earth, th^elf-same sky : 
And though through clouds and tem- 
pests driven, 

The self-same seeker lifts an eye 
That sees another side of heaven. 

No change in man, or earth, or aught, 
Save those strange secrets of the night i 
Nor there, save that another thought 
Hns reached them through another sight. 

Which may but know one hemisphere, 
The earth’s mass blotting out the blue. 
Till one day, leaving shadows here, 

It secs all heaven before its view. 


THE FOOD OF SOXG. j 

How best doth vision come j 

To the poet’s mind, — 

Ix)nely beneath the blue, unclouded 
dome, 

Oi battling with the mighty ocean wind j 

In fair spring mornings, with the soar- 
ing lark, 

Or amid roaring midnight forests dark ? 

Shall he attune his voice 

To sweetest song, 

When earth and .sea and .sky alike 
rejoice, 

And men arc blest, and think no 
thought of wrong, 

In some ideal heaven, some happy isle. 

Where life is stiffened to a changeless 
smile ? 

Or best amid the noise 

Of hi|^ designs^ 

Loud onsets, letterings, awful battle 

^ ioyi. 

Wherefor the loftier spirit longs and 
pines; 


ns 

Or by the depths of Thought’s un- 
fathomed sea ; 

Or to loud thunders of tlie Dawn to be ? 

Nature is less than naught 

In smile or frown, 

But for the form1c.«ss, rndcrlying thought 

Of mind and purpo'*e greater than our 
own ; 

*rhis only can these empty shows 
inform, 

Smiles through the calm, and animates 
the storm. 

Nor ’mid the clang and rush 

Of mightier thought, 

The steeps, the snows, the gulfs, that 
whelm and crush 

The seeker with the treasure he has 
sought ; 

Too vast, loo swdft, loo formless to 
tnspiro 

The fictivc hand, or touch the lips with 
fire. 

Rather amid the throng 

Of toiling men 

He finds the food and sustenance of 
song, 

Spread by hidden hands, again, and 
yet again, 

Where’er he goes, by crowded city 
street, 

He fares thro’ springing fancies sad 
and sweet— 

Some innocent baby smile ; 

A close^wound waist ; 

Fathers and children ; things of shame 
and guile ; 

Dim eyes, and lips at parting kissed in 
haste ; 



ii6 THE YOUTH" OF THOUGHT 


The halt, the blind, the prosperous 
thing of ill ; 

The thief, the wanton, touch and vex 
him still. 

Or if sometimes he turn 
With a new thrill. 

And strives to paint anew with words 
that burn 

The inner thought of sea, or sky, or 
hill : 

It is because a brcatli of human life 
Has touched them: joy and suffering, 
rest and strife. 

And he secs mysteries 
Above, .around, 

Fair spiritual ffecting agencies 
Haunting each foot of consecrated 
ground : 

And so, these fading, raises bolder eyes 
Beyond the furthest limits of the skies. 

And every thought and word. 

And all things seen. 

And every passion which his heart has 
stirred, 

And every joy and sorrow which has 
been, 

And every step of life his feet have 
trod, 

Lead by broad stairs of glory up to 
God. ' 


THE YOUTH OF THOUGHT 

^ Oh happy days ! oh joyous time ! 
When thought was gay and man was 
young, 

And to a golden flow of rhyme, 

Life like a melody was sung ; 


When, in the springtime of the earth, 
The cloud-capt hill, the dewy grove. 

Clear lake and rippling stream gave 
birth 

To shy Divinities of love ; 

When often to the jovial feast 
Of love or wine the people came. 

And Nature was the only priest, 

And Youth and Pleasure knew not 
shame. 

Nor darker shape of wrong or ill 
The fearful fancy might inspire, 

Than vine-crowned on some shady hill, 
The Satyr nursing quaint desire. 

And if some blooming youth or maid 
In depths of wood or stream were 
lost, 

Some love-lorn Deity, *twas said, 

The blissful truant’s path had crossed. 

Sweet time of fancy, giving place 
To times of thinking scarce less 
blest, 

When Wisdom wore a smiling face, 
And Knowledge was like Fancy 
drest, 

And Art with Language lived ingrown, 
The cunning hand and golden 
tongue ; 

By this the form Divine was shown. 

By that its.deathless praises sung. 

When in cool temples fair and white, 
By purple sea, or myrtle shade. 

The gods took shape to mortal sight, 
By their own creatures’ hands re- 
made. 
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\.nd daily, to the cheerful noise 
Of wrestling, or the panting race— 

Nfid the clear laughter of the boys, 

And tender forms of youthful grace — 

Grave sages walked in high debate 
Beneath the laurel grove, and sought 

To solve the mysteries of Fate, 

And sound the lowest deeps of 
Thought ; 

Nor knew that they, as those in<lee«l, 
Were naked, taking fair f<»r right ; 

With Ijcauty only for all creed, 

Yet not without some heaven-sent 
light. 

'Now preaching dear the deathless 
soul ; 

Now winging love from sloughs of 
shame ; 

And oft from earthly vapours foul. 
Soaring aloft with tongues of flame. 

Knew they no inward voice to vex 
The careless joyance of their way— 

No pointing finger stern, which checks 
The sad transgressor of to-day ? 

Fair dream, if any dream be fair, j 
Which knows no fuller life than 
thine ; 

Which only moves through earthly air, 
And builds on shadows half divine ; 

How art thou fled ! For us no more 
Dryad or Satyr haunts the grove ; 

No Nereid sports upon the shore. 

Nor with wreath^ horn the Tritons 
rovej 

Who breathe a fuller, graver air. 

Long since to manhood’s stature 
grown ; 


Who leave our childhood’s fancies fair, 
For pains and pleasures of our own. 

For us no more the young vine climbs, 
Its gadding tendrils flinging down ; 
Who move in sa<ldek‘, wiser times, 
Whose thorns arc woven for a 
crown. 

The lily and the passion-flower 

Preach a new tale of gain and loss, 
And in the woml-nymph’s closest bower 
The springing branches form th^ 
Cross. 

A great hope traversing the earth,” 
Has taken all the young world’s 
bloom, 

And for Ihc joy and flush of birth, 

Has left the solemn thought of 
doom ; 

And made the body no mure divine, 
And built our Heaven no longer 
here. 

And given for joyous fancies fine. 

Souls lx)wed with holy awe and fear. 
» 

And far beyond the suns, removed 
The godhead seen by younger eyes, 
Leaving the people once beloved, 

Girt round by dreadful mysteries ; 

Fulfilled with thoughts, more fair and 
dear 

Than all the lighter joys of yore, 
Immeasurable hopes brought near, 

And Heaven laid open more and 
more. 

But not with love and peace alone 
Time came, which older joys could 
take ; 
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But with fierce brand and hopeless The essence more than form we praise; 
groan, . And Beauty moves u$ less than 

Red war, the dungeon, and the Truth. , 

stake ; 


And lives by Heaven loo much opprest, 
And cloisters dim with tears and 
sighs, 

And young hearts withered in the 
breast, 

And fasts and stripes and agonies ; 

And for Apollo breathing strength, | 
And Aphrodite warm with life ; 

A tortured Martyr come at length, | 
To the last pang of lifelong strife. | 

While round us daily move no more | 
Those perfect forms of youthful 
grace, 

No more men worship as before 
The rounded limb, the clear-cut face ; 

Who see the dwarfed mechanic creep, 
With hollow check, and lungs that 
bleed, 

Or the swart savage fathom-deep, 

Who comes to air, to sleep, and 
breed. 

Aye, but by loom, or forge, or mine, 

Or squalid hut, there breaks for these 

Hope more immense, awe more divine 
Than ever dawned on Sokrat c>. 

'VVlio if they seek to live again 
In careless lives the pagan charm, 

May only prove a lifelong pain. 

For that clear conscience void of 
harm* 

For in the manhood of God’s days 
We live, and not in careless youth ; 


From youth to age ; till cycles hence 
Another and a higher Spring, 

And with a truer innocence, 

Again the world shall think and sing. 


SONG. 

I WOULD thou might’st not vex me 
with thine eyes, 

Thou fair Ideal Beauty, nor would'st 
shame 

All lower thoughts and visions as they 
rise, 

As in mid-noon a flame. 

For now thy presence leaves no prospect 
fair, 

Nor joy in act, nor charm in any 
maid. 

Nor end to be desired, for which men 
dare, 

Thou making me afraid. 

Because life seems through thee a thing 
toiy great 

To spend on these, which else might 
grow to thee ; 

So that fast bound, 1 idly hesitate : 

I prithee set me free ; 

Or, hold me, if thou wilt, but come 
not near, 

Let me pursue thee still in ghostly 
grace? 

Far off let me pursue thee, for I fear 

To faint before thy face* 
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AT Cff AMBERS. 

the chamber, where now uncaring 
1 sit apart from the strife, 

While the fool and the knave are sharing 
The pleasures and profits of life, 

* 

There came a faint knock at the door, 

. Not long since on a terrible day ; 

One faint little knock, and no more ; 
And I brushed the loose papers away. 

And as no one made answer, 1 rose, 
With quick step and imj)atience of 
look. 

And a glance of the eye which frore, 
And a ready voice of rebuke. 

But when the door opened, behold 1 
A mother, low-voiced and mild, 
Whose thin shawl and weak arms enfold 
A pale little two-ycar-old child. 

What brought her there? Would I 
relieve her ? 

Was all the poor mother could say ; 
For her child, scarce recovered from 
fever. 

Left the hospital only that day. 

Pale, indeed, was the child ; yet so 
cheerful, 

That, seeing me wonder, she said. 

Of doubt and repulse, grown fearful, 

** Please look at his dear little head ; ” 

And snatdied off the little bonnet, 

And so in a moment laid bare 
A shorn little bead, and upon it 
No trace of the newly-come hair. 


When, seeing the stranger’s eye 
Grow soft t of an innocent guile 
The child l(med up, shrinking and shy, 
With the ghost of a baby smile. 

Poor child 1 I thoi^ht, so soon come 
To the knowledge of lives oppressed, 
To whom poverty comes with home, 
And sickness brings food and rest ; 

Who art launched forth, a frail little 
boat, 

In the midst of life’s turbulent sea. 
To sink, it may be, or to float 
On great waves that care nothing for 
thee. 

What awaits thee ? An early peace 
In the depths of a little grave. 

Or, despite all thy ills to increase, 
Through some dark chance, mighty 
to save \ 

Till in stalwart manhood you meet 
The strong man, who regards you to- 
day, 

Crawling slowly along the street, 

In old age withered and gray ? 

Who knows ? But the thoughts 1 have 
told 

In one instant flashed through my 
brain, 

As the poor mother, careful of cold. 
Clasped her infant to her again. 

And T, if I searched for my purse, 

Was I selfish, say you, and wrong ? 
Surely silver is wast^ worse 
Than in earning the right to a songl 
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EVENSONG, 

Tiff hymns and ihe prayers were done* and the village church was still, 

As I lay in a waking dream in the churchyard upon the hill. 

The graves we»c all around, and the dark yews over my head, 

And below me the winding stream and the exquisite valley were spread, 

The sun was sloping down with a gloiy of dying rays. 

And the hills wcic bathed in gold, and the woods were vocal with praise. 

But from the dcep*sct valley Ihcic rose a vapour of grey. 

And the sweet day sank, and the glory waxed fainter and faded away. 

Then there came, like a chilling wind, a cold, low whisper of doubt. 

Which silenced the echo of hymns, and blotted the glories out. 

And I wrestled with powcis unseen, and strove with a Teacher divine, 

Like Jacob who strove with the angel, and found with the dawn a sign. 

For 1 thought of the words they sang : ** It is lie that hath made u$ indeed *1; 
And my thought flew back to the Fathers of thought and their atheist crecd-^ 

How atom with atom at fust fortuitously combined, 

Formed all, fiom the worlds without to the innermost woilds of mind ; 

And 1 thought : What, if this be true, and no Maker tliere is indeed, 

And God is the symbol alone of a feeble and worn-out creed ; 

And from uncreate atoms, impelled by a blind chance droing on free, 

Grew together the primal forms of all essences that be * 

Then a voice : If they were, indeed, they were separate one* from one 
By a gulph as broad as yawns in space betwixt sun and sun — 

Self-eentied and self-conlAined, disenvironed and isolate ; 

Drawn together by a hidden lo\c, torn apart by a hidden hate. 

What power was this — chance, wall you say ? But chance, what else can it mean 
Than the hidden Cause of things by human reason unseen ? 

Chance t Then Chance were a name for God, or each atom bearing a soul 
Indivisible, like with like, part and whole of the Infinite Whole. 
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Were God^ as the Pantheist taught, God in earth, and in sky, and in air, 

God through every thought and thing, and made manjir^BSt everywhere; 

ISa spring and ipovetnent of things — the stir, the breathing of 1)rcnth, 

Without which all things w'erc quenched in the calm of on infinite death ; 

Or, if within each therfv lay some germ of an unborn power, 

God planted it first, (Jod quickened, God raised it from seed fo flower. 

Though beneath .4fic W'eird cosmicol force, which wc wield and yet cannot name, 
From the genr/or the rock wc draw out low gleams of life's faintest flame ; 

Though w/lose the will that commands, and the muscles that wait and serve, 

In SOme;haze of a self-set spring of the molecules of nerve ; 

y 

llij(«Ugh we sink all spirit in matter, and let the Thcogonies die, 

L!ie and death arc ; thinker and thought ; outward, inward ; I, and not T, 

^nd the I is the Giver of life, and without it the matter must die. 

Then I ceasc<l for a while from thought, ns I lay on the long green grass, 

Hearing echoes of hymns anew, and letting the moments pass. 

The evening was mounting upward ; the sunbeams had left the hill ; 

But the dying daylight lingercil, and all the valley was still. 

« # * * * * * 

Then I said : But if God there be, how shall man by his thinking find, 
tWho is only a finite creature, the depths of the Infinite Mind— 

Who sounds with a tiny plummet, who scans with a purblind eye, 

The depths of that fathomless ocean, the wastes of that limitless sky ? 

Shall we bow to a fetish, a symbol, which maybe nor secs nor hears ; 

Or, seeing and hearing indeed, takes no thought for our hopes or fears ; 

Who b dumb, though we long for a word ; who is deaf, though his children cry ; 
WJio is Master, yet bears with evil— Lord, .and lets all precious things die ? 

Or if in despair we turn from the godless and meaningless plan, 

What do wc, but make for ourselves a God in the image of man— 

A creatme of love and hale, a creature who makes for good, 

But barred by an evil master from working the things that he would ? 
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If he be not a reflex image, we may not know him at all ; 

If he be, we are God ours^^yes — to ourselves we shall stand or fall. 

Then the voice : But what folly is this ! Cannot God indeed be known, 

If wc know not the hidden essence that forms Him and builds His throne ? 

Is all our knowledge naught, of sea, and of sky, and of star, 

Till we know them, not as they seem to our thinking, but as they arc ? 

We who build the whole fabric of knowledge on vague abstractions sublime ; 

Wc who whirl through an infinite space, and live in an infinite time ; 

We who prate of Motion and Force, not knowing that on either side 
Black gulphs unavoidable yawn, dark riddles our thought deride ; 

Shall we hold our science as naught in alt things of earth, because 
We know but the seemings and shows, the relations, and not the cause— 

Not only as he who admires the rainbow and cloud of gold, 

Knows that 'tis but a form of vapour his wondering eyes behold ; 

But as he who secs and knows, and knowing would fain ignore 

What he knows since the essence of things is hid, and he knows not more— 

Or who would not love his love, or walk hand in hand with his friend, 

Since he sees not the roots of the tree from whose branches life's blossoms depend ? 

Or how should the sight we see, any more than the sound we hear. 

Be a thing which exists for our thought, apart from the eye or the car ; 

Is not every atom of dust, which compacted we call the earth, 

A miracle baffling our thought with insoluble wonders of birth ? 

And know we not, indeed, that the matter which men have taught, 

Is itself an essence unseen and untouched ->but by spirit and thought ? 

Tush 1 It is but a brain-sick dream. What was it that taught us the laws 
Which stand os a bar between us and the thought of the Infinite Cause? 

Is He infinite, out of relation, and absolute, past finding out ? 

Reach we not as antinomy here ? feel we here no striving of doubt ? 
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How, then, shall the finite define the bounds of the infinite plan, 

This is finite, and infinite this : here is Deity, here is man. 

If our judgment be relative only, how then shall our brain transcend 
The limits of relative thought ; grown too eager to comprehend ? 

For he passes the Ixiunds of relation, if any there be who c.id 
Distinguish the absolute God from the relative in man ; 

lie has bridged the gulph ; he has leaped o*cr the bound ; he has seen with his eyes 
For a moment the land unseen, that beyond the mountain peaks lies. 

Nay ! we see but a part of rfO<l, since we gaze with a finite sight ; 

And yet not Darkness is He, but a blinding splendour of light. 

Do we shrink from this light, and let our dazzled eyeballs fall ? 

Nay I a God fully known or utterly dark, were not God at all. 

Though wc hold not that in some sphere which our thought may never conceive, 
llierc comes not a time when, to know may be all, and not, to believe"; 

Nor yet that the right which wc love, and the wrong which we hate to-day, 

May not show as reversed, or as one, when the finite has passed away ; 

God we know in our image indeed, since wc arc in the image of Him, 

Of His splendour a faint low gleam, of His glory a reflex dim. 

Bowing not to the all unknown, nor to that which is searched out quite ; 

But to That which is known, yet unknown-- to the darkness that comes of light, 
To the contact of God with man, to the struggle and triumph of right. 

* « 41 * * * « 

Then 1 ceased for a while from thought, as I lay on the long green graSH, 
Hearing echoes of hymns grown neater, and letting the moments pass. 

Exult, oh dust and ashes 1 the low voices seemed to say ; 

And then came a sudden hush, and the jubilance faded away. 

The evening was dying now, and the moon-rise was on the hill. 

And the soft tig^t touched the river, and all the valley was still. 

Then 1 thought : But if God there be, and our thought may reach Him indeetl, 
How should this bare knowledge alone stand in lieu of a fuller creed ? 
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If He be and is good, as they say, how yet can our judgment approve, 

"Mid the rule of His iron laws, the place of Piis infinite love? 

The rocks are built up of death, earth and sea teem with ravin and wrong ; 

The sole law in Nature we learn, is the law that strengthens the strong. 

Through countless ages of time, the I/ord has witlidrawn Him apart 
From all the world lie has made, save the world of the human heart. 

Without and within all is pain, from the cry of the child at birth, 

To its parting sigh in age, when it looks for a happier earth. 

Should you plead that God*s order goes forth with a measured footstep sublime, 
Know you not that you thrust Him back thus to the first beginnings of time, — 

That a spark, a moment, a flash, and His work was over and done ; 

And the worlds were sent forth for ever, each circling around its sun. 

Bearing with it all secrets of being, all potencies undeflned, 

All forms and changes of matter, all growths and achievements of mind. 

What is there for our worship in this, and should not our reason say. 

Me is, and made us indeed, but hides Him too far away ? 

Though He lives, yet is He as one dead ; and we, who would prostrate fall 
Before the light of His Presence, we see not nor know Him at all. 

Then the voice ; Oh folly of doubt ! what is lime that we deem so far, 

What else but a multiple vast of the little lives that are ? 

He who lives for the fifty years, >vhich scarce rear thought to its prime, 

Already a measure has lived of a thousand years of time. 

Twice this, and Christ spoke not yet, and from this what a span appears, 

The space till our thought is lost in the mists of a million years ! 

A thousand millions of years — we have leapt with a thought, with a word \ 

To the time when no flutter of life ’neath the shield of the trilobite stirred. 

All time is too brief for our thought, and yet we would bring God nigh, 

Till He worked in His creature’s sight, man standing undozaled by. 
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Such a God were not God indeed ; nor, if fie should change at all, 

Should we hold, os we hold Him now, the God of both great and small. 

How know we the great things from small? how mark wc the adequate cause, 
Which might make the Creator impede the march of His perfect laws,-— 

We, who know hut a part, not the whole ? Or were it a fitting thought 
He should stoop in our sight to amend the errors If is hand bad wrought, 

So His laws were not perfect at all ? or should lie amend them indeed, 

How supply by a fitful caprice the want of a normal creed ? 

All life is a mode of force, and all force that is force must move ; 

*Tis a friction of Outward and Inward, a contrast of Hatred and Love. 

Joy and Grief, Right and Wrong, Life and Death, Finite, Infinite, Matter and 
Will, 

'J'hcse are the twin wheels of the Chariot of Life, which without them stood still. 

Would you seek in an order reversed and amended a Hand divine ? 

Nay the Wonder of wonders lies in unchangeable design. 

Should God break His law as He might ; should He stoop from His infinite skies 
To redress that which seems to us wrong, to raise up the life that dies ; 

Should He save from His wolf His lamb, from His tiger His innocent child ; 
Should He quench the fierce flames, or still the great waves clamouring ivild, 

1 think a great cry w'ould go up from an orderless Universe, 

And all the fair fabric of things would wither, as under a 'ourse. 

*Tis the God of the savage, is this. What do we who rise by degrees 
To the gift of the mind that perceives, and the gift of tlie eye that sees ? 

Hoes not ail our nature tend to a law of unbending rule. 

Till equity comes bat to mend the law that W'as made by the fool ? 

Who shows highest ? — the child or the savage, whose smiles change to rage or 
to tears? 

Or the statesman moving, unmoved, through a nation's desires and fears ? 

Or the pilgrim whose eyes look onward, as if to a distant home, 

Never turning aside from his path, whatever allurements may come ? 
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AH Higher is more Unmoved ; and the more unbroken the law, 

The more sure does the Giver show to the eyes of a wondering awe. 

Nor is it with all of truth that they make their voices complain, 

Who weary our thought with tales of a constant ruin and pain. 

It is but a brain-sick dream that would gloat o*er the hopeless bed, 

Or the wreck, or the crash, or the fight, with their tales of the dying and dead. 


Pain comes ; hopeless pain, God knows and wc know, again and again ; 
But even pain has its intervals blest, when *tis heaven to be free from pain. 

And I think that the wretch who lies pressed by a load of incurable ill, 
With a grave pity pities himself, but would choose to have lived to it still $ 


And, as he whom the tiger bears in his jaws to his blood-stained den 
Feels no pain nor fear, but a wonder, what comes in the wonderful ** Then,*’ 

lie ])ities himself and yet knows, as he casts up life’s chequered sum, 

It were best on the whole to have lived, whatever calamity come. 

And the earth is full of joy. Every blade of grass that springs ; 

Every cool worm that crawls content as the eagle on soaring wings ; 

Every summer day instinct with life ; every dawn when from waking bird 
And morning hum of the bee, a chorus of praise is heard ; 

Every gnat that sports in the sun for his little life of a day ; 

Every flower that opens its cup to the dews of a perfumed May ; 


Every child that wakes with a smile, and sings to the ceiling at dawn ; 
Every bosom which knows a new hope stir beneath its virginal lawn ; 

*■ 

Every young soul, ardent and high, rushing forth into life’s hot flght ; 
Every home of happy content, lit by love’s own m3rstical light ; 


Every worker who works till the evening, and earns before night his wage,> 
Be his work a luriow straight-drawn, or the joy of a bettered age ; 
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Every thinker who, standing aloof from the throng, finds a high delight 
In striking with tongue or with pen a stroke for the triumph of right ; — 

All these know tliat life is sweet ; all these, with a consonant voice, 

Kead the legend of Time with a smile, and that which thev read is, ** Rejoice 1** 

* , # * # * * * 

Then again I ceased from thought, as I lay on the J'^.ig green grass, 

Hearing hymns which grew fuller and fuller, and letting the inotnenls pass* 


Exult, oh dust and ashes ! exult and rejoice ! they said, 

For blessed are they who live, and blessed arc they who are dead. 

Then again they ceased and were still, and my thought began once more. 

But touched with a silvery gleam of hopes that were hidden before ; 

Xhe moon had cliinhed up the clear sky, far above the black pines on the hill, 
And the river ran molten silver, and all the valley was still. 

Then I said : But if God there be, wHo made us indeed and is good, 

What guide has He left for our feet to walk in the ways that He would ? 

For though He should speak indeed, yet, as soon as His voice grew dumb, 

It were only through human speech that the message it bore might come, 

Sunk to levels of human thought, and always marred and confined 
By the chain of a halting tongue, and the curse of a finite mind ; 

So that he who would learn, indeed, what precepts His will has taught, 

Must dim with a secular learning the brightness his soul has sought. 

Who can tell how those scattered leaves through gradual .ages grew, 

- Adding chaff and dust from the world to the accents simple and true? 

If one might from the seer’s wild visions, or stories of fraud and blood, 

Or lore of the World^wom Sultan, discern the sure voice of good, 

Such a mind were a God to itself ; or if you should answer. For each 
God has set a sure mentor within, with power to convince and teach ; 
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Yet it speaks with a cliaiigefiil voice, which alters with race and clime. 

Nay, even in the self-same lands is changed with the changes of time ; 

So that *twixt the old Europe of story and that which we know to*day. 

Yawns a gulph, as wide almost as parts us from far Cathay ; 

What power has such voice to help us ? Or if we should turn instead 
To the precious dissonant pages, which keep what the Teacher said ; 

How reduce (hem to one indeed, or how seek in vain to ignore 
The forgotten teachers who taught His counsels of mercy before ? 

Not ** an eye for an eye ’’ alone, was the rule which they loved to teach, 

But Mercy, and I’ity, and Love, though they si>okc with a halting speech, 

And He spake with the tongue of those who had spoken and then were dumb, 
And clothed in tlie words of the Law, which He loved, would His precept 
come ; 

Other teachers have drawn more millions, who follow more faithful than we ; 
Other teachers have taught a rule as stem and unselfish os He. 

If we shrink from the Caliph fierce, who carved out a hiith with his sword, 
What say we of the pilgrim who sways the old East with his gentle word ? 

Or what of the sage whose vague thoughts, over populous wastes of earth. 

Have led millions of fettered feet to the grave from the day of birth? 

Or how can we port indeed, the show, the portent, the sign, 

From the simple words which glow with the light of a teaching Divine? 

And if careless of these, as of growths which spring up and hear fruit and fall, 
Yet how thought accept the crowning wonder of all? 

Yiel if this we reject, wherein, doth our faith and assurance lie? 

What is it to us that God lives, wc who live for a little and die; 

Of why were it not more wise to live as the beasts of to-day, 

TWag life, while it lasts, as a gilt, and secure of the future as they? 

Thee the troice : Oh, disease of douht f now 1 seem to htdd you indeed^ 
Keeping In my ffnap length die sum of your dieaiy cieed. 
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How else should man prove God's will, than through methods of human 
thought ? 

How else than through human words should he gather the things that he ought F 

If the Lord should speak day by day from Sinai, mid clouds and fire, 

Should we hear *micl those thunders loud the still voices which now inspire ? 

Would not either that awful sound, like that vivid and scorching blase, 

Confuse our struggling thought, and our tottering footsteps amaze ? 

Or, if it should peal so clear that to hear were to obey indeed, 

*Twere a thing of dry knowledge alone, not one of a faithful creed ; 

No lantern for erring feet, but a glare on a white, straight road, 

Where life struggled its weary day, to sink before night with its load ; 

Where the blinded soul might long for the shade of a cloud of doubt, 

And yearn fur dead silence, to blot that terrible utterance out. 

Yet God is not silent indeed j not seldom from cvciy page — 
y rom the lisping story of cld to the seer with hit noble rage ; 

From the simple life divine, with its accents gentle and true, 

To the thinker who formed by his learning and watered the faith as it grew ; 

All are fired by the Spirit of God* Nor true is the doubt you teach, 

That God speaks not to all men the same, but differs 'twixt each and each. 

** 

Each differs from each a little, with difference of race and of clime ; 

Each is changed, but not tiansformcd, with the onward process of time ; 

Each nation, each age, has its laws, whereto it shall stand or fall, 

But built on a wider Law, which is under and over them all* 

Nor doubt we that from Western wilds to the long*tealed isles of Jfafmn, 

There funs the unbroken realm of a Law that is common to man. 

Not as ours shows the law they obey, and yet it is one and the same, 

Though comes in a varying shape, and is named by another name* 

iNotao shattjNluirdoahtpreirail; nor if any should dream to-day, 

1% praise of lehr or of Oieek, to dissolve H» g^ory away, 

K 
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Can they hold that God JeA His world with no gleam of glory ftom llimt 
No light clouds edged with splendour, no radiance of Godhead dim. 

Others were before Christ had come. Oh I dear dead Teacher, whose word, 
I.ong before the sweet voice on the Hill, young hearts had quickened and stirred; 

Who sjKxk’st of the soul and the life ; with limbs chilled by the rising death, 
Yielding up to thy faith, with a smile, the last gasp of thy earthly breath ; — 

And thou, oh goldcn-mouthcd sage, who with brilliance of thought ns of tongue, 
Didst sing of thy Commonwealth fair, the noblest of epics unsung ; 

In whose pages thy Master's words shine forth, sublimed and refined 
In the music f»f perfect language, inspired by a faithful mind 

And ye seers of Israel and doctors, whose breath was breathed forth to move 
The dry dead Imncs of the Law with the life of a larger love 

Or thou, great Saint of the ]%ast, in whose footsteps the millions have trod 
Till from life, like an innocent dream, they passM and were lost in God 

And thou, quaint teacher of oUl, whose dead words, though all life be gone. 
Through the peaceful Atheist realms keep the millions labouring on ; — 

Shall I bold that yc, as the rest, spake no echo of things divine, 

That no gleam of a clouded sun through the mists of your teaching may thifie ? 

Nay ; such thoughts W'cre to doubt of God. Vet, strange it is and yet sore. 

No teacher of old was full of mercy as ours, or pure. 

^Twdxt the love that He taught, and the Greek with his nameless, terrible lore, 
Yawns a gulph as wide as parts hell beneath and heaven above ; 

’Twixt His rule of a Higher Mercy and that which the Rabbi taught, 

Lies the gtdph between glowing Act and barren ashes of Thought. 

For the pure thought smirched and fouled, or buried in pedant lore. 

He brought a sweet Reason of Force, such as man knew never fael^ 

What to us are the men of the East, though they preadi their own Gospel 
indeed? , , 

We am men the West, and shafi stand or fidl by a W'ettetfi eieedr 
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Though we see in those Scriptures antique, faint flames of Diviner Are, 

Who would change to Buddha from Christ, as a change from lower to higlicr? 

Nay ! He is our Teacher indeed. Little boots it to-day to seek 
To arraign, with a laboured learning, the words that men heard Him speak ; 

To cavil, to carp, to strive, through the mists of an age-long haze, 

To dim to a common light the star which could once amaze ; 

To fix by some pigmy canon, too short for the talc of to-day, 

The facts of a brief life, fled eighteen centuries away ; 

To mark by a guess, and to spurn, as born of a later age, 

The proofs which, whenever writ, bear God's finger on every page ; 

Or to'^neer at the wonders they saw Him work, or believed they saw ; 

We who know tliat unbending sequence is only a phase of law, 

No wonder which God might do if it rested on witness of men, 

Would turn to it our thought of to-day ns it turned the multitudes then. 

Nor proved would avail a whit if the teaching itself were not pure ; 

Nor if it were pure as His would make it one whit more sure. 

And for the great Wonder of all. If any there be who fears 

That the spark of God in his breast may be quenched in a few short years ; 

Who feels his faith’s fire blaze aloft more clear than it burnt beflbre, 

By the thought of the empty tomb and the stone rolled back from the door : 

For him was the miracle done. If no proof makes clearer to me 
Ilian Hb word to my inner sense, the Higher life that shall be ; 

If no Force that has oncedeapt forth can ever decline and fall. 

From the dead forces stirring the worlds, to the Life-force which dominates all ; 

But the sum of life b the same, and shall be when the world is done, 

As it was when its first faint spark was stirred by the kiss of the sun t - 

If 1 fed a sure knowledge within, which shall never be blotted out, 

A Longing^ a Faith, a Convietioo, too strong for a Whisper of Doubt 

Tliat aiy lifejludl be bid with a Lord, idio diall do the thing that is best- 
To be fMtiyed, it may ba# time, or taken at onee to rest, --- 
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To live, it may be, myself ; from all else, individual, sole, 

Or blended with other lives, or sunk in the Infinite whole — 

Though I doubt not that that which is 1 may endure in the ages to be, 

Since I know not what bars hold apart the Not-Me and the mystical Me 

How else than thro* Him do I grasp the faith that for Greek and Jew 
Was hidden, or but dimly seen, which nor Moses nor Sokralcs knew' ? 

Ay ! He is our Teacher indeed. He is risen, and we shall rise ; 

But if only os we He rose, not the less He lives in the skies. 

And if those who proclaim Him to day in the dim gray lands of the East, 

I'rove him not by portent or sign, not by trick or secret of priest ; 

But for old cosmogonies dead, and faint precepts too w'eak for our need. 

Offer God brought nearer to man in a living and glowing creed. 

The pure teaching, the passionate love, taking thought for the humble and weak, 
The pitiful scorn of wrong, which His Scriptures everywhere speak, 

Not writ for the sage in his cell, but preached *mid the turmoil and strife, 

And touched with a living brand from the fire of the Altar of Life. 

So, of all the wonders they tell, no wonder our hearts has stirred 
Like the Wonder which lives with us still in a living and breathing Word. 

More than portents, more than all splendours of rank loyal hearts devise, 

More than vblons of heavenly forms caught up and lost in the skies, 

This the crowning miracle shows, before which we must prostrate fall ; 

For this is the living voice of the Lord and Giver of all. 

Then 1 ceased again from thought, as I lay on the long grave-grass, 

Thrilled through by a music of hymns, and letting the moments pass. 

** Exult and rejoice*' t they sang in high unison, now combined 
Which were warring voioes before, the voices of heart and mind. 

The earth was flooded with light, over valley and river and hill. 

And this is the hymn which 1 heard them sing, while the world lay still : 

Exult, oh dust and ashes t Rejoice, all ye that are dead 1 
For ye live too who lie beneath, as we live who walk overhead. 
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As God lives, so ye arc living ; ye arc living and moving to-day, 

Nft as they live who breathe and move, yet living and conscious as they. 

And ye too, oli living, exult. Young and old, exult and rejoice ; 

For the Lord of the quick and the dead lives for ever : wc bear Ills voice. 

We have heard His voice, and wc hear it sound wider and more incrcasedp 
To the sunset plains of the West from the peaks of the furthest Fast. 

For the quick and the dead, it was given ; for them it is sounding still, 

And no pause of silence arrests the clear voice of the Infinite Will. 

Not only through Christ long since, an<l the teachers of ages gone, 

Hut to-day He speaks, day by day, to those who are toiling on ; 

More clear perhaps then, to the ear, and with nighcr voice and more plain, 

But still the same Teacher Divine, speaking to us again and again. 

Fcr 1 like not his creed, if any there be, who shall daie to hold 
That Goc^ comes to us only at times far away iu the centuries old. 

Not so ; but He dwells widi u.s still ; nnd maybe, though 1 know not indeed. 

He will send us a Christ again, with a fuller and pcrfectcr creed— 

A Christ who shall speak to all men, East and West, and North and South, 

Till the whole world shall hear and believe the gracious words of His mouth. 

• 

When knowledge has pierced through the wastes, chaining earth together and sea, 
And the bars of to-day are lost in the union of all that shall he ; 

And the brotherhood that He loved Ls more than a saintly thought. 

And the wars and the strifes which we mourn are lost in the peace He taught ; 

Then Christ coming shall make all things new. Or it may be that ages of pain 
Shall quench the dim light of to day, bringing hack the thick darkness again. 

And then, slow as the tide which flows on though each wave may seem to 
recede, 

Man advances again and again to the Rock of a higher creed. 

Or it may be no teacher shall come down again with God in his face, 

But the light which before was reflected from One shall shine on the race. 
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And as this wide earth grows smalteri and men tu men nearer draw, 

There may spring from the root of the race the flower of a nobler law, 

Growing fairer, and still more fair ; or maybe, through long ages of time, 

Man shall rise up from type to type, to the strength of an essence sublime, 

Removed as far in knowledge, in length of life, and in good 

From us, as we from the mollusc which gasped in the first warm flood, — 

A creature so wise and so high that he scorns all allurement of ill, 

Marching on through an ordered life in the strength of a steadfast will. 

Whg knows? But, however it be, wc live, and shall live indeed. 

In ourselves or in others to come. What more doth our longing need ? 

liid with God, or on earth, wc shall sec, burning brighter and yet more bright, 
The sphere of humanity move throughout time on its pathway of light ; 

Circling round with a narrower orbit, as age upon age fleets away, 

The Centre of Force and of Being, the Fountain of Light and of Day, 

Till, nearer drawn, and more near, at last it shall merge and fall 
In its source ; man is swallowed in God, the Part is lost in the All ; 

One more world is recalled to rest, one more star adds its fire to the sun. 

One light less wanders thro’ space, and the stoiy of man is done ! ” 
«•#«*« 

Then slowly I rose to go from my place on the long gravc<grass. 

Where so long I had lain in deep thought, and letting ihc moments pass : 

A great light was flooding the plains of the earth and (he uttermost sky, 

The low church and the deep-sunk vale, and the place where one day I shall lie, 

The fresh graves of those we have lost, the dark yews with their reverend gloom, 
And the green wave which only marks the place of the nameless tomb ; 

And thro* all the dear spaces above— oh wonder ! oh gloiy of Light ! — 

Came forth myriads on myriads of worlds, the shining host of the night,— 

The vast forces and fires that know the same sun and centre as we ; 

The faint planets which roll in vast orbits round suns we shall never see ; 

The rays which had sped from the first, with the awful swiftness of light, 

To nmh only then, it might be, the confines of mortal sight : 
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Ob, wonder of Cosmical Order ! oh, Maker and Ruler of all, 

Ikfore whose Infinite greatness in silence we worship and fall ! 

Could I doubt that the Will which keeps this great Universe steadfast and sure 
Might be less than His creatures thought, full of goodness, pitifoh pure ? 

Could 1 dream that the Power which keep> those great suns circling around, 
Took no thought for the humblest life which flutters and falls to the ground ? 

**Oh, Faith ! thou art higher than all.*' Then I turned from the glories above, 
And from every casement new-lit there shone a soft radiance of love : 

Young mothers were teaching their children to fold little hands in prayer ; 
Strong fathers were resting from toil, *mid the hush of the Sabbath air ; ^ 

Peasant lovers strolled thro’ the lanes, shy and dillident, each with each, 

Yet knit by some subtle union too fine for their htihing speed) : 

Humble lives, to low thought, and low ; but linked, to the thinker's eye, 

By a bond that is stronger than death, with the lights of the ultitualc sky : 

Here as there, the great drama of life rolled on, and a jubilant voice 
Thrilled through me ineffable, vast, and bade me c^ult and rejoice ; 

Kxult and rejoice, oh soul 1 sang iny being to a mystical hymn 

As I passed by the cool bright wolds, as 1 threaded my pinewoods dim ; 

Rejoice and be sure I as I passed to my fair home under the hill, 

Wrapt round with a happy content,— and the worltl ami my 5 ju 1 were still ! 
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Beam on me, fair Ideal, beam on me ! 

Too long thou bast concealed thee in 
a cloud ; 

Mine is no vision strong to pierce to 
thee, 

Nor voice coiii{daiiiing loud. 

Wherry thon mightest find thy dear, 
and conte 

To thine own heart, and long-expccting 
home. 


Too long thou dost withdraw thee from 
mine eyes ; 

Too long thou lingerest. Ah, truant 
sweet I 

Dost thou no reckoning take of all my 
sighs, 

While Time with flying feet 

Speeds onward, till the westering sun 
sinks low— 

With cruel feet so swift and yet so 
slow? 
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Time was I thought ihat thou wouldst 
come a maid 

White-armed, with deep blue eyes 
and sunny head ; 

But, ah ) too long the lovely vision 
stayed. 

And then, when this was fled, 

Fame, with blown clarion clear, and 
wide-spread wings, 

Fame, crown and summit of created 
things. 

And then in guise of Truth, when this 
« grew faint, 

Truth in Belief and Act, and Life 
and Thought, 

White-robed and virginal, a pure cold 1 
saint. 

Thou earnest awhile, long sought ; 

But only in glimpses earnest thou, so I 

Watch wearily until thou passest by. 

I 1 watch, I hunger, though I 

know 

Thou wilt not come at all who stay’st 
so long. 

My hope has lost its strength, my heart 
its glow ; 

I grow too cold for song : 

Long since I might have sung, hadst thou 
come then, 

A song to echo through the souls of men. 

Yet| since ’tis better far to dream in 
sleep, 

Than wholly lose the treacheries of 

time^ 

I hold it gain to have seen thy garments 
sweep 

On the far hills sublime : 

Still will I hope thy glorious face to 
sec,— 

Beam on me, lair Ideal^ b eam on me I I 


Lkt me at last be laid 
On that hillside I know which scans 
the vale, 

Beneath the thick yews’ shade, 

For shelter when the rains and winds 
prevail. 

It cannot be the eye 
Is blinded when we die, 

So that we know no more at all 
The dawns increase, the evenings fall ; 
Shut up within a mouldering chest of 
wood 

Asleep, and careless of our children’s 
good. 

Shall I not feel the spring. 

The yearly resurrection of tlie earth, 
Stir thro’ each sleeping thing 
With the fair throbbings and alarms of 
birth, 

Calling at its own hour 
I On folded leaf and flower, 

Calling the lamb, the lark, the bee, 
Calling the crocus and anemone. 
Calling new lustre to the maiden’s eye, 
And to the youth love and ambition 
high? 

Shall I no more admire 
The winding river kiss the daisied plain ? 
Nor sec the dawn’s cold fire 
Steal downward from the rosy hills 
again ? 

Nor watch the frowning cloud. 

Sublime with mutterings loud. 

Burst on the vale, nor eves of gold. 

Nor crescent moons, nor starlights cold. 
Nor the red casements glimmer on the 
hill 

At Vule-tides, when the froeen leas 
ore still ? 
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Or should my children’s tread 
ITirough Sabbath twilights, when the 
hymns are done, 

Come softly overhead, 

Shall no sweet quickening through 
my bosom run, 

Till all my soul exhale 
Into the primrose pale, 

And every flower which springs above 
Breathes a new jHJrfume from ray love ; 
And I shall throb, and stir, and thrill 
beneath 

With a pure passion stronger far than 
death ? 

Sw€et thought ! fair, gracious dream, 
Too fair and fleeting for our clearer 
view ! 

How should our reason deem 
That those dear souls, who sleep 
bcneatli the blue 
In rayless caverns dim, 

’Mid ocean monsters grim. 

Or whitening on the trackless sand. 

Or with strange corpses on each hand 
In battle- trench or city graveyard He, 
Break not their prison-bonds till time 
shall die ? 

Nay, *tis not so indeed. 

With the last fluttering of the failing 
breath 

The clay-cold form doth breed 
A viewless essence, far too fine for 
death ; 

And ere one voice can mourn, 

On upward pinions borne, 

They are hidden, they are hidden, in 
some thin air. 

Far from corruption, far from care, 
Where through a veil they view their 
former scene. 

Only a little touched by what has been. 


Touched but a little ; and yet, 
Conscious of every change that doth 
l)efal, 

By constant change beset, 

The creatures of this tiny whirling 
hall, 

Filled with a higher being, 

Dowcrcfl with a clearer seeing, 

Risen to a vaster scheme of life, 

To wider joys and nobler strife, 
Viewing our little human hopes and 
fears 

As we our children’s fleeting smiles and 
tears. 

I'hen, whether with Arc they burn 
This dwelling-house of mine when lam 
fled, 

And in a marble urn 

My ashes rest by my beloved dead, 

Or in the sweet cold earth 
I pass from death to birth, 

And pay kind Nature’s life-long debt 
In hcart’s-casc and in violet— 

In charnel-yard or hidden ocean wave, 
Where’er I lie, 1 shall not scorn my 
grave. 
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LovK-s^lGiis that are sighed and spent 
in vain, 

Ah ! folly, folly, 

Thou dost transmute into a precious 
pain. 

Sweet melancholy. 

Ah ! folly, folly. 

Ah I fair melancholy, 

Sweeter by far thy mild remedial pain. 

Than if toce hope should rise and 
throb again. 
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High hopes of glory sunk to naught, 
Ah I folly, folly, 

And deep perplexities of baffled thought 
Thou healest, melancholy, 

Ah I folly, folly, 

Ah i sweet melancholy. 

Thou dost bear with thee a balm un* 
sought, 

To heal the wounds of love and pride 
and thought. 

Yet thou art a trivial cure for ill, 

Pale melancholy, 

Fitting best a feebler brain and will, 

Ah ! folly, folly. 

Ay, sweet melancholy, 

F'olly art thou, folly. 

Who only may not trivial ills endure 
Will to thy pharmacy entrust his cure. 

Since thou slialt not heal the wounds I 
know, 

I\ak melancholy, 

I will seek if any comfort giow 
In jovial folly, 

Ah 1 folly, folly, 

Worse than melancholy. 

No other cure there is for Fortune’s 
smart 

Than a soul self-contained, and a proud 
innocent heart ! 


7HE D/ALOGUE. 

Unto my soul I said, 

** Oh, vagrant soul 1 
When o’er my living heail 
A few years roll, 

I$*t true that thou sholt fly 
Fat away into the sky, 
Leaving me in my place 
Alone with my disgrace ? 


For thou wilt stand in the Fast, 
The night withdrawn, 
While-robed as is a priest. 

At the door of dawn ; 

While I within the ground, 

In misery fast bound, 

Shall lie, blind, deaf, and foul, 
Since thou art fled, O soul.’* 

Then said ray soul to me : 

“ Thy lot is best ; 

For thou shalt tranquil be, 

Sunk deep in rest. 

While nfiked I shall know 
The intolerable glow 
When as, the sun, shall rise 
A Are in fiery skies. 

“ Thou >halt lie cool and dark, 
Forgetting all j 
I shall float shamed and stark, 

Till the sun fall : 

Thou shalt bo earth in earth. 
Preparing for new birlli ; 

While me in the heaven flcrce. 
Pure glories fright and pierce.” 

Then said I to »ry soul, 

And she to me : 

“ Where’er life’s current roll 
We twain shall be, 

Pari here and part not here, 
Partners in hope and fear, 

Until, our exile done, 

We meet at last in one." 


THE BIRTH OF VERSE. 

Blind thoughts which occupy the 
brain, 

Dumb melodies which fill the eat, 
Dim perturbations, precious pain, 

A gleam of hope, a chill of fear,— 
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These seize the poet's soul, and mould 
The ore of fancy into gold. 

And first no dehnile thought there is 
In all that affluence uf sound, 

Like those sweet formless melodies 
Piped to the listening woods around, 
lly birds which never teacher had 
Hut love and knowledge : they are glad. 

Till, when the chambers of the soul 
Are Blled with inarticulate airs, 

A spirit comes which doth control 
'fhe music, and its end prepares ; 
Add, with a power serene and strong, 
Shapes these wild melodies to song. 

Or haply, thoughts which glow and 
burn 

Await long time the fitting strain, 
Which, swiftly swelling, seems to turn 
The silence to a load of pain ; 

And somewhat in him seems to cry, 

“ I will have utterance, or I die ! ” 

Then of a sudden, full, complete. 

The strong strain bursting into sound. 
Words come with rhythmic rush of feet, 
Fit music girds the language round. 
And with a comeliness unsought, 
Appears the winged, embodied thought. 

But howsoever they may rise, 

Fit words and music come to birth ; 
There soars an angel to the skies, 
There walks aPresence on the earth— 
A something which shall yet inspire 
Myriads of souls unborn with fire. 

And when hts voice is hushed and 
dumb. 

The flame burnt out, the glory dead, 


lie feels a thrill of wonder come 
At that wliich his poor tongue has 
said ; 

And thinks of each diviner line — 

** Only the hand that wrote was mine." 


SONG, 

Oi[ \ w'crc I rich and mighty, 
With store of gems and gold. 
And you, a beggar at my gate, 
Lay starving in the cold ; 

I wonder, could I bear 
To leave you pining there ? 

Or, if I w'ere an angel, 

And you an earth-born thing, 
Beseeching me to touch you 
In rising with my wing ; 

1 wonder should 1 soar 
Aloft, nor heed you more ? 

Or, dear, if I were only 
A maiden cold and sweet, 

And you, a humble lover, 
Sighed vainly at my feet ; 

1 wonder if my heart 
Would know no pain or smart ? 


TffE ENIGMA. 

The gaslights flutter and flare 
On the cruel stones of the street, 
And beneath in the sordid glare 
Face legions of weary feet ; 

Fair laces that soon tdudl grow hard, 
Shy glances already grown bold, 
The wreclcs of a girlhood marred 
By shame and hunger and cold. 
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But here, as she passes along, 

Is one whose young cheek still shows, 
*Mid the pallid, pitiful throng. 

The fresh bloom of a tender rose. 
Not long has she walked with vice, 

A recruit to the army of 111, 

A fresh lamb for the sacrifice 
That steams up to Moloch still. 

And the spell through which youth 
draws all, 

The faint shyness in hurrying walk. 
The lithe form sleniler and tall, 

The soft burr in her simple talk, 
Constrains the grave passer, whose brain 
Is long leagues of fancy apart, 

To thrill with a sudden pain 
And an emptiness of heart. 

Poor child 1 since it is not long 
Since you were indeed but a child, 

A gay thing of bird -like song, 

And even as a bird is wild ; 

With no shadow of thought or care. 
Laughing all the sweet hours away. 
When every morning was fair, 

And every season a May. 

Through the red fallow on the hill 
The white team laboured along, 
While you roamed the green copses at 
will. 

And mimicked the cuckoo’s song ; 
While tliey tossed and carrieil the hay, 
While the reapers were hid in the 
wheat, 

Vou had only to laugh and to play, 

Or to bathe in the brook your feet. 

Foryour mother led you a child, 

Vcnir rough father’s pride and joy : 
Rejoiced that his girl was as wild 
And Ibarless any boy. 


Tliough you would not plunder the 
nest, 

Nor harry the shrieking hare. 

You could gallop bare-backed with the 
best, 

And knew where the orchises were. 

“ Like a boy” was what they said, 
With your straight limbs aud fearless 
face ; 

Like a girl in the golden head, 

Gay fancies, and nameless grace. 
Like a boy in high courage and all 
Quick ft»rccs, and daring of will ; 
Like a girl in the peril to fall, 

And innocent blindness to ill. 

And even now, on the sordid street, 

As you pass by the theatre door. 

You b ing with you some freshness 
sweet 

Of the brightness and brccses ot 
yore. 

Not yet arc the frank eyes grown bold, 
Not yet have they lost all their joy ; 
Not yet has time taken the gold 
From the short crisp curls of the 
Ixiy. 

And if truly a boy’s they were. 

Not thus would he pace forlorn ; 

Nor would careless passers-by dare 
To shoot out the lips of scorn. 

Is it Nature or man that makes 
An unequal judgment arraign 
Those whose equal nature takes 
Tlic mark of the self-same stain ? 

L.eaving this one, shame and disgrace ; 

Leaving that on^ honour and fame ; 
To this one, confusion of face. 

To that one, a stainless name : 



TO THE TORMENTORS, 


A high port and respect and wealth 
For the one who is guilty indeed. 
While the innocent walks by stealth 
Through rough places with feet that 
bleed. 

Do I touch a deep ulcer of Time» 

A created or ultinnate ill, 

A primal curse or a crime, 

Self-inflicted through ignorance still ? 
But meanwhile, poor truant, you come 
With a new face year after year, 
Ixraving innocence, freedom, and home 
For tlicse dens of weeping and fear. 

To decline by a swift decay. 

To a thing so low and forlorn, 

That, for all your fresh beauty to day, 
It were better you never were born ; 
Or to find in some rare-sent hour, 

As a lily rooted in mire, 

Love spring with its pure white flower 
From the lowest depths of desire. 

Heaven pity you ! So little turns 
The stream of our lives from the 
right 5 

So like is the flame that bums 
To the hearth that gives warmth and 
light ; 

So fine the impassable fence, 

Set for ever ’twixt right and wrong, 
Between white lives of innocence 
And dark lives too di'cadful for song. 


TO THE TORMENTORS, 

Dear little friend, who, day by day, 
Before the door of home 
Art ready waiting till thy master come, 
With monitory paw and noisci 
Swelling to half delirious joys, 
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Whether my i>alh I take 

By leafy coverts known to thee before, 

Where the gay coney loves to play, 

Or the loud pheasant whirls f^rom out 
the brake 

Unharmed by us, save for some frolic 
chase, 

Or innocent panting race ; 

Or who, if by the sunny river's side 
I Inply my steps 1 turn, 

With loud petition constantly dost 
yearn 

To fetch the whirling slake from the 
warm tide ; 

Who, if I chide thee, grovellcst in the 
dust, 

And dost forgive me, though I am 
unjust, 

Blessing the hand that smote: who 
with fond love 

Gazest, and fear for me, such as doth 
move 

Those finer souls which know, yet may 
not sec, 

And arc wrapped round and lost in 
ecstasy 

And thou, dear little friend and soft, 
Breathing a gentle air of hearth and 
home ; 

Whose low purr to the lonely car doth 
oft 

With deep refreshment come ; 

Though thy quick nature is not frank 
and gay 

As that one's, yet with graceful play 
Thou dost bi^uile the evenings, and 
dost sit 

With mien demurely fit ; 

With half-closed eyes, as in a dream 
Responsive to the singing steam, 

Most delicately clean and white, 

Thou baskest in the flickerii^f ; 
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TO THE TORMENTORS. 


Quick-tempered art thou, and yet, if a 
child 

Molest thee, pitiful and mild ; 

And always thy delight is, simply 
neat, 

To seat thee faithful at thy master’s 
feet 

And thou, good friend and strong, 

Who art the docile labourer of the 
world ; 

Who groanest when the battle mists arc 
curled 

On the red plain ; who toilest all day 
long 

To make our gain or sport ; who art 
the care 

That cleanses idle lives, which, but for 
thee 

And thy pure, noble nature, perhaps 
might sink 

To lower levels, born of lust and 
* drink. 

And half-forgotten sloughs of infamy, 
Which desperate souls could dare ; — 
And ye, fair timid things, whv) lightly 
jday 

By summer woodlands at the close of 
day 

Wlmt arc ye all, dear creatures, tame 
or wild ? 

What other nature yours than of a 
child. 

Whose dumbness finds a voice mighty 
to call. 

In wordless pity, to the souls of all 
Whose lives I turn to profit, and w hose 
mute 

And constant friendship links the man 
and brute? 

Shall 1 consent to raise 
A torturing hand against your few and 
evil days?. 


.Shall I indeed delight 

To take you, helpless kinsmen, fast and 
1x>und, 

And while ye lick my hand 

Lay bare your veins and nerves in one 
red wound, 

Divide the sentient brain ; 

And while the raw flesh quivers with 
the pain, 

A calm 4>bserver stand. 

And drop in some keen acid, and watch 
it bite 

Hie writhing life : wrench the still 
beating heart, 

And with calm voice meanwhile dis- 
course, and bland. 

To boys who jeer or sicken as they 
gaze, 

Of the great Goddess Science and her 
gracious ways ? 

Great Heaven I this shall not be, ibis 
present hell, 

And none denounce it ; well I know, 
loo well, 

That Nature works by ruin and by 
wrong, 

Taking no cioc for any but the 

I strong. 

Taking no care. But we are more than 
she ; 

We touch to higher levels, a higher 
love 

Doth through our being move : 

Though we know all our benefits bought 
by blood, 

Ami that by suffering only reach we 
good \ 

Vet not with mocking laughter, nor in 
play, 

Shall we give death or carve a life 
away. 
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And if it be indeed 

For some vast gain of knowledge, wc 
might give 

These humble lives that live. 

And for the race should bid Ihe victim 
bleed, 

Only for some great gain, 

Some counterpoise of pain ; 

And that with solemn soul and grave, 
Like his who from the fire ’scapes, or 
the flood, 

Who would save all, ay, with his heart’s 
best bloorl, 

Hut of his children chooses which to save! 

Surely a man should scorn 
To owe his weal \o others* <lcath and ; 
pain ? 

Sure ’(were no real gain 
To batten on lives so weak and so 
forlorn ? 

Nor were it light indeed 
'fo do for others what for self were 
wrong. 

’Tis but the same dead creed, 

Preaching the naked triumph of the 
strong ; | 

And for this Cioddess Science, har<l and j 
stem, j 

We shall not let her priests torment and i 
burn : j 

Wc fought the priests before, and not I 
in vain ; | 

And as we fought before, so will wc j 
fight again. j 


CHILDREN OF THE STREET. 

BkiGHT boys vociferous, 
Girbchildren clamorous. 

Shrill trebles echdng, 

Down the long street ; 
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Every day come they there, 
Afternoon foul or fair, 

Shouting and volleying ^ 

Through wintry winds and cold, 
Through summer eves of gold. 
Running and clamouring i 
Never a day but brings, 

Ragge<l and thinly clad, 

Hatlling with poverty, 

Hunger, and wretchedness, 

Ihnvc little souls forlorn, 

Gaining bard bread. 

“ Terrible accident ; 

Frightful explosion. Sir ; 

News from Australia, 

News from America ; 

Only one halfpenny, 

Special edition, Sir, 

AV/ze, Sir, A'z/ziz/” 

'i'hus they shout breathlessly, 
Dashing and hurrying, 

I'lircading the carri:iges, 

Under the rapid feel ; 

Frightening the passer-by, 

Down the long street : 

On till they chance to meet 
Some vague phi'lbsopher. 

* « « 

And Sira i(dn way the burry, 

And Vmstle, and noise, 

Fade away in his thought 
Before tranquiller joys. 

Here are problems indeed, 

Not to solve, it is true, 

But on every side filling 
The fanciful view ; 

Which ere he has grasped them 
Are vanished and gone, 

Hut leave him in solitude 
Never alone i 

Thoughts of Fate, and of Life, 
And the end of it all, 
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Of the strugf^le and strife 
Where few rise, many fall ; 
Thoughts of Country and Empire^ 
or Future and Past, 

And the centuries gliding 
So slow, yet so fast : 

Old fancies, yet strange. 

Thoughts sa<i and yet sweet, 

Of lives come to harvest, 

And lives incomplete ; 

Of the lingering march, 

Of the Infinite plan, 
bringing slowly, yet surely, 

Tlie glory of man ; 

Of our failures and losses, 

Our victory and gain ; 

Of our treasure of hope 
And our Present of pain. 

And) higher than all, 

That these young voices teach 
A glowing conviction 
Too precious for speech ; 

That somewhere down deep 
In each natural soul 
Sacred verities sleep, 

Holy waterfloods roll ; 

That to young lives untaught, 
Without friend, without home. 
Some gleams of a light 
That is heavenlier come ; 

That to toil which is honest 
A voice calls tliem still, 

Which is more than the tempter’s 
And stronger than ill. 

For, 'poor souls, ’twere better, 

If pleasure were all, 

Not to strive thus and labour, 

Bat let themselves fall ; 

They might gain, for a time. 
Higher wages than this, 

And that sharp sest of sinning 
The innocent miss ; 


They might know fuller life, 
And, should fortune befriend. 
Escape the Law’s pains 
From beginning to end ; 

Or, if they should fail, 

What for them does home bring 
Which should make of a prison 
So dreadful a thing ? 

These children, whom formalists, 
Narrow and stern, 

Have denied what high principle 
Comes from to learn ; 

To whom this great empire, 
Whose records they cry. 

Is a hook scaled as close 
As (lie ages gone by ; 

Who bear a name great 
Among nations of earth, 

Put are English alone 
By the fortune of birth ; 

These young mouths that come 
To a board well-nigh bare, 

Who elsewhere were riches, 

But here a grave care. 

Great Empire ! fast bound 
By invisible bands, 

That convey to earth’s limits 
Thy rulers’ commands ; 

Who siltest alone 
By thy rude northern sea, 

On an ocean-built throne, 

The first home of the free, 

Whom thy tall chimneys shroud 
In a life-giving gloom ; 

Wlio clotheat mankind 
With the work of thy loom ; 

Who o’er all seas dost send out 
Thy dccp-laden ships ; 

Who teachest all nations 
The words of thy lips ; 

Who despatchest thy viceroys 
Imperially forth 
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To the palms of thy East 
And the snows of thy North ; 

Who govemcst millions 
Of dark subtle men 
Dy the might of just laws 
And the sword of the pen ; 

Who art planted wherever 
A while foot may tread. 

On the poisonous land 
Whicli for ages lies dead ; 

Whi) di<lst nouri'kli the freeman 
With milk from thy breast, 

To the mcasiircle''s Commonwealth 
E<irding the West ; 

Who hohlost to*day 
Of those once subject lands 
A remnant ton mighty 
F'or weaklier hands; 

Who in thy isle-continent, 

Yearly increased, 

Uearest empires of freemen 
To sway the far East ; 

Who art set on lone islets 
Of palm and of spice, 

On deserts of sand 
And on mountains of ice : 

Who bring’st Freedom wherever 
Thy flag is unfurle^l ; 

The exemplar, the envy, 

The crown of the World ! 

W'hat is’t thou dost owe 
To these young lives of thine, 

What else but to foster 
This dim spark divine ? 

Think of myriads like these. 
Without teaching or home. 

Who with pitiful accents 
Beseeching thee come : 

Think how Time, whirling on, 
Time that never may rest. 

Brings the strength of the loins 
And the etirve of the breast, j 


Till, with poor minds still childish, 
These children are grown 
To the age that shall give them 
Young lives of their own ; 

Think of those, who to-day 
In the sweet country air 
Idve, ns soulless, almost, 

As the birds which they scare ; 
Think of all those for whom, 

To the immature brain, 

The dull whirr of the loom 
Brings a throbbing of pain ; 

Think of countless lives fallen, 
Sunk, never to rise. 

For the lack of the warning 
Their country denies, — 

Fallen, ruined, and lost, 

Through all time that shall be, 
Fallen for ever and lost 
To themselves and to thee ; — 
Thou who standest, girt round 
By strong foes on each side, 

Foes who envy thy greatness. 

Thy glory, thy pride ; 

Thou, who surely shnlt need 
Heart and soul, brain and hand, 
Brain to plan, hand to bleed, 

For thy might, O clear land ! 

Till, while slowly he ponders 
These thoughts in his brain, 

Sec ! there swiftly comes rushing 
A young troop again. 


** Terrible accident ; 
Frightful explosion, Sir ; 
News, Sir, from Germany ; 
Latest from India ; 

Special edition. Sir, 

Only one half-penny I 


L 
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SOULS IN PRISON. 


Thus the rcvolublc 
Assonant Eeho. 

Again they rush breathlessly ; 
Dashing and hurrying^ 
Frighting the passer-by, 
Shouting and volleying. 
Bright boys vociferous, 
Girl-children clamorous, 

On till they meet again 
Some vague philosopher. 


SOULS IN PRISON 

I THOUGHT that I looked on the land 
of the lost, 

A stony desert, arid and bare, 

Gray under a heavy air. 

Not n bird was there, nor a flower, nor 
a tree, 

Nor rushing river, nor sounding sea ; 
Ami I seemed to myself like a ghost. 

A land of shadows, a herbless plain, . 
A faint light aslant on the barren 
ground. 

And never a sight nor a sound : 

i>nly at times, of invisible feet, 

Wearily tracking one dull, sad beat, 
Too spiritless to complain ; 

And of faces hid by a blank white mask. 
From which there glared out cavernous 
eyes, 

Full of hate and revolt and lies : 

As if the green earth on which others 
live 

llad nothing of hope or of fear to give 
But a lu^ess, perpetual task. 


Far in the distance a vast gray pile 
Stretched out its spidcr-likc, echoing 
ways 

In long centrifugal rays $ 

And sometimes dimly I seemed to sec 
Dumb gangs of poor workers, fruitless^** 
Bent in hard tasks useless and vile, 

To which, issuing silent, in single rank, 
Along narrow pathways stony and blank 
The hopeless toilers would come. 

Or else each was idly cooped in a cell 
Narrow, and gloomy, and hard, as hell, 
Which was all that they knew of home. 

And around them frowning, grimy and 
tall. 

With no ivy or lichen, a circling wall 
Shut God and life utterly out ; 

And in the midst, with unclosing eye 
A muffled watcher .stood silently, 

As they paced al>out and about. 

Never alone— for, wherever they went, 
From some centi.a! lower an eye was 
l>cnt 

Along all the long, straight-drawn 
ways. 

Never alone — for an unseen eye, 

As the stealthy footstep went noiselessly 

Swept each lonely cell with its gaze. 

Always alone — for in all the tbroi^ 

No word or glance as they shuffled 
along 

But the ofder-word, sharp and loud. 
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Always alone— for in all the crowd 

No glance of comfort from pitying eyes 

Might pierce through the thick disguise. 

Nor, if husband were therCi or child, or 
wife, 

Could the subtle communion of love 
and life 

Escape that terrible eye. 

N et husbands and wives and chihlren 
there were, 

Voung limbs, and age bent in a dumb 
despair, 

Too strong or too weak to die. 

Nothing remained, as it seemed, but 
thought 

Of the old hopes vanished and come to 
nought, 

And the hopeless, perpetual care,— 

Nought but to sit, as the night would 
fall, 

Tracing bhick ghosts on the bl.mk 
white wall 

In a silent rage of despair ; 

Or, before the dull daylight began to 
break, 

To st&rt at the iron<tongued summons 
and M*ake 

To the curse of another day. 

And so, in silence, to brood and plot 

To regain the poor freedom and life 
which were not, 

Though it bartered a soul away ; 

Or, later, to cherish the old offence 

With a secret lurking devil of sense, 

And a spring of desire self-bent, 


Till at last all longing was sunk and 
spent 

In a lifeless, fathomless slough con- 
tent. 

Not repentance, nor fear, nor grief, 

Nor belief at all, nor yet unbelief ; 

But a soul which skulks from itself like 
a thief, 

And is damned for ever and dead. 

» • * « 

'J'hus I thought to myself ; and, though 
straight I saw 

It was only the house of retributive 

L.1W, 

T shuddered and shrank, and fled. 


A SEPARA7V0N DEED. 

WiiKRtAs we tw.iin, who still are 
bound for life, 

Who took each other for belter and fur 
worse, 

Arc now plunged deep in hate and bitter 
strife, 

And all our former Jpve is grown a 
curse : 

.So that ’twere luHter, doubtless, wc 
should be 

In loneliness, so that we were apart, 

Nor in each other’s changed eyes look- 
ing, see 

The cold reflection of an alien heart : 

To this insensate parchment we reveal 

Our joint despair, and seal it with our 
seal. 

Forgetting the dear days not long ago, 

When we walked slow by starlight 
through the corn : 

Forgetting, since our hard fate wills 
it so. 
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All but our parted lives and souls 
forlorn ; 

Forgetting the sweet fetters strong to 
bind 

Which childish fingers forge and baby 
smiles, 

Our common pride to watch the grow- 
ing mind, 

Our common joy in childhood's simple 
wiles, 

The common tears we shed, the kiss 
we gave, 

Standing beside the open little grave ; 

Forgetting these and more, if to forget 

Be possible, as we would fain indeed. 

And if the past be not too deeply set 

In our two hearts, with roots that, 
touched, will bleed 

Yet, could we cheat by any pretext fair 

The world, if not ourselves — *lwcre so 
far well— 

We would not put our bonds from us, 
and bare 

To careless eyes the secrets of our hell ; 

So this indenture witnesseth that we, 

As follows here, do solemnly agree. 

We will take each our oum, and will 
abide 

Separate from bed and board for all 
our life ; 

Whatever chance of weal or woe l>etide, 

Naught shall re-knit the husband and 
the wife. 

Thdugh one grow gradually poor and 
weak, 

The other, lapt in luxury, will not 
, heed^ 

Thow^ one, in mortal pain, the other 
seek, 

The other may not ansu’cr to the need ; 


We, who through long years did 'to- 
gether rest 

In wedlock, heart to heart, and breast 
to breast. 

One shall the daughter take, and one 
the boy, — 

Poor boy, who shall not hear his 
mother's name, 

Nor feel her kiss ; p<)or girl, for whom 
the joy 

Of her sire’s smile is changed for sullen 
shame : 

Brother and sister, who, if they should 
meet, 

With faces strange, amid the careless 
crowd, 

\Viil feci their hearU beat with no 
quicker beat, 

Nor inward voice of kinship calling 
loud : 

Two widowed lives, whose fulness may 
not come ; 

Two orphan lives, knowing but half of 
home. 

\Vc have not told the tale, nor wll, 
indeed. 

Of dissonance, whether cruel wrong or 
crime. 

Or sum of petty injuries which breed 

The hate of hell when multiplied by 
time, 

Dishonour, falsehood, jealous fancies, 
blows. 

Which in one moment wedded souls 
can sunder ; 

But, since our yoke intolerable grows. 

Therefore we set our seals and souls as 
under : 

\yritnes8 the powers of W^tong and 
Hate and Death. 

And this Indenture also witnesseth. 
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SONG. 

They mount from glory to glory, 

They sink from deep unto deep, 

They proclaim iheir sweet passionate 
story, 

I'ltey tremble on clmrds that weep. 
And with them my soul spreads her 
wings, 

And my heart goes out to them and 
sings. 

And chord within chord interlaces, 

Like the leaves that protect some 
^ fair bloom ; 

And with subtle and tremulous graces, 
And tender lights dappled with 
gloom, 

Like the fall of an ocean*borne bell, 
The harmonies quicken and swell. 

Then swift from those languishing voices 
And accents which marry and die, 
Like the sound of a trumpet, rejoices 
One clear note unfaltering, high, 
And my s(>ul, through its magical power, 
Bursts and dies like an aloe in flower. 


FREDERIC. 

As these sheets came in from the 
printer, 

My lad who had brought me them 
said, 

** Please, Sir, as 1 passed his office, 

They told me that Frederic was 
dead.” 

And 1 knew in a moment thrill through 
me, 

A keen little sorrow ami smart, 


Then a sudden revolt and rebellion 
Assail me and fetter my heart, 

As he went on with lioyish prattle, 
Before I hod courage to speak : 

“lie died of consumption, they said, 
Sir; 

And he earned sixteen shillings a 
week.”. 

‘ ‘ IIow old was he ? ” “ Just seventeen, 
Sir : 

He had grown very tall and while.” 
And I thought of the childish features, 
'fhe bright cheeks, and eyes still more 
bright, 

When, withdrawn from his school far 
too early, 

He came with his treasured prize. 

To show to his new-found master, 

With a simple pride in his eyes ; 

And how it soon proved that his writing 
Wa> $0 clear, and skilful, and fine, 
That I set him the task to decipher 
The hieroglyphs which are mine. 

■f 

'Twas four years ago, and so splendid 
Did my first Ixxik of songs appear, 
That, though ofttimes already rejected, 
I sent them forth then without fear. 

Nor ill vain. For now many minds 
know them, 

And many are kindly in praise, 

But the cold little hand that adorned 
them 

Has cast up the sum of its days ! 

Sixteen shillings 1 this pittance could 
purchase 

The flower of those boyish years t 
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This could give to that humble ambition 

Dull entries, whose total is tears I 

Poor young life which was bursting to 
blossom, 

Which had borne its own fruitage 
one day, 

Had those budding years mingled 
together 

Slow labour with hcalthfuller play 1 

Is it man that has done this, or rather. 

These dead blasts that blow, blow', 
blow, blow, 

Week by week, month by month, till 

• lieneath them 

Life withers and pulses beat slow ? 

The dull winds that to-day arc slaying 

Young nnd old with their |iotsonoas 
breath, 

Which slew the rash singer who praised 
them, 

Not the less with a premature death. 

Is it man with tiad laws and fools* 
customs, 

False pride, poverty, ignorant greed ? 

Is it God making lives for His pleasure, 

Dooms these innocent victims to 
bleed ? 

(a real riddle which one day shall be 
clearer, 

Be our doubts with all reverence 
said } 

But a strong power constrained me to 
w*rite them, 

When I heard Frederic was 
dead. 


70 MY MOTHERLAND. 

Dear motherland, forgive me, if too 
long 

I hold the halting tribute of my song ; 
Letting my wayward fancy idly roam 
Far, far from thee, my early home. 
There are some things too near, 

Too infiiiitv^dy dear 

For speech ; the old ancestral hearth, 
The hills, the vales that saw our birth, 
Arc hallowed deep within the reverdtl 
breast ! 

And who of these keeps silence, he is 
l>est. 

Vet would not I appear, 

Who have known many a brighter land 
and sea 

Since first my boyish footsteps went 
from thee, 

'Fhc less to hold thee dear ; 

Or lose in newer beauties the immense 
First love for ihce, O birth-land, which 
fulfils 

My inmost heart and soul, — 

Love for thy smiling and sccpiestered 
vales. 

Love for thy winding streams which 
sparkling roll 

Through thy rich fields, dear Wales, 
From long perspectives of ihy folded 
hills. 

Ay ! these are sacred, all ; 

1 cannot sing of them, too near they are. 
What if from out thy dork yews, gazing 
for, 

I sat and s.ing, Llangunnor! of the 
vale 

Through which fair To\yy winds her 
lingering fall, 
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Gliding by Dynevor*s wood crowned 
sleep, 

AnJ, alternating swift with deep, 
lly park and tower a living thing 
or loveliness meandering ; 

And traced her flawing, onward still, 
Jly Grongar dear to rhyme, or Drys- 
llwyn*$ castled hill. 

Till the fresh upward tides prevail, 
Which stay her stream and bring the 
sea-borne sail, 

And the broad river rolls majestic down 
lilheath the gray walls of niy native 
town. 

Would not my fancy quickly stray 
To thee, sea-girt St. David’s, far away, 
A minster on the deep ; or, further 
still, 

To you, grand mountains, which (he 
stranger knows ; 

Eryri throned amid the clouds and 
snows, 

The dark lakes, the wild passes of the 
north ; 

Or Cader, a stem sentinel looking forth 
Over the boisterous main ; or thee, 
dear Isle 

Not lovely, yet which canst my thought 
beguile — 

Mona, from whose fresh wind-swept 
postures came 

My grandsire, bard and patriot, like in 
name 

Whose verse his countrymen still love 
to sing 

At bidding-feast or rustic junketing ? 

Ah, no I too near for song, and yc too 
near, 


My brethren of the ancient race and 
tongue ; 

The bardic measures deep, the sweet 
songs sung 

At congresses, which fan the sacred fii'C 
Which did of old your ancestors inspire; 
The simple worship sternly pure, 

The faith unquestioning and sure, 
Which doth the priest despise and his 
dark >vays, 

And riseth best to fullest praise 
Beneath some humble roof-tree, rude 
and bare, 

Or through the mountains’ unpolluted 
air ; 

Who know not violence nor blood. 

And who, if sometimes ye decline from 
go<Kl, 

Sin the soft sins which gentler spirits 
move, 

AVhich warmer Fancy breeds, and t<K> 
much love. 

I may not sing of you, 

Or tell my love — others there are who 
will, 

Who haply bear iioi yet a love so true 
As that my soul doth fill — 

If to applaujiu it lead, or gain, or fame ; 
Better than this it were to bear the 
pain 

W’hich comes to higher spirits when 
they know 

They fire in other souls no answering 
glow ; 

Love those who love me not again, 
And leave my country naught, not even 
a name. 
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In February, when the dawn was slow, 

And winds lay still, I gazed upon the 
fields 

Which stretched before me, lifeless, | 
and the stream 

Which laboured in the distance to the •' 
sen, 

Sullen and cold. No force of fancy 
took 

My thought to bloomy June, when all 
the land 

Lay deep in crested grass, and through 
the dew 

The landrail brushed, and the lush 
Itanks were lit 

With strawberries, and the hot noise 
of bees 

Wooed the chaste flowers. Rather 1 
seemed to move 

Thro* that weird land, Hellenic fancy 
feigned, 

Beyond the fabled river and thc'l)ark 
, Of Charon ; and forthwith on every side 

Rose the thin throng of ghosts. 

First thro* the gloom 
a dark grove 1 strayed-^n sluggish 
. wood, 

Where scarce the faint Ares of the 
setting stars, 

Or some edd gleam of halfniiscovered 
dawii» 


Might pierce the darkling pines. A 
twilight drear 

Rrooded o*cr all the depths, and filled 
j the dank 

And sunken hollows of the rocks w'ith 
! sha()es 

Of terror, — beckoning hands and noise- 
less feet 

Flitting from shade to shade, wide eyes 
that blared 

With horror, and dumb mouths which 
seemed to cry, 

Vet cried not. An ineffable despair 

Hung over them and that dark world 
and took 

The gazer captive, and a mingled pang 

Of grief and anger, grown to fierce 
revolt 

And haired of the Invisible Force 
which holds 

I The issue of our lives and binds us fast 

Within the net of Fate; as the fisher 
takes 

The little quivering sea-things from the 
sea 

And flings them gasping on the beach 
to die 

Then spreads his net for more. And 
then again 

I knew mysolf and those, creatures who 
lie 
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Safe in the strong grasp of Unchanging 
Law, 

Encompasseii round by hands unseen, 
and chains 

Which do support the feeble life that 
else 

Were spent on barren space ; and thus 
1 came 

To look with less of horror, more of 
thought, 

And bore to see the sight of pain that 
yet 

Should grow to healing, when the con- 
Crete stain 

Of life and act were purged, and the 
cleansed soul, 

Renewed by the slow wear and waste | 
of time, 

Soared after aeons of days. 1 

They seemed alone, 

ITiose prisoners thro' all time. Each 
soul shut fast 

In its own jail of woe, apart, alone, 

For evermore alone ; no thought of 
kin. 

Or kindly human glance, or fellowship 

Of suffering or of sin, made light the 
load 

Of solitary pain. Ay, though they 
walked 

Together, or were prisoned in one cell 

With the partners of their wrong, or 
with strange souIs> 

Which the same Furies tore, they knew 
them not, 

But suffered still alone; as in that 
shape 

Of hell, fools build on earth, where 
hopeless an 

RoU slow in solitude, nor sees the 
face 

Of men, nor hears the sound of speech, 
* nor feels 


The touch of human hand, but broods 
a ghost, 

Hating the bare blank coll — the other 
%clf. 

Which brought it Ihilhct^hating man 
and God, 

And all that is or has been. 


A great fear 

And pity froze my blood, who seemed 
to see 

A half-rcinembercd form. 

An Eastern King 

It was who lay in pain. He wore a 
crown 

Upon his aching brow, and his w'hile 
robe 

Was jewelled with fair gems of price, 
the signs 

Of pomp and honour and all luxury, 

Which might prevent desire. But as I 
looked 

There came a hunger in the gloating 
eyes, 

A quenchless thirst upon the parching 
lips, 

And such unsatisfied strainings in the 
hands 

Stretched idly forth on what 1 could 
not see, 

Some fatal food of fancy ; that I knew 

The undying worm of sense, which frets 
and gnaws 

The unsatisfied stained soul. 

Seeing me, he said : 

**What? And art thou too damned 
as I ? Dost know 

I This thirst as 1 , and see as I the cool 

Lymph drawn from thee and mock 
thy lips ; and parch 
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For ever in continual thirst ; and mark 

The fair fruit ofiTered to thy hunger 
fade 

Before thy longing eyes? I thought 
there was 

No other as I thro* all the weary 
lengths 

Of Time the gods have made, who 
pined so long 

And found fruition muck him. 

Long ago, 

When I was young on earth, ’twas a 
sweet pain 

To ride all day in the long chase, and 
feel 

Toil and the summer fire my blood and 
parch 

My lips, while in my father’s halls I 
knew I 

The cool bath waited, with its marble | 

floor ; I 

And juices from the ripe fruits pressed, ' 
and chilled 

With snows from far-off pe.aks ; and 
troops of slaves ; 

And music and the dance; and fair 
young forms, 

And dalliance, and every joy of i 
sense, I 

That haunts the dreams of youth, which 
strength and ease 

Corrupt, and vacant hours. Ay, it 
was sweet 

For a while to plunge ia these, os fair 
boys plunge 

Naked in summer streams, all veil of 
shame 

.Laid by, only the young dear body 
bathed 

And sunk in its delight, while the firm 
earth, 

The soft green postures gay with inno* 
cent flowers, 


Or sol>er harvest fields, show like a 
dream ; 

And nought is left, but the young life 
which floats 

Upon the depths of death, to sink, 
maybe, 

And drown in pleasure, or rise at length 
grown wise 

And gain the abandoned shore. 

Ah, but at last 

The swift desire burns stronger and 
more strong, 

And feeding on itself, grows tyrannous; 

And the i)arched soul no longer finds 
delight 

In the cool stream of old ; nay, this 
itself, 

Smitten by the fire of sense as by a 
flame. 

Holds not its coolness more ; and 
fevered limbs, 

Seeking the fresh tides of their youth, 
may find 

No more refreshment, but a cauldron 
fired 

With the fires of nether hell ; and a 
black rage 

Usurps the soul, and drives it on to 
slake 

Its thirst with crime and blood. 

Longing Desire ! 

Unsatisfied, sick, impotent Desire 1 

Oh, 1 have known it ages long. I 
knew 

Its pain on earth ere yet my life had 
grown 

I To its full stature, thro* the weary 

I years 

Of manhood, nay, in i^e itself; I 
knew 

The selfsame weary thirst, unsatisfied 

I By nil the charms of sense, by wealth 

! and power , 
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And homage; always craving, never 
quenched — 

The undying curse of the soul ! The 
ministers 

And agents of my will drave far and 
wuie 

Over all lands and seas, seeking to 
find 

Fresh pleasures for me, who hail spent 
my sum 

Of pleasure, and had power, not even 
in thought, 

Nor faculty to enjoy. They lore apart 

The sacrecl claustral doors of home for 
me, 

DefHed the inviolate hearth for me, 
laid waste 

The flower of humble lives, in hope to 
heal 

The sickly fancies of the King, till rose 

A cry of pain from all the land ; and I 

Grew happier for it, since I held the 
power 

To quench desire in blood. 

But even thus 

The old pain faded not, but swift again 

Revived; and thro’ the sensual dull 
lengths 

Of my seraglios 1 stalked, and marked 

The glitter of the gems, the precious 
webs 

Plundered from every clime by cruel 
wars 

That strewed the sands with corpses ; 
lovely eyes 

That looked no look of love, and fired 
no more 

Thoughts of the flesh ; rich meats, and 
fruits, and wines 

Grown flat and savourless ; and loathed 
them all, 

And only cared for power ; content to 
shed 


Rivers of innocent blood, if only thus 

I might appease my thirst. Until 1 
grew 

A monster gloating over blood and 
pain. 

Ah, weary, weary days, when every 
sense 

Was satisfied, and nothing left to slake 

The ])arched unhappy soul, except to 
watch 

The writhing limbs and mark the slow 
blood drip, 

Drop after drop, as the life ebbed with 
it ; 

In a new thrill of lust, till blood itself 

Palled on me, and 1 knew the fiend 1 
was, 

Yet cared not — I who was, brief years 

Only a careless boy lapi round with 
case, 

Stretched by the soft and stealing tide 
of sense 

Which now grew red ; nor ever dreamed 
at all 

What Furies lurked Iscneath it, but had 
shrunk 

In indolent hotror from the sight of 
tears 

And misery, and felt my inmost soul 

.Sicken with the thought of blood. 
There comes a time 

When the insatiate brute within the 
man, 

Weary with wallowing in the mire, 
leaps forth 

Derottring, and the cloven satyr-hoof 

Grows to the rending claw, and the 
lewd leer 

To the horrible fanged snarl, and the 
soul funks 

And leaves the man a devil, all his sin 
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Grown savourless, and yet he longs to 
sin 

And longs in vain for ever. 

Yet, methinks, 

It was not for the gods to leave me 
thus, 

1 stinted not their worship, building 
shrines 

To all of them ; the ( loddcss of Love I 
served 

With hecatombs, letting the fragrant 
fumes 

Of incense and the costly steam ascend 

From victims year by year ; nay, my 
own son 

Pelops, my best beloved, I gave to 
them 

Offering, ns he must offer who would 
gain 

The great gods' grace, my dearest. 

I had gained 

Through long and weary orgies that 
strange sense 

Of nothingness and wasted days which 
blights 

The exhausted life, bearing upon its 
front 

Counterfeit knowledge, when the bitter 
ash 

Of Evil, which the sick soul loathes, 
appears 

Like the pure fruit of Wisdom. 1 had 
grown 

As wizards seem, who mingle sensual 
rites 

And forms impure with murdetous 
spells and dork 

Enchantments ; till the simple people 
held 

My very weakness wisdom, and 
bdieved - 

That in my blood-stained palace-halls, 
withdrawn. 


I kept the inner mysteries of Zeus 

And knew the secret of all Being ; who 
was 

A sick and impotent wretch, so sick, 
so tired, 

That oven Viloodshed palled. 

For my stained soul, 

Knowing its sin, hastened to purge 
itstlf 

With every rite and rharm which the 
dark lore 

Of priestcraft offered to it. Spells 
obscene. 

The blood of innocent babes, sorceries 
foul 

Muttered at midnight — these could 
occupy 

My weary days ; till all my tjeople 
shrank 

To see me, and the mother clasped her 
child 

Who heard the monster pass. 

They would not hear, 

They listened not — the cold uitgrateful 
gods— 

For all my supplications ; nay, the 
more 

I sought them were they hidden. 

At the last 

A tlark voice whispered nightly ; 
‘ Thou, poi>r wretch, 

That art so sick and impotent, thyself 

The source of all thy misery, the great 
goils 

Ask a more precious gift and excel- 
lent 

Than alien victims which thou prixesC 
not 

And givest without a pang. But shouldst 
thou take 

Thy costliest and fairest offering, 

Twere otherwise. The life which thou 
hast given 
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Thou mayst recall. Go, oiler at the 
shrine 

Thy best bclovM Pelops, and appease 

Zeus and the averted gods, and know 
again 

The youth and joy of yore.* 

Night after night, 

While all the halls were still, and the 
cold stars 

Were fading into dawn, I lay awake 

Distraught with warring thoughts, my 
throbbing brain 

Killed with that dreadful voice. I had 
not shrunk 

From blocKi, but this, the strong son of 
' my youth — 

Mow should I dare this thing? And 
all day long 

I would steal from sight of him and 
men, and light 

Against the dreadful thought, until the 
voice 

Seared all my burning brain, and cla- 
moured, • Kill ! 

Zeus bids thee, and be happy.* Then 
I rose 

At midnight, when the halls were still, 
and raised 

The arras, and stole soft to where my 
son 

Lay sleeping. For one moment on his 
face 

And stalwart limbs I gated, and marked 
the rise 

And fall of his young breast, and the 
soft plttme 

Which drooped upon his brow, and 
frit a thrill 

Of yearning ; but the cold voice urging 
me 

Bttined me like fire. Three times 1 
gazed and turned 

Inesolute, till kst it thundered at me. 


* Strike, fool ! thou art in hell ; strike, 
fool ! and lose 

The burden of thy chains.' Then with 
slow step 

I crept as creeps the tiger on the deer, 
Raised high my arm, shut close my eyes, 
and plunged 
My dagger in his heart. 

And then, with a flash. 
The veil fell downward from my life 
and left 

Myself to me — the daily sum of sense — 
The long continual trouble of desire — 
The stain of blood blotting the stain of 
lust — 

The weary' foulness of my days, which 
wrecked 

My heart and brain, and left me at the 
last 

A madman and accursed ; and I knew. 
Far higher than the sensual slope which 
held 

The gods whom erst 1 worshipped, a 
while pe.'ik 

Of Purity, and a stem voice pealing 
doom— 

Not the mad voice of old — which 
pierced so deep 

Within my life, that with the reeking 
blade 

Wet with the heart's blood of my child 
1 smote 

My guilty heart in twain. 

Ah 1 fool, to dream 
That the long stain of time might fade 
and merge 

In one poor chrism of blood. They 
taught of yore, 

My priests who flattered me— nor knew 
at all 

The greater God 1 know, who sits afar 
B^ond those earthly shapes, passion- 
less, pure, 
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And awful as the Dawn-<that the gods 
cared 

For costly victims, drinking in the 
steam 

Of sacrifice when the choice hecatombs 
Were offered for my wrong. Ah no ! 
there is 

No recomi>ensc in these, nor any charm 
To cleanse the stain of sin, but the long 
wear 

Of suffering, when tlic soul which 
seised t(^ much 

Of 4 )leasure here, grows righteous by 
the pain 

That dotli redress its ill. For what is 
Right 

But equipoise of Nature, alternating 
'J'he Too Much and Too Little ? Not 
on earth ^ 

The salutary silent forces work 
'I'ltctr final victory, but year on year 
Passes, and age on ago, and leaves the 
debt 

Unsatisfied, while the overburdened 
soul 

Unloads itself in pain. 

Therefore it is 

1 suffer as I suffered ere switt death 
Set me not free, no otherwise ; and yet 
There contes a healing purpose in my 
pain 

I never knew on earth ; nor ever here 
The once-loved evil grows, only the 
tale 

Of peftalties grown greater hourly 
dwarfs 

TMi accomplished sum of wrong. And 

yet desire 

Fuivues me still— sick, impotent desire, 
Fjbrcer than that of earth. 

We are ourselves 
.teavew and bell, the joy, the 


The yearning, the fruition. Lai ih is 
hell 

Or heaven, and yet not only earth ; but 
still. 

After the swift soul leaves the gates of 
death. 

The pain grows deeper and less mixed, 
the joy 

Purer and less alloyed, and we arc 
damned 

Or blest, as we have lived.” 

1 le ceased, with a wail 

Like some complaining wind among 
the pines 

Or pent among the fretful ocean caves, 

A sick, sad sound. 

Then as 1 looked, I saw 

11 is eyes glare horribly, his dry parched 
lips 

Open, his weary hands stretch idly 
forth 

As if to clutch the air- infinite pain 

And mockery of ho|)c. “Scest thou 
them now ? ” 

lie said. “ I IhirNt, 1 imrch, I famish, 
yet 

They still elude me, fair and templing 
fruit 

And cooling waters. Now they come 
again. 

Sec, tliey are in my grasp, they are at 
my lips, 

Now I shall quench nte. Nay, again 
they fly 

And mock me. Seest thou them, or 
am I shut 

From hope for ever, hungering, thirst- 
ing still, 

A madman and in Hell ? ” 

And as I passed 

In horror, his large eytM and straifiii^ 
hands 

Froee all my soul with pity. 
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Then it Mras 

A woman whom I saw ; a dark pale 
Queen, 

With passion in' her eyes, and fear and 
pain 

Holding her steadfast gaze, like one 
who sees 

Some dreadful deed of wrong worked 
out and knows 

Himself the cause, yet now is |)owerless 
To stay the wrong he would. 

Seeing me gaze 
In pity on her woe, she turned and spake 
With a lour wailing voice - 

“ Thou well mayst gaze 
With horror on me, sir, for 1 am lost ; 

I have shed the innocent blood, l<mg 
years ago. 

Nay, centuries of pain. 1 have shed 
the blood 

Of him I loved, and found for recom- 
])cnsc 

But self-inflicted death and age-long 

W’OC, 

Which purges not my sin. And yet 
not 1 

It was who did it, but the gods, w'ho 
took 

A woman’s loveless hcarfand tortured it 
With love as with a fire. It was not I 
Who slew my love, but Fate. Fate 
’twBs which brought 
My love and me together, Fate which 
barred 

The path of blameless love, yet set 
Lore’s flame 

To burn and smoulder in a hopeless 
tieart, 

Where no relief might come. 


The King was old, 

And I a girl. Tis an old tale which 
runs 

Thro* the sad ages, and 'twas mine. 
He had s})ent 

liis sum of love long since, and I-*>1 
knew not 

A l)rea(h of Love as yet. Ah, it is 
strange 

To lose the sense of maidenhood, drink 
deep 

Of life to the very dregs, and yet not 
know 

A flutter of Love’s wing. Love takes 
no thought 

Fur pomp, or jiaKacc, or respect of men ; 

Nor always in the stately marriage bed, 

Closed round by silken curtains, laid 
on down, 

Nestles a rosy form ; but *mid wild 
flowers 

Or desert tents, or in the hind’s low 
cot. 

Beneath the asj>cct of the unconscious 
stars, 

Dwells all night and is blest. 

My love, my life ! 

He was the old man’s son, a fair white 
soul — 

Not like the others, whom the fire of 
youth 

Burns like a flame and hurries un- 
restrained 

Thro’ riotous days and nights, but 
virginal 

And pure as any maid. No careless 
glance 

He deigned for all the maidens young 
and fair 

Who sought their Prince’s eye. But 
evermore, 

On the high pastures wandering alone, 

He dwelt nnwed ; weaving to Artemis, 
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Fairest of all Olympian maids, a wreath 

From the unpolluted meads, where 
never herd 

Drives his white flock, nor ever srythc 
has come, 

lUit the hee sails uiK>n unfettered winq; 

Over the spring-like lawns, and Purity 

Waters them with soft dews ; • and 
yet he showed 

Of nil his peers most manly — heart and 
soul 

A very man, tender and true, and strong 

And pitiful, and in his Umb^ and mien 

Fair as Apollo’s self. 

It was at first 

In Treezen that 1 saw him, when he came 

To greet his sire. Amid the crowd of 
youths 

He showed a Prince indeed ; yet knew 
1 not 

Whom ’twas I saw, nor that I held the 
place 

Which was his mother’s, only from the 
throng 

Love, with a barbed dart aiming, pierced 
my heart 

Ere yet I knew what ailed me. Every 
glance 

Fired me ; the youthful grace, tlic tall 
straight limbs, 

The swelling sinewy arms, the large 
dark eyes 

Tender yet fhll of passion, the thick 
locks 

Tossed from his brow, the lip and cheek 
which bore 

The down of early manhood, seemed 
to feed 

My heart with short-lived joy. 

For when he stood 

'Forth firom the throng and knelt before 

« lines 7o-78- 


Then raised his gaze to mine, I felt the 
curse 

Of Ajihrodite bum me, as it burned 
My mother l>efore me, and I dared not 
meet 

His innocent, frank young eyes. 

Said 1 then young ? 
Ay, hut not young as mine. But I liad 
known 

The secret things of life, which age the 
soul 

In a moment, writing on its front their 
made 

‘ Too early ripe ; * and he was innocent, 
My spouse in fitted years, within whose 
arms 

1 had defied the world. 

* I turned away 

Like some white bird that leaves the 
flock, which sails 

High in mid air above the haunts of 
men, 

Feeling some little dart within her 
breast, 

Not death, but like to death, and slowly 
sinks 

Down to the earth nlone, find bears her 
hurt 

Unseen, by herbless sand and bitter 
pool, 

And pines until the end. 

Even from that day 
I strove to gain his love. Nay, ’twas 
not 1, 

But the cruel gods who drove me. Day 
by day 

We were together ; for in days of old 
Women were free, not pent in gilded 
jails 

As afterwards, but free to walk akme. 
For good or c\n), free. I bardly took 
Tboii^ht for my spouse, the Kii^. For 
I had found 
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ATy Jove at last : what matter if it 
were 

A guilty love ? Yet love is love indeed^ 

i^lronger than heaven or hell. Day 
after day 

I set myself to tempt him from his 
proud 

And innocent way, for I had spurnc<l 
aside 

Care for the gtKls or men — all but my 
love. 

What need to tell the tale? Was it 
a sigh, 

A blush, a momentary glance, uhirli 
' brought 

Assurance •>( iny triuni])h ? It is long 

.Since 1 have lived, I cannot tell ; I 
know 

Only the penalty of death and hell 

Whicli followed on my ^in. I knew he 
loved. 

It was not w'orulerful, seeing that we 
dw'clt 

A boy and girl together. I was fair, I 

And I'ros I’ucd niy eyes and lent niy 
voice 

His own soft tremulous tones. Ilut 
when our souls 

Trembled upon the verge, .and fancy 
feigned 

ilis arms around me as we (led alone 

To some free land of came a 
scroll ; 

* Dearest, it may not be ; I fear the 
Gods ; 

VVe dare not do this wrong. I go from 
hence 

And see thy lace no more. Farewell ! 
Forget 

The love we may not own ; go, seek for 

both ^ 

Forgi\*e«kess from the gods.* 


i6i 

When I read the words, 

The cruel words, methought my heart 
stood still, 

And when the ebbing life returned I 
seemed 

To have lost all thought of Love. Only 
Revenge 

Dwelt with me still, the fiercer that 1 
knew 

My long-prized hope, which came s.i 
near success, 

Snatched from me and for ever. 

When 1 rose 

From my deep swoon, 1 bade a mes- 
senger 

(«o, seek tbe King for me. He came 
.and sate 

Beside my couch, anri nil the doors 
were closed. 

And all withdraw'n, ’’I’hen with the 
liar's art, 

And hypocrite tears, and feigned re- 
luct ancy, 

.Viid .all the subtle W’ile» a woman draws 

From the armoury of hate, I did instil 

The poison on his soul. Cunning 
devices, 

False grief, false anger with his son, 
regrets, 

And half confessions— these, with hate- 
ful skill 

Confused together, drove the old man's 
brain 

To frenry ; and 1 watched him, with a 
sneer, 

Turn to a dotard thirsting for the life 

Of his own child. But how to do tbe 
deed, 

Yet shed no blood, nor know the 
people’s hate, 

Who loved the Prince, I knew not. 

Till one day 

Tlie old man, looking out upon the sea, 

Af 



PIL^DRA. 


162 


Bcuought tlic drend Poseidon to avenge 

The treachery of his son. And as we 
stood 

Gazing upon the breathless blue, a cloud 

Rose from the deep, a little fleecy cloud, 

Which sudden grew ami grew, and 
turned the blue 

To purple ; and a keen wind rose and 
sang 

Higher and higher, and the wine-dark 
sea 

Grew ruffled, and within the circling 
bay 

'rhe tiny ri])p1cs, stealing up the sand, 

Plunged loud with innnos of fo.iin, until 
they swelled 

To nnsty surges thundering on the shoie. 

Then at the okl man’s elbow n.^ 1 
stood, 

A deep dark thought, sent by the powers 
bfill, 

An'.wering, as now I know, my own 
black hate 

And not my poor dupe’s anger, firtd my 
soul 

And bade me speak. *The god has 
heard thy prayer,’ 

1 w'hispered ; * Sec the surge which 
wakes and sw'clls 

'I'o fury ; well I know what things shall 
be. 

It is Poscidim’s voice sounds in the 
storm 

And sends tby vengeance* Young Hip* 
polytus 

LoveSj ad thou kuowrest, on the yellow 
sand, 

' Haifd by the rippled margin of the w ave. 

To urge his flying steeds. Bid him go 
forth— 

He wifi obey — and see what recompense 

The gti Will send his wxong. 


In the old man’s eyes 

A watery gleam of malice played 
awhile— 

I hale him for it — and he bade his son, 

Yoking his three young fiery colts, drive 
forth 

His chariot on the sand. 

And still the storm 

Blew fieri f‘r ami more fierce, anil tlm 
white crests 

rUinged on the strand. «'nul the loud 
promontories 

Thundered back rcpcrcu'-sivc, .and n 
mist 

Of foam, torn landward, hid the sound- 
ing shore. 

Then saw' I him come forth and bid 
them yoke 

His untamed colts. I had not seen his 
face 

Since that last day, but, seeing him, I 
felt 

The old love sj)ring anew, yet mixed 
with hate — 

A storm of warring t^)assion.s. Tho* I 
knew’ 

What end should come, yet would 1 
speak n » woril 

That might avert it. The old man 
looked forth ; 

; I think he had wcU-nigh forgotten all 

Tht wrong he fancied and the doom he 
pmyed, 

All but the father^ pritle in the strong 
son, 

W’ho was so young and bold. I saw a 
smile 

Upon the dotard's face, when now the 
steeds 

Were harnessed and the chariot, on the 
sand ^ 

Along the circling margin of the bay. 
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KJcw, swift as light. A sudden glcnm 
of sun 

Flashed on the silver harness as it went, 

Burned on the brazen axles of the 
wheels, 

A)ul on the golden fillets of the Trince 

Doubled the gold. Sfunetimes a larger 
wave 

Would dash in nii'-t around him, anti in 
fear 

The rcarii-kg coursers plunged, and then 
again 

The young arm coiistrainetl 

ttvcm, and they ilashetl 

Tti where the wave- worn foreland entU 
the bay. 

And then he turned his chariot, a 
bright speck 

Now seen, now hidden, l>ut always, 
tho’ the surge 

Brtike round it, safe ; emerging like a 
star 

From Ihc white clouds of fo.'iiii. And 
as I watched, 

Speaking no word, and breathing scarce 
A breath, 

t saw the firnn limbs strongly set apart 

U|x>n the chariot, and the reins held 
high, 

And the proud head bent forward, with 
long locks 

Streaming behind, as nearer and more 
near 

The swift team rushed— until, with a 
half joy, 

It seemed as if my love might yet elude 

The alow sure anger of the god, dull 
wrath 

Swayed by a woman’s lie. 

But on the verge, 

As 1 cast my eyes, a vast and purple 
wall 


Swelled swiftly towards the land ; the 
lesser waves 

Sank as it came, and to its toppling 
crtv»t 

The spuinc-fleckcd waters, from the 
strand drawn back, 

l.efi dry the yellow shore, Onward it 
came, 

Hoar-e, capped with breaking foam, 
lurid, immense, 

Rearing its dreadful height. The 
chariot sped 

Nearer and nearer, t could see my love 

With the light of victory in his eyes, 
the smile 

f>f daring on his lijis : so near he came 

To where the marble palarc-w'all con- 
fined 

The narrow strip of beach- his brave 
young eyes 

Fixed steadfast on the goal, in the pride 
of life, 

Without a thought of death. I strove 
to cr>', 

But terror choked my breath. 'J'licn, 
like a bull 

» 

UjM>n the windy level of the plain 

Lashing himself to rage, the furious 
wave, 

Poising itself a moment, tossing high 

Its bristling crest dashed downward on 
the strand. 

>¥fth a stamp, with a rush, with a roar. 

And when I looked, 

The shore, the fields, the plain, w'erc 
one white .sea 

Of churning, seething foam— chariot 
and steeds 

Gone, and my darling on (he wild mad 
surge 

Tossed high, whirled down, beaten, 
and hriiised, and dung, 

Dying upon the marble. 
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My great love 
Sprang up recloublcdi and €a>t out my 
hale 

And spurned all thought of fear ; and 
down the stair 

1 hurried, and upon the bleeding form 
1 threw my-sclf, nn<l raised his head, 
and clasped 

His body to mine, and kissed him on 
the lips, 

And in his dying car confessed my 
wrong. 

And saw the horror in Ins dying eyes 
And knew that I was damned. And 
when he lireathed 

Ilis last pine breath, I rose and slowly 
sfiake — 

'rurned to a Fuiy now by love and 
pain — 

To the old man who knelt, while all 
the thiong 

Could hear my secict ; ‘ See, thou fool, 
1 am 

The murderess of thy son, and thou my 
dupe, 

H'liou and ihy gfids. See, he was 
iniicx:ent ; 

I murdered him for love, I scorn ye all, 
Tliec and thy gods together, who are 
deceived 

By a woman’s lying tongue \ Oh, 
doting fool, 

To hate thy own ! And ye, false 
powers, which punish 
Tho innocent, and let the guilty soul 
Escape unscathed, I hate ye all^I 
curse, 

I loathe you ! ’ 

? Then 1 stooped and kissed my love, 
And hti them in amaze; and op the 
stair 

Swefit slowly to my chamber, and 


Haling my life and cursing men and 
gods, 

I did myself to death. 

But even here, 

I find my punishment. Oh, teriiblc 
doom 

Of souls like mine ! To sec their evil 
done 

Always hefoic their eyes, llie one dread 
scene 

Of horror. See, the wild wave on the 
verge 

Towei‘> horrible, and he Oh, Love, 

my I.ove ! 

Safety i*> near ! quick ! quicker ! urge 
them on ! 

Thou will ’itcape it yet I— Na), nay, it 
bursts on liim 1 

1 have shed the innocent blocMl ! Oh, 
dreadful gaze 

Within his glazing eyes ! Hide them, 
ye god.s ! 

Hide them ! I cannot l>ear them, 
(^uiek ! a dagger ! 

[ will lose their glare in death. Nay, 
die I cannot ; 

I must endure and live — Death brings 
not peace 

To the lost souks in Hell.” 

And her eyes stared. 

Rounded with horror, and she stofiped 
and gazed 

So eagerly, and pressed her fevered hands 

Upt)n her trembling forehead with such 
pain 

.\s drives the gazer mad. 
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Then as I pafisecl, 
I marked against the hardly dawning sky 
A toilsome 6gure standing, bent and 
strained, 

Before a rocky mass, which with great 
pain 

And agony of labour it would thrust 
Up a sleep liiil. But u hen u])on the ert st 
It poisf<l a moment, then I hehl my 
breath 

With dread, fc3r, lo ! the poor feet 
seemed to clutch 

The hillside as in fear, and tltc jioor 
hands 

With hopeless fingers pressed into the 
stone 

In agony, an<l the limbs siitfened, and 
a cry 

Like some strong swim mer\s, whom the 
mightier stream 

Sweeps downward, ainl he sees his 
children’s eyes 

Upon the bank ; broke from bim ; and 
at last. 

After long wrestlings with despair, the 
limbs 

Relaxed, and as I closed my fearful eyes. 
Seeing the inevitable doom— a crash, 

A horrible thunderous noise, as down 
the steep 

The shameless fragment leapt. From 
crag to crag 

It bounded ever swifter, flashing fire 
And wreathed with smoke, as to the 
lowest depths 

Of the vale it tore, and seemed to take 
with it 

The miserable form whose painful gaze 
1 caught, as with the great rock whirled 
and dashed 


D<»wnwaid, and marking every crag 
with gore 

And long gray hairs, it plunged, yet 
living still, 

To the black hollow ; and then a 
silence came 

More dreadful than the noise, and n 
low groan 

Was all that I couM hear. 

When lo the foot 
< >f the (lark steep I hurried, half in hope 
'I'o fm'l the victim dead— not recog- 
nizing 

'J'he undying life of Hell— I seemed to 
see 

An aged man, bruised, bleeding, with 
gray hairs, 

And eyes from which the cunning leer 
of grcetl 

Was scarcely yet gone out, 

A crafty voice 
It was that answered me, the voice of 
guile 

Part purified by pain : 

“ 'I'herc comes not death 
lo those who live in Hell, nor hardly 
pause 

Of suffering longer than may serve to 
make • 

'fhe j>ain renewed, more piercing. 
Long ago, 

I thought that 1 had cheated Death, 
and now 

I seek him ; but he comes not, nor 
know 1 

If ever he will hear me. Whence art 
thou? 

Comest thou from earthly air, or 
whence? What power 
Has brought thee hither ? For I know 
indeed 

Thou art not lost as 1 $ for never here 
1 look upon a human face, nor see 
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llie gbasls who doubtless here on every 
side 

Suffer a common pain, only at times 
1 hear the echo of a shriek far off, 

Like some faint ghost of woe which 
fills the pause 

And interval of suffering ; but from 
whom 

The voice may come, or whence, T 
know not, only 

The air teems with vague pain, which 
doth distract 

The ear when Aw a monienl corner 
surcease 

Of agony, nnd (ho sense of effort spent 
)n vain and fruitless labour, and the ]>ang 
Of long-clcfcrtcd defeat, which wails 
and takes 

Thtf world-w'oni heart, and madden- ij 
when all — 

Heaven, conscience, hai»j)im’->, ate 
slaked nnd lost 
For gains wdiich still elude it. 

Yet ’I was sweet, 
A King in early youth, when pleasure 
is sweet, 

To live the fair successful years, and 
know' 

The envy aiul respect of men. I cared 
For none of youth’s delights : the 
dance, the song. 

Allured me not ; the smooth soft ways 
of sense 

Tempted me not at all. 1 could despise 
The follies that 1 shared nut, spending nil 
The long laborious days in toiLiome 
schemes 

To compass honour and wealth, and, 
as 1 grew 

Id name and fame, finding my hoarded 
gains 

Ti-ansmuted into Power. The seas 
were white 


With laden argosies, and all were mine. 

The sheltering moles defied the wintry 
storms, 

And all were mine. The marble aque- 
ducts, 

I’he costly bridges, all w'crc mint*. 
Fair made 

Wound r<iund and round the hilU—my 
work. 'I hc gods 

Alone I heeded not, nor cared at all 

For aught but that my eye?* and cars 
might take. 

Spurning invi'^iblc things, nor ljullt 1 !»> 
them 

Tcmjde or .shrine, w rapt up in life, set 
round 

With earthly blessings like a goil. I ro-c 

To such excels of weal and fame iin<l 
prule, 

My people held me gud-like. I grew 
drunk 

With too great pow er, scoffing at mci\ 
and gods, 

C’aicless of both, I ml not averse to fling 

To those too weak themselves, what 
benefits 

My larger wisdom summed. 

Then suddenly 

1 knew the pain of failure. Summer 
storms 

Sucked down my fleets even within 
sight of port. 

A grievous blight wasted the harvesl- 
iield.s, 

NTocking niy hopca of gain. Wars 
came and drained 

My storc.and 1 gre\vneedy,knowing now 

The hell of stronger souls, the loss of 
power 

Wherein they exulted once. There 
comes no pain 

Deeper than to have known delight of 
power, 
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And then to loiic it nil. Bui 1 , 1 would 
not * 

Sit tame beneath defeat, trimming my 
sails 

To wait llie breeze of Fortune —fickle 
l)reath 

Which perhaps might breathe no more 
■— InU cho>e inslcail 
liy Kish conceit and holder enterprise 
To win her aid again. I had no thought 
t )f selfish gain, only to be and act 

a god to those, feeding my sum of 
pride 

With acted go(»d. 

Blit ovcniiore defeat 
|)(igged me, and more and more my 
l^iople grew 

To doubt me, seeing noi the wealth, 
the force. 

Which once they noishippe<l, Jhen 
the lust of powci 

Loved, not for sake of others, but itself, 

( irew on me, and the pride which can 
dare all, 

Save failure only, seized me. Kvil 
finds 

Its ready chance. There were rich 
argosies 

Upon the sea.> ; I .sank them, ship and 
crew, 

In the unhetrayiiig ocean. Wayfarers 
Crossing the passes with rich mer- 
chandise 

My creatures, hid behind the crags, 
overwhelmed 

'With rocks hurled downward. Yet I 
spent my gains 

For the public weal, not otherwise; 
and they. 

The careless people, took the piteous 
spoils 

Which cost the lives of many, and a 
man^ soul. 


And ble.sscd the giver. Empty venal 
hlessings, 

Which sting more dee]) than curses ! 

For awhile 

1 was content with this, but at the last 

A great coiifemid and Imtrcd of them 
took me, 

'J‘hc base, vile churls I Why should 
I stain iiiy soul 

For such as those— dogs that would 
faw n and lick 

The hand that fed them, but, if food 
.should fail, 

Would turn and rend me? I would 
none of them ; 

I would grow rich and hajipy, being 
indeed 

Godlike in brain to such. So with all 
craft, 

And guile, and 1 iolcncc J enriched me, 
loading 

My I rcasuries with gold. My deep-laid 
schemes 

Of gain engrossed the long laboiious 
days, 

Stretched far into the night, Knjoy, 
I might not, 

.Seeing it was all to do, and life so brief 

That ere a man might gain the goal he 
would, 

Ix> ! Age, and with it Death, and so 
an end ! 

For all the tales cif the indignant gods, 

What were they but the priests’? 1 
had myself 

Broken all oaths ; long time deceived 
and ruined 

With every phase of fraud the inou.s 
fools 

Whom oath-sworn Justice bound ; 
battened on blood ; 

And what was I the worse? How 
should the gods 
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Bear rule if I were happy? Death alone 
Was certain. Therefore must I haste 
to heap 

Treasure sufficient for my need, and 
then 

Enjoy the gathered good. 

But gradually 
There came --not great disasters whicli 
might crush 

All hope, but petty checks which did 
decrease 

My store, and left my labour vain, and 
me 

Unwilling to enjoy ; and gradually 
I felt the chill approach of age, which 
stole 

Higher and higher on me, till the life, 
As Ml a paralytic, left my limbs 
And heart, and mounted upwards to 
my brain, 

Its last resort, and rested there awhile 
Ere it should spread its wings. But 
even thus, 

Tho* powerless to enjoy, the insatiate 
greed 

And thir>t of power sustained me, and 
supplied^ 

IJfe’s spark with some scant fuel, till 
it seemed, 

Year after year, as if I could not die, 
Holding so fast to life. I grew so old 
That all the coniiadcs of my youth, 
my prime. 

My age, were gone, and I was left alone 
With those who knew me not, bereft 
of all 

. Except mytnaster passion— an old man 
Forlorn, forgotten of the gods and 
Death. 

Yet all the people, seeing me grow old 
And prosperous, held me wise, and 
.spread abroad 


Strange fables, growing day by day 
more strange— 

I How I deceived the very gods. They 
thought 

That 1 was blest, remembering not the 
wear 

Of anxious thought, the growing sum 
(jf pain, 

The failing ear and eye, the slouci 
limbs, 

Whose briefer name i'l .Vge ; and yet 1 
trow 

1 was not .all unhappy, though I knew 
It was too late to enjoy, and though 
my store 

Increased not as my grectl —nay, even 
sunk down 

A little, year by year. Till, last of 
all, 

When now my time was come and 1 
had grown 

A little tired of living, a trivial hurt 
Laid me upon my bed; and as I niu>ecl 
On my long life and all its villnnics, 
The w ickedness I did, the blood I shed, 
The guile, the frauds of years — they 
came with news, 

One now, and now another ; how my 
schemes 

Were crushed, my enterprises lost, my 
toil 

And labour all in vain. Day after day 
'rhey brought tljese tidings, while I 
longed to rise 

And stay the tide of ill, and raved to 
know 

I could not. At the last the added sum 
Of evil, like yon great rock poised 
awhile 

Uncertliin, gathered into one, o'er- 
whelmed 

My feeble strength, and left me ruined 
and lost. 
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An\] showed me all I was, and all ihc 
depth 

And folly of my sin, and racked my 
brain, 

And hank me 111 despair and misery. 
And broke my heart and slew me. 

Theicfmc *lis 
1 hjH'nd the long, long centuries which 
have come 

liciween me and my sin, in such dread 
tasks 

As that thou hiiwed. In the soul 1 
sinned : 

III body and soul I suHVr. What I bade , 
My niiipons do to others, that of woe | 
1 bear myself ; and in the pause of ill, | 
As now, I know again the bitter pang 
Of failure, which of old jiicreed thro* 
my soul 

And left me to despair. The pam of 
mind 

Is iieicer far than any bodily ill. 

And both arc mine— the pang of tor- 
turc-pain 

Always recurring ; and, far w'orse, the 
pang 

Of consciousness of black sins sinned 
in vain — 

The doom of constant failure. 

Will, iieice Will ! 

^ Thou parent of unrest and toil ami 
woe, 

Measareleas effort ! growing day by day 
j To force strong soufs along the gi<l<ly 
steep 

That slopes to the pic of Hell, where 
effort serves 

Only to speed destruction ! Yet I know 
Thou art not, as some hohl, the primal 
curse 

W^hich doth condemn us; since thou 
bearest in thee 

No power to satisfy thyself ; but rather. 


The spring of act, whereby in earth 
and heaven 

Both men and gods do breathe and 
live and are, 

Since Life is Act and not to Do is 
Death— 

I do not blame thee : hut to w’ork in 
vain 

Is biitcicsl ]iena1ty : to find at last 

The soul all fouled wdth sin and stained 
with blood 

! In vain ; ah, this is hell indeed — the 
hell 

Of lost and striving souls ! '* 

Then as 1 passed, 

'Hie halting figuic bent itself again 

To the old task, and uji the rugged 
sleep 

Thrust the great ruck with groanings. 
Honor dmined 

My parting footsteps, like a nightmare 
dream 

Which holds us that wc flee not, with 
fixed eyes 

That loathe to see, yet cannot choose 
but gare 

Till all be done. Slowiy, with dread • 
ful toil 

.And struggle nnl strain, and bleeding 
hands and knees, 

And more than mortal strength, against 
the hill 

He pre.ssed, the wTCtchcd one ! till 
w'ith long pain 

He trembled on the summit, a gaunt 
form, 

With that great rock above him, poised 
and strained, 

Now gaining, now receding, now in act 

To win the summit, now borne down 
again. 

And then the inevitable crash — the 
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|.«aping fr^iii crag to crag. |)at ere it 
ceased 

In dreadful silence^ and the low groan 
camCf 

My limbs were loosed with one con- 
vulsive bound ; 

1 hid my face wdlhin my hands, and fled, 

Surfeit with horror. 


Then it was again 

A woman whom 1 saw, pitiless, stern, 

Hearing the brand of blocKl— a lithe 
dark form, 

And cruel c'yes which burnctl beneath 
the gems 

Tlial argued her n Queen, and on her 
side 

An ancient stain of gore, which did 
befoul 

I Icr royal robe. A murderess in tliought 

And dreadful act, who took within the 
toils 

Her kingly Lord, and slew him of old 
time 

After burnt Troy, I had no time to 
speak 

When she shrieked thus ; 

** |t doth repent roe not. 

I would *twerc yet to do, and I would 
do it 

Again a thousand times, if the shed 
blood 

Might for one hour restore me to the 
kisses 

Of iny il^isthtts. ph, he was divine, 

My hero^ with the gy^ike locks and 

Of Eros’ self ! What boots it that they 
mie 

Of wili^ duty, love of spouse or child, 


Honour or pity, wdien the swift Are lakes 
A woman’s heart, and burns it out, and 
leaps 

With fierce forked tongue around it, 
till it lies 

In ashes, a dead heart, nor aught re* 
mains 

Of old affections, naught but the new 
flame 

Which U unqucnched ilesire ? 

It did not conic, 
My blessing, all at once, but the slow 
fruit 

Of solitude and mhlnight loneliness, 
And weary wailing for the tardy new's 
I Of taken Troy, Long years I sate alone, 
Wiilowed, within my palace, while my 
Lord 

Was over seas, waging the accursed war, 
First of the tile of Kings. Year after 
year 

Came false report, or harder, no report 
Of the great fleet. The summers waxed 
and waned, 

The wintry surges smote the sounding 
shores, 

And yet there came no end of it. They 
brought 

Now hopeless failure, now great vie* 
tones ; 

And all alike were false, all but delay 
And ho|>e deferred, which coming not, 
can break 

The strong heart suffering wrings not. 

So I bore 

Long lime the solitary years, and aou([^t 
To solace the dull days with motherly 
cares 

For those my Lord had left me. My 
firstborn, 

Iphigeneia, sailed at first witJ} h^ 
Upon that fatal voyage, but ^ ymihg 
Orestes and Eleciia atigmd with 
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Not dear as she was, for the fusilKirn 
takes 

The mother's hearts and, with the milk 
It draws 

From the mother's virgin breast, drains 
all the love 

It bore, ay, even tlio’ the ^ire he dear ; 

Much more, then, when lie is a King 
indeed, 

Mighty in war and council, but too high 

I'o sto^jp to a wonian’b love. Ihit she 
was gone. 

Nor heard 1 tidings of her, knowing not 

If yet slie walked the earth, nor if she 
bare 

The Inad of children, even as I had 
borne 

Her ill my opening girlhoml, when 1 
leapt 

From child to <^ueen, but never loved 
the King. 

Thus the slow years rolleil onwaid, 
till at last 

There came a dreadful rumour— * She 
is dead, 

Thy daughter, years ago. The cruel 
priests 

Clarooured for blood; the stern cold 
Kings stood round 

Without a tear, and be, her sire, wdth 
them, 

To see a virgin bleed. They cut with 
knives 

|Thcidender girlish throat; they watched 
the blood 

D>rip slowly on the sand, and the young 

^ life 

hleek as a lamb come to the sacrifice 

To appease the ai^ry gods.’ And he, 
Ike King, 

ifcf father, stood by top, and saw them 


llie wickedness, breathing no word of 
wrath. 

Till all was done ! Tlie cowards 1 the 
dull cowards t 

1 w'ould some black stosm, bursting 
suddenly, 

I lad whelmed them and their fleets, ere 
yet they dared 

'I'o waste an innocent life 1 

I liad gone mad, 

I know it, but for him, my love, my 
dear, 

My fair sweet love. He came to com- 
fort me 

With words of friendship, holding that 
niy I^rd 

Was Ix^Lind, perhajis to let her die - 
* 'I'hc gods 

Were oftlinics hard to appease— or was 
it indeed 

'rhe priests who a^ked it ? Were there 
any gods ? 

Or only phantoms, creatures of the brain, 

born of the fears of men, the greed of 
priests, 

Useful to govern women? Had he 
been ^ 

Lord of the fleet, not all the sooth- 
sayers 

Who ever frighted cowards should have 
sunk 

Ills soul to such black depths/ 1 
hearkening to him 

As ’iwerc my own thought grown 
arliculatw, 

Found my grief turn to hate, and hate 
to love — 

Hate of my Lord, love of the voice 
which spoke ' 

Such dear and comfortable w'ords. And 
thus. 

Love to a storm of passion growings 

swq?t 
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My wounded soul and dried my tears, 
as dries 

The hot sirocco all the bitter jwols 
Of salt among the sniid. 1 never 
knew 

True love before ; I was a child, no 
more, 

When the King cast his eyes on me. 
What is it 

To have lK>rnc the weight of offspring 
*neaih the /one 

If Love be not their sire ; or live long 
years 

Of commerce, not of love ? lletter :i 
day 

Of Passion than the long unlovely years 
Of wifely duty, when Li»ve cometh not 
To wake the barren days \ 

And yet at first 

I hesitated long, nor would embrace 
The blessing that was mine. We arc 
hedged round, 

We women, by such close-drawn onli- 
nances, 

Set round us by our tyrants, that we 
fear 

To overstep a hand's breadth the dull 
bounds 

Of custom ; but at last Love, waking 
in me. 

Burst all my chains asunder, and I 
lived 

For naught but Love. 

My son, the young Orestes, 
I sent far off ;* my girl KJcctra only 
Mijlincd, too young to doubt toe, and 
\ I knew 

Of mj^what ’twas to li\'e. 

So the swiff years 
found me happy, till the* 

OfEm'yk 

. pri day wheja Rumour, thou* 

* Of 


W'hispered of taken Troy; and from 
iny dream 

Of happiness, sudden I woke, and kneu 

The coming retribution. We had 
grown 

Too loving for concealment, and our 
tale 

Of mutual love was bruited far and 
wide 

'riiroiigh Ajgos. All the gossips bruited 
ib 

And were all tongue to tell it to the 
King 

When he should come. And should 
the cold proud Lord 

I never loved, the murderer of my girl. 

Come *twl\t my love and me? A 
swift resolve 

Flashed through me iK>ndering on it : 
Love for Love 

And Blood for Blood— the simple 
golden rule 

'Paught by the elder gods. 

When I had taken 

My fixed resolve, I grew imp.itient for 

(Counting the laggard days. Oh, it 
sw cet 

To simulate the } earning of a wife 

fx>ng parted from her Lord, and mock 
the fools 

Who dogged each look and word, and 
but for fear 

Had tom me from roy throne— the 
pies, the jays, 

The impotent chatterers, who thought 
by words 

To stay me in the act I 'Twas sweet 
to mock them 

And read distnust within their 
when 1, 

Knowing my purpose, bade them quick 
prepare 
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All fitting honours for the King, and 
knew 

They dared not disobey— oh, *twas 
enough 

To wing the slow- paced hours. 

But when at last 

I saw his sails upon the verge, and (hen 

The sea worn ship, and marked his 
face grown old, 

ITie body .1 little bent, whuh wa*i so 
* straight, 

The thin gray hairs which were the 
raven locks 

Of manhood when he went, I felt a 
moment 

I could not do the deed. Bui when I 
saw 

I'hc beautiful sad woman come with 
him, 

The future in her eyes, ami her pale 
lips 

Silent, but charged with doom, two 
thoughts at once 

Assailed me, bidding me despatch with 
a blow 

Him and his mistress, making sure the 
will 

Of fate, and my revenge. 

Oh, it was strange 

To see all happen os we planned ; as 
*twerc 

Some drama oft rehearsed, wherein 
each stm 

Each word, is lb prepared, the poorest 

Know* his (om come to dor-the solemn 
landing— 

The lide to the pala^ gate— the cour- 
lesies 

Ot weicome-rihe mute crowds without 
.’^-^li^liath ^ ' 

within— the precious circling 
A ftdds 


or tishue stretched around him, shutting 
out 

The ga^c, and folding hapless like a 
net 

The mighly limbs— the battle-axe lilid 
down 

Against the wall, and 1, his wife and 
Queen, 

Alone w ith him, waiting and watching 
still, 

Till tlio woman shrieked without. 
Then with swift step 

1 seized the axe, and struck him as he 
lay 

lielplc'^s, once, twice, and thrice— once 
for my girl, 

Onre for my love, once for the woman, 
and all 

Kor Fate and my Kevenge ! 

He gave a groan, 
j Once only, as I thought he might ; and 
then 

No sound but the quick gurgling of the 
blood. 

As it flowed from him in su earns, and 
turned the pure * 

And limpid water of the bath to red — 

1 had not looked for that — it flowed 
and flowed, 

And seemed to madden me to look on 

Until my love with hands bloody jas 
mine. 

But with the woman's blood, rushed in, 
and eyes 

R<ninded with horror ; and we turned 
to go, 

And left the dead alone. 

But happiness 

Still mocked me, and a doubt un- 
known before 

Came on me, and amid the silken 
shows 
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And luxury of power 1 seemed to 
sec 

Another answer to my riddle of life 
Than that I gave myself, and it was 
‘ murder ; * 

And in my people’s sullen mien and 
eyes, 

‘ Murder;' and in the mirror, when I 
loc^kcd, 

‘Murder’ glared out, and terror lest 
my son 

Returning, grown to inanhoo<l, should 
avenge j 

His father’s 1»1 o<hI. For somehow, as | 
*t would seem, 

'I’iic god% if goiis there he, or the stern 
Fate 

\Vhich doth direct our little lives, do 
filch 

Our happiness— though bright with 
Love’s own ray, 

'riicrc comes a cloud which veils it. 
Vet, indeed, 

My days were happy. I repent me 

ntU ; 

1 would wade through scas of blood to 
know again 

Those keen delights once more. 

Rut my young girl 
Klcctra, gi-own to woman, turned from 
me 

Her modest maiden nor loved 

to SCI 

Her kisa upon my cheek, but, nil dis^ 
traught 

. Wiifi secret care, hid her from all the 
, . |x>mp& 

^And levelries whidt did beht her youth, 
alone ; and often at the tomb 
ibff her lost sire tliey found her, pouring 
nut 

libatkms to the dead. And evermore 
1 did bethink me^of my son Orestes, 


Who now should l)e a man ; and 
yearned sometimes 

To see his face, yet feared lest from his 
eyes 

His fnthcr's'soul should smite me. 

So I lived 

Happy and yet unquiet — a stern voice 

Speaking of doom, which long time 
’ioftcr notes 

Of careltss weal, the music that doth 
spring 

From the fair harmonies of life and 
love, 

Woiihl drown in their owm concoul. 
'rhls at times, 

Kay, day by day, stronger and dread- 
fuller, 

With dominant accent, marred the 
sounds of joy 

By one }»revailing discord. So at 
length 

I came to lose the iVcscnt in the 
dread 

Of what might come ; the penahy that 
waits 

Upon successful sin ; who, having 
sinned, 

Had inisstMl my sin’s reward. 

Until one day 

I, looking from my palace casement, 
saw 

A humble suppliant, clad in pilgrim 

I ea'b, 

I Approach the marble stair. A sudden 

1 throb 

ThriUeil thro* me, and the mother's 
heart went forth 

Thro’ all disguise of garb and mdc and 
years, 

I Knowing my son. How fair Ifo wns, 

i how tall 

I And vigorous, my boy f Mfhal Htniig 

I stndgbt Bmbs . . r 
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And noble port ! How beautiful the 
shade 

Of manhood on his lip ! 1 longed to 
' burst 

From my chamber down, yearning to 
throw myself 

Upon his necTt within the* palace court, 

Before the guards ^ spurning mv 
queenly rank, 

All but my motherhood. And then a 
chill 

Of doubt o'erspread me, knowing what 
a gulf 

Fate set between our lives, impass- 
able 

vVs that great gulf which yawns 
life and death 

And*twixi this Hell and Heaven. 1 
shrank back, 

And iurnetl to think a moment, half in 
fear, 

And half in pain ; dividing the swift 
mind, 

\‘ei all in love. 

Then came a cry, a groan, 

From the inner court, the clash of 
sw<irds, the fall 

Of a corpse upon the pavement ; and 
one cried, 

‘ The King is dead, slain by the young 
Orestes, 

Who COTOdh hither.* With the word, 
the door , 

Flew open, and my son stood straight 
before me, 

His dram sword dripping blood. Oh, 
he was fair 

.And terHble to see, when from his 
limbs, 

Thelm^lnmi’s nuintle felten', left the 
mail' 

And. iMw it jwwiilf 1«nte. Love 


Which arc the offspring of a common 
sire, 

Strove for the mastery, till within his 
eyes 

I saw his father’s ghost glare unappeased 

From out Love's casements. 

Then I knew my fate 

And his-- mine to be slain by my son’s 
hand, 

And his to slay me, since the Furies 
drave 

Our lives to one destruction ; and 1 
took 

His point w^iihin my breast. 

Bui I praise not 

The selfish, careless gods whonWrecked 
our lives. 

Making the King the murderer of his 

girl* 

And me his murderess; makittg my 
son 

The murderer of his mother and her 
love — 

A mystery of bkwKl !— I curse them 
all, 

The careless Foices, sitting far with- 
drawn ' * 

Upon (he heights of .Space, taking 
men's lives 

For playthings, and deriding as in 
sport 

Our happiness and woc- -l curse them 
all. 

We have a right t** joy ; we have a 
right, 

I say, os they have, f>el them staud 
confesaed 

The puppets that they arc— too weak 
to give 

The good they feign to love, since Fate, 
too i^ong 

For them as us, beyond thWr painted 
iky. 
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Sit 5 and derides them, all I curse 
Fate loo, 

The deaf blind Fury, taking* human 
souls 

And crubhing them, as n dull fretful 
child 

Crushes its toys and knows not with 
what skill 

Those feeble forms arc fcigne<l. 

1 curse, I loathe, 

I spit on them. U doth lepcnt me 
not. 

I would *twerc yet to do. I. have lived 
my lift*. 

I have loved. See, there he lies within 
the bath, 

And thi£ 1 smite him! thus! Didst 
hear him groan ? 

Oh, vengeance, thou art sweet ! What, 
living still ? 

Ah me ! we cannot die ! t’oinc, torture 
me, 

V'e Furies~for I love not soothing 
words — 

As once yc did my son. Ve miserable 

Blind ministers of Hell, I do defy 
you; 

Not all your torments can undo the 
Past 

Of Passion and of Love ! 

I'.veii as she spake 

There came a viewless trouble in the 
nir, 

Which took her, and a sweep of wings 
unseen, 

Ahd terrible sounds, which swooped 
0 U her and hushed 

Her voice, and seemed to occupy her 
soul 

With horror and despair ; and as she 
.passed 

I marked her agonised eyes. 


But as I went. 

Full many a dreadful sha]>e of lonely 
pain 

1 saw. What need to tell them ? \Vc 
nre tilled 

Who live to-day with a more piesent 
sense 

Of the great love of Clod, than those of 

old 

Who, groping in the dawn of Know- 
Icilgo, saw 

Only dark shadows of the Unknown ; 
or he, 

First born of laicr singers, who swept 

(Kw^p 

His awful lyre, and woke the voice of 
song, 

Dumb thro’ the age-long niglit. Wc 
dread to-tlay 

To dwell t>n those long agonies its sin 

Brings on the olfentling soul ; who 
h< i|d a creed 

Of deejH'r Pity, knowing what chains 
of ill 

Confine our petty lives. Each phase 
of woe, 

Suffering, and torture which the gloomy 
thought 

Of bigots feigns for others— all were 
there. 

One there was stretched upon a rolling 
wheel, 

Which was the barren round of sense, 
that still 

Returned upon itself and broke the 
limbs 

Bound to it day and night Others t 

saw 

Doomed, with unceasing tml, to fill the 
urns “ 
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Whose precious waters sank ere they 
could slake 

Their burning (hirst* Another shapeless 
sou). 

Full of revolts and hates and tyrannous 
force, 

The weight of earth, which was its 
earth-born taint. 

Pressed groaning down, while with fierce 
beak and claw, 

The vulture of remorse, piercing his 
breast, 

Preyed on his heart. For others, over- 
head, 

Great crags of rock impending seemed 
to fall, 

But fell not nor brought peace. 1 felt 
my soul 

Blunted with horrors, yearning to cacatic 

'Jo where, u|)on the limits of the wwd, 

Some scanty twilight grew. 

But ere 1 parsed 

I'roin those grim shades a deep voice 
sounded near, 

A voice without a form. 

“ There is on end 

Of all things that thou scest ! There is 
an end 

Of Wrong and Death and Hell, when 
the long wear 


BOO 


Of Time and SuHering has effaced the 
slain 

Ingrown upon the soul, and the clcansctl 
spirit, 

Long ages floating on lh‘‘: wandering 
wiudik 

Or lolling deeps of Space, renews itself 

And doth legnin its dwelling, and, once 
more 

Blent v\iih the general order, floats anew 

Up<>u the stream ofThings,* and comes 
at length. 

After new deaths, to that dim waiting- 
place 

j 'I'hou next shall see, and with the 
I justified • 

I White souls awaits the End; or, snatched 
I at tmcc, 

, If Fate so will, to the luire sphcie 
I itself, 

, Livc»nnd is blest, and works the Eternal 
: Woik 

. Whose name and end is Love ! There 
is an end 

I Of Wrong and Death and Ucll I *’ 

} J-Ven os 1 heard, 

I 1 passed from out the shadow of Death 
I and Pain, 

• Crying, “ There is an end ! ** 
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Then from those daik 

And dreadful precincts passing, ghostly 
fields 

And voiceless took me. A faint twilight 
veiled 

Tlift leafless, shadowy trees and herb- 
less plains. 


There stirred no breath of air to wake 
to life 

The slumbers of the world. The sky 
al>ove 

Was one gray, changeless cloud; there 
looked no eye 

Of Life from the veiled heavens ; but 
Sleep ami Death 


* VirgU, ''dSoetd vl 740- 
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Compassed me everywhere. Ami yet 
no fear 

Nur horror took me hcic, where >vas 
no pain 

Nor dreadi save that strange tremor 
which as^aiU 

One who in life's hot noontide looks on 
death 

And knows he loo shat] die. The 
ghosts whicli rose 

Fioni every darkling copse .sho\vc<t | 
thin and pale — 

Thinner and paler far lhan lliosc 1 KTi 
In agony ; even a^ I’lly seems in wear 
A ihinner form lhan Tear. 

Not caged alone 
Idke those the avenging puiged 

were these, I 

Noi that dun land as tiK;.se hlacK ' 
cavernous depths | 

■Where no hope comes. I'*air souls j 
were they and white 
Whom there 1 saw, waiting as we sliall 
wait, 

The Beatific End, but thin and pule 
As the young faith winch mavle them , 
touched a little 

By the $ad memories of the caith , 
made glad 

A little by past joy.s ; no more ; and 
wrapt 

In musing on the brief play pl.iyed bv 
them 

Uixm the lively earth, yet ignorant 
Of the long lapse ol yetirs, and what 
had been 

Since they too breathed Life’s air, or if 
they knew I 

Keeping some echo only ; but their 
pain 

Was fainter than theii joy, and a great 
Like otiia possessed them dimly. 


First I saw 

A youth who pensive leaned against 
the trunk 

Of a daik cypress, and an idle flute 

Hung at lii-» side. A sorrowful sad 
soul, 

Such as sometimes he knows, who 
meets iht gaze, 

Mule, uncomplaining ye t most pitiful, 

Ot one whom Nature, by some secret 
spite, 

Has muimcil and left imperfect ; or the 
pain 

Which (liU a poet's eyes. Beneath his 
robe 

I scenud to sec the scar of cruel stripes, 

Too hastily concealed. Vet was he 
not 

Wholly unhnpin-, hut from out the 
coic 

Of suft'ering flowed a secret spiing of 

j‘»)» 

Which mocked the droughts of Fate, 
and left him glad 

And glorying in his sorrow. As I 
gazed 

He raised his silent flute, and, liaU 
ash imed. 

Blew a soft note; and as I stayed 
awhile 

I hcaid him thus discourse-^ 

“ The flute is sweet 

To gods and men, but sweeter far the 
lyre 

And voice of a true singer, iiihall I 
feai 

To tell of that great trial, when I 
strove 

And Pheebus conquered? Kay, no 
shame it is 
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To bow lo an immortal melody ; In dying (alls, and sweeter and more 

But glory. clear, 

Once among the Phrygian hills Tripping at nuptials £ind high revelry, 

I lay a-musing, — while the silly sheep Wailing at burials, rapt in soaring 
Wandered among the thyme — upon the lliouglits, 

bank Chanting strange sea -talcs full of 

Of a clear mountain stream; beneath mystery, 

the pines, ‘ Touching all chords of being, life and 

Safe hidden from the noon. A dreamy death, 

haze Now rose, now sank, and alwa)^ was 

Played on the uplands, but the hilU divine, 

were cle«'ir So stiange the music came, 

lit sunlight, and no cloud wa** on the Till* fts I lay 

sky. j ICniaptiirvd, shrill a siiddcii c)iscoj<l 

It was Uic time when a deei> sileiuo 

conics Then all the sounds uerc'^lilh A light* 

I'ptni the summer earth, and all the ning-flash, 

liirds * M fmm a suit-kissed gem, revealed the 

Have ceased from singing, and the' \suud. 

world Ls still A noise of watei smitten, and on the 

A't midnight, and if any live thing ’ heights 

move — ; A fair white fleece of cloud, which 

Some fur-clad creature, or coot gliding swiftly climbed 

snake - j Into the furthest heaven. Then, as I 

Within the pipy overgrowth of \vced.s, | mused, 

The ear can catch the rustle, and the : Knowing a parting goddess, straight J 
trees | saw 

And earth and air are listening. A!> 1 1 A wa)'^vard splendour float upon the 
lay, stream. 

Faintly, as in a dream, I seemed to i And knew it fur this jewelled flute, 
hear i which paused 

A tender music, like the i1£olian | Before me on an eddy. It 1 snatched 
chords I Eager, and to my ardent lips I lK>re 

Sound low within the woodland, whence ! The wonder, and behold, with the first 
the stream, j breath— 

Flowed full, yet silent. Long, with The first warm human breath, the silent 
ear to ground, strains, 

I hearkened ; and the sweet strain, The half-drowned notes which late the 
fuller grown, goddess blew, 

Rounder and clearer came, and danced Revived, and sounded clearer, sweeter 
along far 

in mirthful measure now, and now 'Than mortal skill could make. So with 


grown grave 


dcUgbt 
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1 left niy flocks to wendcr o'er the 
wastes 

Untended, and the wolves and eagles 
seized 

The tender lambs, but 1 was for my 
art— 

Nought else; and though the high' 
pitched notes divine 

Grew faint, yet something lingcre<l, and 
at last 

So sweet a note I sounded of my skill, 

That all the Phrygian highlands, all 
the far 

Hill villages, were fain to hear the 
strain, 

Which the mnd shepherd made. 

S<i, overbold, 

And rapt in my new art, at Inst I dared 

To challenge Phoebus* self. 

Twas a fair day 

When sudden, on the mountain side, I 
saw 

A train of fleecy clouds in a white 
band 

Descending. Down the gleaming 
pinnacles 

And difficult crags they floated, and the 
arch, 

Drawn with its thousand rays against 
the sun, 

Hung like a glory o er them. Midst 
the pines 

They clothed themselves with form, and 
straight I knew 

The immortals. Young A[K)11 u, with 
his lyre, 

Kissed by the sun, and nil the Muses 
dad 

In robes of gleaming white; then a 
great fear, 

Yet mixed with joy, assailed me, for I 
knew 

Myself a mortal equalled with the gods. 


Ah me 1 how fair they were ! how 
fair and dread 

In face and form, they showed, wheff 
now they stayed 

Upon the thy my slope, and the young 
god 

fifty with'liis clioir around him, beautiful 

And bold as Youth and Dawn ! There 
wa<> no cloud 

Upon the sky, nor any sound at all 

\\ hen I began my strain. No coward 
fear 

i Of what might come restrained me; 
but an awe 

Of those immortal eyes and cars divine 

Looking and listening. All the earth 
seemed full 

Of car-> for •me alone — the woods, the 
fields, 

I'hc hills, the skies were listening. 
.Scarce a sound 

My flute might make; such subtle 
harmonies 

The silence seemed to weave round roc 
and flout 

The half unuttered thought. Till last 
I blew, 

As now, a hesitating note, and lo ! 

The breath divine, lingering on mortal 
lips, 

Hurried aiy soul along to such fair 
rhymes, 

Sweeter than wont, that swift 1 knew 
my life 

Rise up within me, and expand, and 
all 

The human, which so nearly Is divine, 

Was glorified, and on the Muses* 
lips, 

And in their lovely eyes, 1 saw a 
fair 

Approt^al, and my soul in me was 
glad. 
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For all the strains 1 blew were slrains 
of love— 

Love striving, love (riumj^hant, love 
that lies 

Within beloved arms, and wreathes his 
locks 

With flowers, and lets the world go by 
and sings 

Unffbeding; and I saw a kindly gleam 
Within the Muses* eyes, who were 
indeed, 

Women, though god -like. 

Hut upon the face 
Of the >oung Sun-god only liaiighty 
scorn 

Sale, and he swiftly struck his golden 
' lyre, 

And [daytKl the Song of Life ; and lo, 
I knew 

My strain, how earthy 1 Oh, to hear 
the young 

Apollo playing ! and the fiiddcn cells 
And chambers of the universe displayed 
Hefore the charmed sound ! I seemed 
to float 

In some enchanted cave, where the 
wave dips 

In from the sunlit sea, and noo<h its 
depths 

With reflex hues of heaven. My soul 
was rapt 

By that I heard, and dared to wish no 
^ more • 

For victory ; and yet because the sound 
Of music that is bom of human breath 
Comes straightcr from the soul tlian any 
strain , 

The hand alone can make ; therefore I 
knew. 

With a mixed thrill of pity and delight, 
The nine immortal Sisters hardly 
touched 

^By that flne strain of music, os by mine. 
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And when the high lay trembled to its 
close, 

Still doubting. 

Then upon the Sun-god s face 
There ]>assed a cold proud smile. He 
swept his lyre 

Once more, then laid it down, and with 
clear voice, 

The voice of godhead, sang. Oil, 
ecstasy, 

Oh ha])piness of him who once has 
iicard 

Ajiollo singing ! For his cars the sound 
Of grosser music dies, and .ill the earth 
Is full of subtle undertones, which 
change 

Tlio listener and transform him. As 
he sang— 

Of what I know not, but the music 
touched 

Kadi chord of being— I felt my secret 
life 

Stand open to it, as the parched earth 
yawns 

To drink the summer rain ; and at the 
call 

Of those refreshing waters, all my 
thought ’ • 

Stir from its dark and sunless depths, 
and burpt 

Into sweet, odorous flowers, and from 
their w'ells 

Deep call to deep, and all the mystery 
Of all that is, laid open. As he sang, 

I saw the Kinc, with lovely pitying 
qres, 

Sign *Hc has conquered.* Vet I felt 
no pang 

Of fear, only deep joy that I had heard 
.Such music while 1 lived, even though 
it brou^t ^ 

Torture and death. For what were it 
to lie 
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Sleeky crowned with roses, drinking 
vulgar praise. 

And surfeited with ofTerings the dull 
gift 

Of ignorant hands — all which I might 
have known — 

To this diviner fiiilure ? Gotllike ’tis 
'I'o cliinh upon the icy ledge, and fall 
AVhere otlicr footsteps dare not. So I 
knew 

My fate, and it was near. 

Tor to ft pine 
They bound me willing, and with cruel 
stripes 

Tore me, and took iny life. 

But from my hlood 
Was born the stream of song, and on 
its flow 

My poor flute, to the clear swift river 
borne, 

Floated, and thence adown a lordlier 
tide 

Into the deep, wide sen, I do not 
blame 

Phadms, or Nature which has set this 
bar 

Betwixt success and failure, for I know 
I low far high failure overleaps the 
bound 

Of low successes. Only suffering draws 
The inner heart of song and can elicit 
The perfumes of the soul. Twerc not 
enough 

To fttU, for that were happinc^i*^ to 
Kim . 

Who ever upward looks with reverent 

eye 

And seeks but to admire. So, since 
the race 

Of hards soars highest ; as who seek to 
show 

Our lives as in a glass; therefore it 
comes 


That suffering weds with song, from 
him of old. 

Who solaced his blank darkness with 
his lyre ; 

Thmugh all the stoiy of neglect and 
scorn, 

Necessity, sheer hunger, early death, 

Which smite the singer still. Not only 
those ^ 

Who keep clear accents of the voice 
divine 

Are honourahle— they are happy, in- 
deed, 

Whate*cr the world has held — but those 
wlio hear 

.Some fair faint echoes, though the 
crowd be deaf, 

And see the white gods’ garments on 
the hills, 

Which the crowd sees not, though they 
may not find 

Fit music for their thought : they too 
arc blest, 

Not pitiable. Not from arrogant 
pride 

Nor t)vtT-boh1ness fail they who have 
striven 

To tell what they have heard, with 
voice too weak 

For such high message. More it is 
than wasc, 

Palace and pomp, honours and luxuries, 

To have seen white Presences upon tte 
hUls, 

To have heard the voices of the Eternal 
Gods.” * 

So spake he» and I teemed to look On' 
^ him, 

Whose sad young eyes grow on ns frath 
the pctge 

Of his own verse : who did tdmsdf to 
death .* 
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Or whom the dullard slew; or whom 
the sea 

Kapt from us : and I passed without a 
word, 

Slow, grave, with many musings. 


Then I came 

On one a maiden, meek with foMcd 
.hands, 

Seated against a rugged face of cliff. 

In silent thought. Anon she raised her 
arm.H, 

Her gleaming arms, above her on the 
rock, 

With hands which clasped each other, 
till she showed 

.Vs in a statue, and her \shite rol)c fell 

I )own from her maiden shoulders, an<l 
1 knew 

The fair form as it seemed chained to 
the stone 

Ky some invisible gyvc.s, and named 
her name : 

And then she raised her frightened eyes 
to mine 

As one who; long exj^ecting some great 
fear, 

Scarce sees deliverance come. But 
when she saw 

Only a kindly glance, a softer look 

Came in them, and she answered to my 

'%Vilh a sweet voice and low. 

I did but muse 

Upon the painful past, long dead and 
done, 

Fotgetting I was saved. 

The angry clouds 

Burst always on the low flat plains, and 
swq>t 


The harvest to the ocean i all the land 

'Was wasted. A great serpent IVom the 
deep. 

Lifting his horrible head above their 
homes, 

Devoured the children. ^ And the people 
pr.-ty^td 

In vain to careless gods. 

On that dear land, 

Which now wa.s turned into a sullen 
sea, 

(ia/ing in safety from the stately towers 

Of my sire’s psdacc, I, a princess, saw, 

Lapt in soft luxury, within my bower 

The wreck of humble homes come 
whirling by, 

The drowning, bleating flocks, the 
bellowing herds, 

The grain scarce husbanded by toiling 
hands 

Upon the sunlit plain, rush to the sea, 

With floating corpses. Oti the rain- 
swept hills 

The remnant of the people huddled 
close, * 

Homeless and starving. All my being 
was filletl 

With pity for ihcmi and I joyed to 
give 

What food and shelter and compas- 
sionate bands 

Of woman might. I took the little 
ones 

And clasped them shivering to (he 
virgin breast 

Which knew no other touch but theirs, 
and gave 

Raiment and food. My sire, not stern 
to me, 

Smiled on me as he saw. My gentle 
mother, 

Who loved me with a doser love than 
bind« 
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A mothei to her son ; and sunned her* But nry sire 


self 

In my fresh beauty, seeing in my young 
gaze 

1 Icr own fair vanished youth ; doted on 
me. 

And fain had kept my eyes from the 
sad sights 

That pained them. But my heart was 
faint in me. 

Seeing the ineffable miseries of life, 

And that niy‘*terious angei of the go^K, 

And helpless to nlUiy thorn. All in 
vain 

Were prayer and supplic.il ion, nil in 

The costly victims steamed. The 
vengeful clouds 

IJid the tierce .sky, and still the ruin 
came. 

And wallowing his grim length within 
the flood, 

Over the ravaged liclds and homeless 
homes. 

The fell sea^moiistcr raged, sating In', 
jaws 

With blood and lapine. 

I'hcn to the dread shrine 

Of Ammon went the priests, and 
reverend chiefs 

Of nil the nation. White*iobed, at 
their bead, 

Went slow my royal sire. The oracle 

S|>oke cleat, not as oft limes in words 
obscure, 

Ambignotis. And as we stood to meet 

The suppliants— she who bare me, with 
her head 

Upon Aty meek— we cheerful and with 
song 

Welcomed their swift return ; auguring 
well 

From such a quick-sped mission. 


I Hid his face from me, and the crowd of 
priests 

And nobles looked not at us. And no 
word 

Was spoken tilt at last one drew a 
scroll 

And gave it to the queen, who straight- 
way sw'ooncd, 

Having read it, on my breast, and then 
I saw, 

I the young girl whose soft life scarcely 
knew 

Shadow of sorrow, 1 whose heart was 
full 

Of pity for tlic rest, what doom was 
mine. 

f think I hnrdly knew' in that dread 
hour 

The fear that came anon ; 1 was trans* 
formed 

Into a champion of my race, made 
strong 

With a new courage, glorying to meet, 

In all the ecstasy of sacrifice, 

Death face to face. Some god, 1 know 
not who, 

0‘erspread me, and despite my roother*$ . 
tears 

And my stern father’s I mret my 
fate 

Unshrinking. 

When the moon rose clear from doui)K 

Once more again over the midnight sea, 

And that vast watery plain, where wertm 
before 

Hundreds of happy homes, and weU- 
tilled fields, 

I And purple vineyards ; from my lather’s 
towers 

The white procession went along the 
paths. 
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The high cliiT paths, which well I loved 
of old, 

Among the myrtles. Priests with cen- 
sers w*ent 

And offerings, robed in white, and 
round their brows 

The sacred fillet. With his nobles 
walked 

My sire with breaking bean. My 
mother clung 

To me the victim, and the young girls 
went 

With wailing and with tears. A solemn 
strain 

The soft rtules sounded, wc went by 
night 

ToiAvild headland, rock -based in these?. 

Theie on a sea -worn rock, upon the 
verge, 

To some rude slancbtons, high aliovc 
my head, 

They bound mo. Out at sea, .1 black 
reef rose, 

Washed by the constant suige, wherein 
a cave 

Sheltered deep down the monster. The 
sad queen 

Would scarcely leave me, though the 
priests shrunk back 

In terror. Last, torn from my cnrlless 
kisH, 

Swooning they bore her upwards. All 
my robe 

Fen from my lifted' arms, and left dis- 
played 

The virgin treasure of my breasts ; and 
then 

The white procession through the moon- 
light streamed 

Upwards* and soon their soft flutes 
sounded low 

Upon the high lawrs, leaving me alone. 


There stood I in the moonlight, left 
alone 

Against the sea-worn rock. Hardly I 
knew, 

Seeing only the bright moon and 
summer sea, ^ 

Which gently heaved and *‘urged, and 
kissed the ledge 

With smooth wMrin tides, what fate was 
mine. 1 seemed, 

Soothed by the quiet, to be resting still 

Within my maiden chamlicr, and to 
watch 

The nifonlight ihr<)* my lattice. Then 
again 

Fear rainc, and then the pride of sacri- 
fice 

Filled me, as on the high clifl' lawns I 
heard 

The wailing cries, the chanted liturgies, 

And knew me bound forsaken to the 
r(»ck, 

And saw the monster-haunted depths of 
sea. 

.So all night l«»ng upon the sandy 
shores 

I heard the hollow imurmur of the wave, 

And all night long the hidden sea caves 
made 

A ghostly echo ; and the sea birds 
mewed 

Around me ; once 1 heard a mocking 
laugh, 

As of some scornful Nereid ; once the 
waters 

Broke loader on the scarped reefs, and 
ebbed 

As if the monster coming ; but again 

1 le came not, and the dead moon sank, 
and still 

Only upon the cliflfs the wails, the 
chants, 
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And I forsaken on my sea-wom rock, 

And lo, the monster -haunted depths of 
sea. 

Till at the dead dark hour before the 
dawn, 

When sick men die, and scarcely fear 
itself 

Hore up my weary eyelids, a great surge 

Itursl on the roi k, and slowly, as it 
seemed, 

The scasuckcil downward to its <lcpths, 
laid bare 

The hidden reefs •''nd then before my 
eyes — 

Oh, terrible ! a huge and h).ithv»mc 
snake 

Lifted his dreadful cre^t and scaly side 

Above the wave, in btdk and length so 
large, 

Coil after hideous coil, that scarce the 
eye 

C'ould measure its full hc^rror ; the great 
jaws 

Dropped as with gore; the large and 
furious eyes 

Were firc<l with blood and lust. Nearer 
he came, 

And slowly, with a devilish glare, more 
near, 

TUI his hot ftetor choked me, and his 
tongue, 

Forked horribly from out hi?, poisonous 
jaws, 

Played lightning-like around me. For 
owhilc 

2 swooned, and when I knew my life 
again, 

lltath's bitterness was post. 

Then with a bound 

Leaped up the broad red sun above the 

And lit the horrid fnlgour of his scales, 


And struck upon the rock ; and as I 
turncrl 

My head in the last agony of death, 

I knew a brilliant sunbeam swiftly 
leaping 

Downward from crag to crag, and felt 
new hope 

Whole all was hopeless. On the hills 
a shout 

Of and on the rocks the ring of 
mail ; 

And w hde the hungry serpent’s gloating 
eyes 

Were fixed on me, a knight in casque 
of g<»ld 

And blazing ^l)ield, who with his flasli- 
ing bliidc 

Fell on the monster. I.ong the conflict 
raged, 

Till all the rocks were red with blooi! 
and slime, 

And yet my champion from tho^o 
honible jaw^ 

And dreatlful coils was scatheless. Zeus 
his .sire 

rrolecled, and the awful shield he 
Iwrc 

Withered the monster’s life and left him 
cold ; 

Dragging his helpless length and 
grovelling crest : 

.And o’er his glaring eyes the films of 
death 

Crept, and his writhing flank and hiss 
of hale 

The great deep swallowed down, and 
blood and spume 

Rose on the waves ; and a strange 
wailing cry 

Resounded o’er the waters, and the 
.sea 

Bellowed w^ithin its hol1ow«aonnding 
eaves. 
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Then knew I, I wtls saved) and with 
me all 

The people. From my wrists he loosed 
the gyves, 

My hero ; and within his godlike arms 
riore me by sIi|>|Kry rock and difhcult 
path, 

To where my mother prayed. Tlicic 
was no need 

To ask my love. Without a 
word 

Love lit his tires within me. My young 
heart 

Went forth, Love calling, and I gave 
him nil. 

I>)at thou then wonder that the 
memory 

Of this supreme brief moment linger^ 
still, 

While all the Itappy uneventful years 
Of wedded life, and all the fair young 
growth 

Of offspring, and the tranquil later joys, 
Nay, even the fierce eventful fight which 
raged 

When we were wedded, fa«Ic and are 
deceased. 

Lost in the irrecoverable past ? 

Nay, ’tis not strange. Always the 
memory 

Of overwhelming perils or great joys, 
Avoided or enjoyed, WTites its own 
trace 

With su^ deep characters upon our 
lives, I 

That all the rest are blotted. In this I 
nlace. 

W’bere is not action, thought, or count I 
of time, I 

It is not weary as it were an earth, 

To dwell op these old memories. Time 
is b^n 


Of dawns nnd sunsets, days that ^si\ 
and wane 

And stamp themselves upon the yielding 
face 

Of fleeting human life ; but here there is 
Morning nor evening, ^ct nor suffering, 
liut only one unchanging Present holds 
Our being suspended. One blest day 
indeed, 

Or centuries ago or yesterday, 

There came among us one who was 
Divine, 

Not as our gods, joyous and breathing 
strength 

And careless life, but crowned with a 
new crown 

Of suffering, and a great light came 
with him, 

And with him he brought Time nnd a 
new sense 

Of dim, long-vanished yc.ars ; and since 
he [»aK.scd 

1 seem to sec new meaning in my fate, 
And all the deeds I tell of. Kvermorc 
The young life comes, bound to the 
cruel rocks 

Alone. Before it the unfathomed sea 
Smile>, filled with 'monstrous growths 
that wait to take 

Its Innocence. Far off the voice and 
hand 

Of love kneel by in agony, and entreat 
The seeming careless gods. Still when 
the deep 

Is smoothest, I 0 , the deadly fangs and 
coils 

Lttirk near, to smite wdth death. And 
down the crags 

Of Duty, like a sudden sunbeam, springs 
Some golden soul half mortal, half 
divine. 

Heaven-sent, and breaks the chain ; and 
eyermore 
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For sacriHce they die, through $acritice 

They live, and arc for others^ and no 
gritf 

Which smites the humblest but rever- 
berates 

Thro* all the close-set files of life, and 
takes 

The princely soul that from its royal 
towers 

Looks down and sees the sorrow. 

Sir, farewell! 

If thou shouhlst meet my children on 
the earth 

Or here, for maybe it is long ago 

Since 1 and they were living, say to 
them 

I only muse a little lierc, and wait 

The waking.” 

Anti her lifted arms sank down 

U|)on her knees, and as I j^assed I saw 
her 

Garing with soft rapt eyes, and on her 
lips 

A Hinilc as of a saint. 


And then I saw 

A manly hunter pace along the lea, 

His bow uimn his shoulder, and his 
spear 

Poised idly in his hand : the face and 
form 

Of vigorous youth ; but in the full 
brown eyes 

A dmoMUS gare ns of a hunted hart; 

Brute*likc, yet human still, even as the 
Faun 

Of old, the dumb brute passii^ into 
man, 

And dowered with double nature. As 
he came 


1 seemed to question of his fate, and he 
Answ'ered me thus : 

“ *Twas one hot afternoon 
That I, a hunter, wearied with my day, 
Heard my hounds baying fainter on 
the hills, 

Led by the flying hart ; and when the 
sound 

Faded and all was still, J turned to seek, 
0*eicoiuc by heat and thirst, a little 
gla<le, 

Beloved of old, where, in the shadowy 
wood, 

'J'he clear cohl cryslcil of a mossy pool 
Lij»r*eil the soft emerald marge, and 
gave again 

The flower- starred lawn where ofttimes 
ovcrspc'nt 

I lay upon the grass and careless bathed 
My limbs in the sweet lymph. 

But as I neared 
'Vhe hollow, sudden through the leaves 
I saw 

A throng of woorl-nymphs fair, sporting 
undr.iped 

Komul one, a goddess. She with timid 
haml 

I,oosened her zone, and glancing round 
let fall 

Her robe fre^m neck and bosom, pure 
and bright, 

(For it was Dian’s self I saw, none 
else) 

As when she frees her from a fleece of 
cloud 

And swims along the deep blue sea of 
heaven 

On sweet June nights. Silent awhile I 

StOCKi, 

Rooted with awe, and fain had turned 
to fly. 

But feared by careless footstep to 
affright 
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'I'hosc chaste cold eyes. Great av%'e 
and reverence 

Held me, and fear; then Love with 
passing wing 

Fanned me, and held my e)cs, and 
checked my Vjreath, 

Signing ‘ Beware I * 

So for a time I watched, 

Breathless as one a brooding nightmuie 
holds, 

Who fleeth some great fear, ycl fleeth 
not ; 

Till the last flutter of lawn, and veil no 
more 

Obscured, and all tlie beauty of niy 
, dreams 

Assailed my sense. But ere 1 raised 
my eyes, 

As one who fain w'ould look and sec 
(he sun, 

The first glance da 2 ecl my brain. Only 
I knew 

The perfect outline flow in tender 
curves. 

To break in doubled charms ; only a 
haze 

Of creamy white, and dim[>le<l depths 
divine : 

And then no more. For lo ! a sudden 
chill, 

And such thick mist as shuts the hills 
at eve, 

Oppressed me gazing; and a heaven- 
sent shame. 

An awe^ a fear, a reverence for the 
unknown, 

Froze all the springs of will and left 
me cold, 

And blinded all the longings of my eyes. 

Leaving such dim reflection still 
mocks 

Him who has looked on a great light, 
aad k^ps 


On his closed eyes the image. Pre- 
senily, 

My fainting soul, safe hidden for awhile 
Deep in Life’s mystic shades, renewed 
herself, 

And straight, the innocent brute within 
the man 

Btiic on me, and with half-averted eye 
1 garccl ujion the secret. 

As I looked, 

A radiance, white as beamed the frosty 
moon 

On the mad boy and slew him, beamed 
on me ; 

Made chill my pulses, checked iny life 
and heat ; 

Tiaiisformed rne, withered all my ^old, 
and left 

My being burnt out. For lo J the 
dreadful eyes 

Of (iodhead met my gaze, ami ihrougli 
the mask 

And thick disguise of sense, as through 
a wood, 

Pierced to my life. Then suddenly 1 
knew 

An altered nature, touched by no desire 
Fur that which shoVed so lovely, but 
declined 

To lower levels. Nought of fear or awe, 
Nothing of love was mine. Wide-eyed 
I gazed, 

But saw no spiritual beam to blight 
My brain with too much beauty, no 
undraped 

And awful majesty ; only a brute. 
Dumb charm, like that which draws 
the brute to it. 

Unknowing it is drawn. So gradually 
1 knew a dull content o’crcloud my 
sense, 

And unabashed I gazed, like tliatdumb 
bird 
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Which thinks no thought and speaks 
no word, yet fronts 

The sun that blinded Ilomer^all my 
fear 

Sunk with my shame, in a base happi- 
ness. 

But as I gazed, and careless turned 
and passed 

Through tlie thick wood, forgetting 
what had been, 

And thinking thoughts no longer, swift 
there came 

A mortal terror : voices that 1 knew, 

My own hounds* hayings that I loved 
before, 

As with them often o’er the purple hills 

1 chased the flying hart from slope to 
slope, 

Before the slow sun climbed the 
Eastern jicaks, 

Until the swif\ sun smote the Western 
plain ; 

Whom often I had cheered by voice 
and glance, 

Whom often 1 had checked with hand 
and thong, 

Grim followers, like the passions, firing 
me ; 

True servants, like the strong nerves, 
urging me 

On many a fruitless chase, to (ind and 
take 

Some too swift-fleeting beauty ; faithful 
feet 

And tongues, obedient always : these 
1 knew, 

Clothed with a new-born force and 
fiercer grown, 

And stronger than their master; and 
I thought, 

What if they tare me with their jaws, 
nor cai-ed 


That ouce 1 ruled them, —brute pur- 
suing brute, 

And I the quarry ? Then 1 turned and 
fled,— 

If it was I indeed that feared and fled — 

Down the long glades, and through the 
tangled lirakcs, 

Where scarce the sunlight pierced ; 
fled on and on, 

And iiantcd, self- pursued. But ever- 
more 

The dissonant music which I knew so 
sweet, 

When by the windy hills, the echoing 
vales, 

And whispering pines it rang, now far, 
now near, 

As from my rushing steed I leant and 
cheered 

With voice and horn the chase-— this 
brought to me 

Fear of 1 knew not what, which Imde 
me fly, 

Fly alwa}^, fly ; but when my heart 
stood still, 

And all my limbs were stiffened as 1 fled, 

Just as the white m(x>n ghost like 
climbed the sky, 

Nearer they came and nearer, bayii^ 
loud, 

With bloodshot eyes and red jaws 
dripping foam ; 

And when 1 strove to check their 
savagery, 

St>cakiiig with words ; no voice articu- 
late came, 

Only a dumb, low bleat. Then all the 
throng 

I^apt swiff on me, and tare me as I lay, 

And left me man again. 

^Vberef(lfe I walk 

Along these dim fields peopled with' 
tire ghosts 
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Of hctoes who have left the ways of 
earth 

For this faint ghost of them. Some- 
times 1 think, 

Pondering on wbai has bccn» that all 
iny days 

Were shadows, all my life an allegory ; 

And, though 1 know sometimes some 
fainter gleam 

or the old beauty move me, and some- 
times 

Stnne beat of the old imlscs ; that my 
fate, 

For ever hurrying on in hot puisint, 

'i'o fall at length self-slain, was but a 
tale 

Writ large by iieus upon a mortal life, 

Writ large, and yet a riddle. For 
sometimes 

1 read its meaning ibiis ; Life i»a cil ice, 

.\nd Man the hunter, always following 
on. 

With Koand.s of rushing l bought or 
fiery sense, 

Some hidden truth or beauty, Heeling 
still 

For ever through the thick -leaved 
coverts deep 

And wind-worn wolds of time. And 
if he turn 

A moment from the hot pursuit to sciie 

Some chance- brought sweet hcms, other 
than the search 

To which his soul is Set,— some dab 
liance, 

Some outward shape of Art, .some 
tower love, 

Sonte charm of wealth ami sleek ton- 
tent and home,— 

Then, if he check an instant, the !=:wirt 
chase 

Of fierce miteiik{iered energies which 
pnrsoe. 


With jaws unsaled and a thirst for net, 
Bears down on him with clanging 
shock, and whelms 
IIU prize niid him in ruin. 

And sometimes 
I seem to myself a thinker, who at last, 
Amul the chase and caplure of low ends, 
Pausing by sonic cold well of hidden 
thought 

Comes on some perfect (ruth, and 
looks and looks 

Till the fail vision blinds him, .And 
the >iim 

01 all his lower self pursuing him, 

'J'hc stioiig brute forces, the unchecked 
dcsiies, 

Finding him bound and speechless, 
deem him ii(»w 

No more their m.nsler, but some soul- 
less thing : 

And leap on him, and sei/.c bim, and 
possess 

Ills life, till duough death's gate he 
pass to life, 

And, his own ghost, revives. Hut 
looks no moie 

U)X)n the truth unveiled, save Ibrough 
a cloud ' • 

Of creed and faith and longing, which 
.shall change 

One day to perfect knowledge. 

But whoe’er 

Shall read the riddle of my life, 1 walk 
In this dim land ^mid dim ghosts of 
kings 

As one day thou shalt ; meantime, fare 
thou well,*’ , 

Then passed he ; and I marked him 
slowly go 

Along the winding w'ays of that weird 
land, 

And vanish in a woo<l. 
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And next 1 knew 

A woman perfect as a young man's 
dream, 

And breathing as it seemed the nimble 
air 

Of the fair days of old, when man was 
young 

And life an Epic. Round the lips a 
smile 

Subtle and deep and sweet as hers who 
looks 

From the old painter's canvas, and 
derides 

Life and the riddle of things the aim- 
less strife, 

The folly of Love, as who has proved 
it all, 

Enjoyed and suffered. In the lovely 
eyes 

A weary look, no other than the gaze 

Which ofuimes as the rapid chiiriot 
whirls^ 

And ofttiines by the glaring midnight 
streets, 

Gleams out and chills our thought. 
And yet not guilt 

Nor sorrow was it ; only weariness, 

No more, and still most lovely. As I 
named 

Her name in haste, she looked with 
half surprise, 

And thus she seemed to speak : 

“ What ? Dost thou kne w. 

Thou too« the fatal glances which be- 
guiled 

Those strong rude chiefs of old ? Has 
Hot the gloom 

Of this dim land withdrawn from out 
mine eyes 


The glamour which once filled them? 
Docs my cheek 

Retain the round of youth and still 
defy 

The wear of immemorial centuries ? 

And this low voice, long silent, keeps 
it still 

The music of old lime? Aye, in thine 
eyes 

I read it, and within thine eyes I see 

Thou knowest me, and the story of my 
life 

Sung by the blind old bard when I wa.s 
dead, 

And all my lovers dust. I know thee 
not, 

Thee nor thy gods, yet would I sootbly 
swear 

I wa.s not all to blame for what has 
been, 

The long fight, the swift death, the 
woes, the tears. 

The brave lives spent, the humble 
homes uptorn, 

To gain one poor fair face. It was 
not I 

That curved these lips into this subtle 
smile. 

Or gave these eyes their fire, nor yet 
made round 

This supple frame. It was not I, but 
Love, 

Love miiToring himself in all things 
fair, 

Love that projects himself upon a life, 

And dotes on his own image. 

Ah ! the days, 

The weary years of Love and feasts and 
gold. 

The hurried flights, the din of clatter* 
ing hoofs 

midnight, when the heroes dared 
for me, 
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And bore me o’er the hills ; the swift 
pursuits 

Baffled and lost ; or when from isle to 
isle 

The high-oared galley spread its wings 
and rose ' 

Over the swelling surges, and I saw, 

Time after time, the scarce familiar 
town, 

The shadowy hills, the well-loved 
palaces, 

The gleaming temples fade, and alt for 
me. 

Me the dead prize, the shell, the soul- 
less ghost, 

The husk of a true woman ; the fond 
w*ords 

Wasted on cnrelcis cars, that feigned 
to hear. 

Of love to me unloving ; the rich feasts. 

The silken dalliance and soft luxury, I 

The fair observance and high reverence 

For me who cared not, to whatever 
land 

My kingly lover snatched me. I have 
known 

How small a fence Love sets between 
the king 

And the strong hind, who breeds his 
brood, and dies 

Upon the field he tills. I have ex- 
changed 

People for people, crown for glittering 
crown, * 

Through every change a queen, and 
held my state 

Hateful, and sickened in my soul to lie 

Stretched on soft cushions to the lutes’ 
Iow9omi4 

While on the wasted fields the clang of 
arms 

Rang, and the foemen perished, and 
swift death, 


Hunger, and plague, and every phase 
of woe 

Vexed all the land for me. I have 
heard the curs9 

Unspoken, when the wife widowed for 
me 

Clasped to her heart her orphans starved 
for me ; 

As I swept proudly by. I have prayed 
the gods, 

Hating my own fair face which wrought 
such woe, 

Some plague divine might light on it 
and leave 

My curse a ruin. Yet I think indeed 

They had not cursed but pitied, those 
true wives 

Who mourned their humble lords, and 
straining felt 

The innocent thrill which swells the 
mother’s heart 

W’ho clasps her growing boy ; had they 
but known 

The lifeless life, the pain of hypocrite 
smiles, 

The dead load of caresses simulated. 

When Love stands shuddering by to see 
his fires , 

Lit for the shrine of gold. What if 
they felt 

The weariness of loveless love which 
grew 

And through the jealous palace portals 
seized 

The caged unloving woman, sick of 
toys. 

Sick of her gilded chains, her ease, 
herself. 

Till for sheer weariness she flew to mee 

Some new unloved seducer? What if 
they knew 

No childish loving hands, or worse than 
m all. 
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llnd borne them sullen to a sire un- 
loved, 

And left them without pain ? 1 might 
have been, 

1 too, a loving mother and chaste wife, 
Had Fate so willed. 

For I remember well 
How one day straying from my father’s 
ha11> 

Seeking anemones and violets, 

A girl in Spring-time, when the heart 
makes Sjiring 

Within the budding bosom, that I 
came 

Of a sudden through a wood upon a 
bay, 

A little sunny land locked bay, whose 
Ixinks 

Sloped gently downward to the yellow 
sand, 

Where the blue wave creamed soft 
with fairy foam. 

And oft the Nereids sported. As 1 
slrayeil 

Singing, with fiesh-pullcd violets in my 
hoir 

And bosom, and my hands were full of 
flowers, 

I came upon a little milk-white lamb. 
And took it in my arms and fondled it, 
And wreathed its neck with flowers, 
and sang to it 

And kissed it, and the Spring was in 
my life, 

And I was glad. 

And when I rai>cd my eyes 
Behold, a youthful shepherd with his 
crook 

Stood iQf me and regai'ded os I lay, 
.Tall, fair, with Clustering curls, and 
front that wore 

A budding manhood. As 1 looked a. 
fear 


Came o*er me, lent he were some youth- 
ful god 

Disguised in shape of man, so fair he 
was ; 

But when he spoke, the kindly face was 
full 

Of manhood, and the large eyes full of 
fire 

Drew me without a word, and all the 
flowers 

Fell from me, and the Utile milk-white 
lamb 

Strayed through the lirake, and took 
with it the white 

Fair years of childhoiKl. Time fulfilled 
my being 

With pis>>ion like a cup, and with one 
kiss 

Left me a woman. 

Ah ! the precious hours. 

When on the warm bank crowned with 
flowers we sale 

.And thought no harm, and his thin 
reed pipe made 

Low mubic, and no witness of our love 

Intruded, but the tinkle of the flock 

Stole from the hill, and ’ncath the 
odorous shade 

Wc dreamed away the day, and watched 

* the waves 

Smile shoreward, and lieyond the 
sylvan capes 

The innumerable laughter of the sea ! 

Ah youth and love ! So passed the 
happy days 

Till twilight, and I stole as in a dream 

Homeward, and lived os in a happy 
dream, 

And when they spoke answered as in a 
dream, 

And through the darkness saw, as in a 
glass, 
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The happy, happy day, and thrilled and 
glowed 

And kept my love in sleep, and longed 
for dawn 

And scarcely stayed for hunger, and 
with morn 

Stole eager to the little wood, and fed 

My life with kisses. Ah! the joyous 
days 

Of innocence, when Love was Queen 
in heaven, 

And nature unreproved ! llreak they 
then still. 

Those azure circles, on a golden shore ? 

Smiles there no glade tipoti the older 
' earth 

Where spile of all, gray \Nisdoin, and 
new god>, 

V'oiing lovers dream W'ilhin each oiher^s 
arms 

Silent, by shadowy grove, or sunlit ‘^ca ? 

Ah days loo fair to last ! Theic 
came a night 

When I lay longing for my love, and 
knew 

Sudden the clang of hoofs, the broken 

. doors, 

The clash of swords, the shouts, the 
groans, the stain I 

Of red upon the marble, the fixed gaze 

Of dead and dying eyes,— that was the 
time 

When first I looked on death, — ^and 
when I woke # 

F‘rom my deep swoon, I felt the night 
air cool 

Upon my brow, and the cold stars look 
down, 

As swift we galloped o*et the darkling 
plain s 

.And saW tile chill sea glimpses slowly 
wake. 
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With arms unknown around me. When 
the dawn 

Broke swift, we panted on the pathless 
steeps, 

And so by plain and mountain till w^ 
came 

To Athens, where they kept me till I 
grew 

Fairer with every year, and many 
wooed, 

Heroes nnd chieftains, but 1 loved not 
one. 


And then the avengers came and 
snaLched me back 

To Sparta. All the dark high-crcstcd 
chiefs 


Of Argos woocil me, striving king 
with king 

For one fair foolisli face, noi knew I 
ko])t 

No heart to give them. Vet .Huce I 
was growm 

Weary of honeyed words and suit of 
love, 

1 wedded a brave chief, dauntless nnd 
true. ^ 

But what cared 1 ? I could not prize 
at all 

His honest service. I had grown so 
tired 


Of loving and of love, that when lhc7 
brought 

News that the fairest shepherd on the 
hUls, 

Having done himself to death for his 
lost love, 

Lay, like a lovely statue, cold and white 

U|>on the golden sand, 1 hardly knew 

More than a passing pang. Lovib, like 
a flower, 

Love, springing up too tall in a young 
l^east, 
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The growth of inorning, Life’s too 
scorching sun 

Had withered long ere noon. Love, 
like a flante 

On his own altar offering up my heart, 

Had burnt my being to ashes. 

Was it love 

That drew me then to Paris? He was 
fair, 

1 grant you, fairer than a summer morn, 

Fair with a woman’s fairness, yet in 
arms 

A hero, but he never had my heart, 

Not love for him allured me, but the 
thirst 

For freedom, if in more than thought 1 
erred, 

And was not rapt but willing. Fur my 
child 

Born to an unloved father, loved me 
not, 

The fresh sea called, the galleys plunged, 
and I 

Fled willing from my prison and the 
pain 

Of undesired caresses, and the ^ind 

Was fair, and on the third day as we 
sailed, 

My heart was glad within me when I 
saw 

The towers of Ilium rise beyond the 


Ah, the long years, the melancholy | 
years. 

The miserable melancholy years t 

For soon the new grew old, and thcif I 
grew 

Weory of him, of all, of pomp and 
state 

And iM>vel splendour. Yet at times I 
knew 

Some thnll of pride within me as 1 saw 


From those high walls, a prisoner and 
a foe, 

The swift ships flock at anchor in the 
bay, 

The hasty landing and the flash of arms. 
The lines of ruyal tents upon the plain, 
The close-shut gates, the chivalry within 
Issuing in all its pride to meet the shock 
Of the l>old chiefs without ; so year by 
year 

The haughty challenge from the warring 
hosts 

Rang forth, and 1 with a divided heart 
Saw victory incline, now here, now 
there, 

And helpless marked the Argive chiefs 
1 knew, 

I The spouse I left, the princely loves of 
[ old, 

Now with each other strive, and now 
with Troy: , 

The brave pomp of the morn, the fair 
strong limbs, 

The glittering panoply, the bold young 
hearts, 

Athirst for fame of war, and with the 
night 

The broken spear, the shattered helm, 
the plume 

Dyed red with blood, the ghostly dying 
face. 

And nerveless limb^ laid lifeless. And 
I knew 

The stainless Hector whom I could 
have loved, 

But that a happy love made blind his 
eyes 

To all roy baleful beauty ; fallen and 
dragged 

His noble, godlike head upon the sand 
By young Achilles’ chariot ; him in tVEtn 
Fallen and slain ; my fair false Fsuis 
slain ; 
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Plague, famine, battle, raging now 
within, 

And now without, for many a weary 
year. 

Summer and winter, till 1 loathed to 
live, 

Who was indeed, as well they said, the 
Hell 

Of men, and fleets, and cities. As I 
stood 

U])on the walls, ofttimes a longing 
came, 

Looking on rage, and flght, and blood, 
and death. 

To end it all, and dash me down and 
• die ; 

But no god helped me. Nay, one day 
1 mind 

I would entreat them. ‘ Pray you, 
lords, be men. 

What fatal charm is this which At^* 
gives 

To one poor foolish face ? Be strong, 
and turn 

In peace, forget this glamour, get you 
home 

With all your fleets and armies, to the 
land 

I love no longer, where your faithful 
wives 

Pine widowed of their lords, and your 
young boys * 

Grow wild to manhoo^* I have nought 
to give. 

No heart, nor prise of love for any 
man, 

Nor recompense. I am the ghost alone 

Of the firir girl .ye knew; she still 

alrito. 

If she stin lives and is not wholly dead, 

Shnetebed on a flowery bank upon the 
sen ^ 

In foir hen^ Affoe. Leave this form 


That is no other than the outward shell 
Of a once loving woman,' 

As I spake, 

My pity iired my eyes and flushed my 
cheek 

With some soft charm ; and as I spread 
my hands, 

The purple, glancing down a little, left 
The marble of my breasts and one pink 
bud 

Upon the gleaming snows. And as* I 
looked 

With a mixed pride and terror, I beheld 
The brute rise up within them, and my 
words 

Fall barren on them. So I sat apart, 
Nor ever more looked forth, while every 
day 

Brought its own woe. 

The melancholy years, 
The miserable melancholy years. 

Crept onward till the midnight terror 
came, 

And by the glare of burning streets I 
saw 

l^alace and temple reel in ruin and fall, 
And the long-bafl}cd legions, bursting 
in 

By gate and bastion, blunted sword and 
spear 

With unresisted slaughter. From ray 
tower 

I saw the good old king ; his kindly 
eyes 

In agony, and all his reverend -hairs 
Dabbled with blood, as the fierce 
foeman thrust 

And stabbed him as he lay ; the youths, 
the girls, 

Whom day by day I knew, thefar silken 
ease 

And royal luxury changed for blood 
and tears. 
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Holed forth to death or worse. Then 
n great bate 

Of life and fate seized on me, and I 
rose 

And rushed among them, crying, ‘ See, 
»tis I. 

I who have brought this evil ! Kill me \ 
kill 

The fury that is I, yet is not I ! 

And let my soul go outward through 
the wound 

Made clean by blood to 1 fades ! Let 
me die. 

Not these who di<l no wrong ! ' Hut 
not a hand 

Was raised, and all shrank back amazed, 
afraid, 

As from a goddess. Then I swooned 
and fell 

And knew no more, and when I wtike 
I felt 

My hubband*8 arms around me, ancl the 
wind 

IJlcw fair for Greece, and the beaked 
galley plunged ; 

And where the towers of Ilium rose of 
old. 

A pall of smoke above a glare of fire. 

What then in the near future ? 

. Ten long years 

Bring youth and love to that deep 
summer^tide 

When the full noisy current of our 
lives 

Creeps dumb through wealth of flowers. 
I think I knew 

Sdmewhat of peace at last, with my 
good Lord 

Who loved too much, to palter with 
the past, 

Flushed with the present. Young Her* 


Had grown from child to woman. She 
was wed ; 

And was not I her mother? At the 
pomp 

Of solemn nuptials and requited love, 

1 prayed she might be happy, htippier 
far 

Than ever I w»as ; so in tranquil ease 

I lived a queen long time, and because 
wealth 

And high observance can make sweet 
our days 

When youth^s swift joy is past, I did 
requite 

With what I might, not love, the 
kindly care 

Of him I loved not ; jminps and robes 
of price 

And chariots held me. But when Fate 
.cut short 

His life and l«)vc, his sons who were 
not mine 

Reigned in his stead, and hated me 
and mine : 

And knowing 1 w'as friendless, I sailed 
forth 

Once more acro^s the sea, seeking for 
rest 

And shelter. Still I knew that in my 
eyes 

Love dwelt, and all the baleful charm 
of old 

Burned as of yore, scarce dimmed as 
yet by time ; 

1 saw it in the mirror of the sea, 

I saw it in the youthful seamen’s 
eyes, 

And was half proud again 1 had such 
power 

Who now kept nothing else. So one 
calm eve, 

Behold, a sweet fair isle blushed like a 
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Upon the summer sea : there my swift 
ship 

Cast anchor, and they told me it was 
Rhodes. 

Tlicre, in a little wood above the sea, 

Like that dear wowl of yore, 1 wandered 
Ibrth 

Forlorn, and all my seamen were apart, 

And 1, alone ; when at the close of day 

I knew myself surrounded by st range 
churls 

With angry eyes, and one who ordered 
them, 

A woman, whom I knew not, but who 
' walked 

In mien and garb a queen. She, with 
the fne 

Of hate within her eyes, ‘ Quick, bind 
her, men ! 

I know her ; bind her last ! ’ 'rheii to 
the trunk 

Of a tall plane they boumi me with 
rude coixls 

That cut my arms. And meantime, 
far below, 

The sun was gilding fair with dying 
ra>'8 

Isle after isle and purple wastes of sea. 

And then she signed to tliem, and all 
withdrew 

Among the woods and left us, face to 
face, 

Two women. Ere I spake, ‘ I know,* 
she cried, 

know that evU fairness. Thb it 
wafl^ 

Or ever he had. come across my life, 

That made him cotd to luei who h$d 
my love 

^ And left me half a heart. If all my 
life 


Of wedlock was but half a life, what 
fiend 

Came 'twixt my love and me, but thdl 
fair face ? 

What left his children orphans, but 
that face ? 

And me a widow ? Fiend I I have 
thee now ; 

Thou hast not long to live* I will 
requite 

Thy muidfi's; yet, oh fiend t that art 
so fair, 

Were it not haply better to deface 
Thy fatal loveliness, and leave thee 
bare 

Of all thy baleful power ? And yet I 
doubt, 

And looking on thy face I doubt the 
more, 

I*est all thy dower of beauty be the 
gift 

Of Aphrodite, and I fear to tight 
Against the immortal Oods.* 

Even with the word, 
And she relenting, all the riddle of 
life 

flashed through me, and the inextri- 
cable roil 

Of Being, anri the immeasurable depths 
And irony of Fate, burst on my thought, 
And left me smiling in the eyes of 
death, 

With this deep smile thou .seest. Then 
with a shriek 

The woman leapt on me, and with 
I blind rage 

Strangled my life. And when she had 
I done the deed 

' She swooned, and those her followers 
hasting back 

Fell prone upon their knees before the 
I corpse 
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As to a goddess. Then one went and 
brought 

A sculptor, and within a jewelled shrine 
I'liey set me in white marble, bound 
to a tree 

Of marble. And they came and knelt 
to me, 

Young men and maidens, through the 
secular years, 

While the old gods bore sway, but 1 
was here, 

And now they kneel no longer, for the 
world 

Has gone from beauty. 

But I think, indeed, 
They well might worship still, for never 
yet 

Was any thought or thing of beauty 
born 

Except with suffering. That poor 
wretch who thought 
1 injured her, stealing the foolish heart 
Which she prixed but I could not, what 
knew she 

Of that I suffered^ t>he had loved her 
love. 

Though unrequited, and had lK>rne to 
him 

Children who loved her. What if she 
had been 

Loved yet unloving : all the fire of love 
Burnt out before love's time in one 
brief blaze 

Of passion. Ah, poor fool 1 I pity her, 
Being blest and yet unthankfol, and 
forgive, 

Kbw that sbe is a ghost as 1, the hand 
Which loosed my load of life. For 
scarce indeed 

Could any god who cares for mortal 
men 

Have ever kept me happy. 1 had tired 
Of simple lo\ing| doubtless, as I tired 


Of splendour and being loved. There 
be some souls 

For which love is enough, content to 
bear 

From youth to age, fron\ chesnut locks 
to gray 

The load of common, uneventful life 
And penury. But I was not of these ; 

I know not now, if it were best indeed 
That I had reared my simple shepherd 
brood, 

And lived and died unknown in some 
poor hut 

Among the Argive hills ; or lived a 
queen 

As I did, knowing every day that 
dawned 

Some high emprise and glorious, and 
in death 

To fill the world with song. Not the 
same meed 

The gods mete out for all, or She, the 
dread 

Necessity, who rules both gods and men, 
Some to dishonour, some to honour 
moulds. 

To happiness some, some to unhappi* 
ness. 

We are what Zeus has made usj^dis^ 
cords playing «sr ^ 

In the great muac, but the harmony 
Is sweeter for them, and the great 
splieres ring 
In one accordant hymn. 

But thou, if e’er 
There come a dau^ter of thy love, oh 
pray 

To all thy gods, lest ha|dy thUy should 
mar 

Her life with too great beauty 1 ** < 

So she ceased* 
The fairest woman that the poet’s 
dream 
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Or artist hand has fashioned. All the 
gloom 

Seemed lightened round her, and I 
heard the sound 

Of her melodious voice when all was 
still, 

And the dim twilight took her. 


Next there came 

Two who together walked : one with 
a lyre 

Of gold, which gave no sound ; the 
other hung 

Upon his breast, and closely clung to 
him, 

Spent in a tender longing. As they 
came, | 

I heard her gentle voice recounting o’er 

Some ancient tale, and these the word* 
she said : 

**Dear voice and lyre now silent, 
which I heard 

Across yon sullen river, bringing to me 

All my old life, while he, the ferry- 
man, 

Hiird and obeyed, and the giim 
monster heard 

And fawned on you. Joyous thou 
cain’st and free 

Like a white sunbeam from the dear 
blithe earth, 

Where suns shone clear, and moons 
. beamed bright, and streams 

Xmi^ed wiA a rippling music,'— nor as 
here 

tlie ditmb stream stole, the veiled sky 
the fields 

Were lost in twilight* Like a truant 
breeze, 


Which steals in summer from the gates 
of dawn 

To kiss the fields of spice, and wakes 
to life 

Their slumbering ])ei^ame, through this 
silent land 

or whispering voices and of half-closed 
eyes. 

Where scarce a footstep sounds, nor 
any strain 

Of earthly song, thou cam’s!; and 
suddenly 

The pale cheeks flushed a little, the 
murmured words 

Rose to a faint, thin treble ; the throng 
of ghosts 

Pacing along the sunless ways and 

still, 

Kelt a new life. Thou earnest, dear, 
and straight 

The dull cold river broke in sparkling 
foam, 

The pale and scentless flowers grew 
perfumed ; last 

To the dim chann^r, where with the 
sad queen 

I sat in gloom, an^ silently inwove 

Dead wreaths of amaranths ; thy music 
came 

Laden with life, and I, who seemed to 
know 

Not life’s voice only, but my own, 
arose 

^ Along the hollow pathways following 

'Phe sound which brought bock earth 
ami life and love, 

I And memory and longing. Yet I went 

I With half-reluctant footsteps, as of 
I one 

Whom passion draws, or some high 
fantasy. 

Despite himself, because some subtle 
spell, 
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Tart l>orn of dread lo cross that sullen 
sticam 

And its grim guardians, part of secret 
shame 

Of the young airs and freshness of the 
earth, 

IScing that I was, enchained me. 

Then at last, 

From voice and lyre so high a strain 
arose 

As trembled on the utter verge of 
being, 

And thrilling, poured out life. Thus 
nearer drawn 

I walked with thee, enclosed by 
honeyed sound 

And soft environments of harmony, 

Heyond the ghostly gates, beyond the 
dim 

Calm fields, where the beetle hummed 
and the pale owl 

Stole noiseless from the co|>se, and the 
while blooms 

Stretched thin for lack of sun : sti fail 
a light 

Offspring of consOhnnt airs environed 
me. 

Nor looked f backward, as wc scemeil 
to move 

To some high goal of thought and life 
and love, 

lake twin birds flying fast with equal 
wing 

Out of the night, to meet the coming 
sun 

Above a sea. But on thy dear fair 

eyes, 

eyes that well 1 knew on the old 
earth, 

I looked Tmt, for ynih still averted 
gaae 

Thou Oddest, and I followed; for, 
indeed, 


While that high strain was sounding, 

I was rapt 

In faith and a high courage, driving out 

All doubt and discontent and womanish 
fear, 

Nay, even love itself. But when awhile 

It sank .1 little, or seemed to sink and 
fall 

To lower levels, seeing that use makes 
blunt 

The loo accustomed ear, straightway, 
desire , 

To look once more on thy recovered 
eyes 

Seized mo, and oft I called with piteous 
voice, 

Beseeching thee to turn. But tliou 
long time 

Wert even as one unmindful, w'ilh 
grave sign 

And waving hand, denying. At the 
last, 

When now we neared the stream, on 
whoic tar shore 

Lay life, great teiror look me, and 1 
shrieketl 

Thy name, as in despair. Then thou, 
as one 

Who knows liim set in some great 
jeopardy, 

A swift death fronting him on either 
hand, 

Didst slowly turning gase ; and lo I I 
saw 

Thine eyes grown awful, life that 
looked on death, 

Clear purity on black and cankered sin, 

The immortal on corxuptton,— not the 
eyes 

That erst 1 knew in life, but dreud* 
fuller, 

And stranger. As I looked, I seemed 
to swoon, 
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Some blind force whirled me back, and 
w'hen I woke 

1 saw thee vanish in the middle stream, 
A speck on the dull waters, taking 
with thee 

My life, and leaving Love with me. 
But I 

Not for myself bewail, but all for thee, 
Who, but for me, wert now among the 
stars 

With thy great Lord ; I sitting at thy 
feet : 

But now the tierce and unrestrained rout 
Of passions womanmatured, finding 
thee 

Scornful of love within thy lonely cell, 
With blind rage falling on Ihcc, tore 
thy limbs, 

And left them to the Muses* sepulture. 
While thy soul dwells in Hades. But 
I wail 

My weakness always, who for Love 
destroyed 

The life that was my Love. I prithee, 
dear, 

Forgive me if thou canst, who hast lost 
heaven 

To save a loving woman.” 

He with voice 

Sweeter than any mortal melody, 

And plaintive as the music that is 
made 

By the ifu)lian strings^ or the sad bird 
That sings of summer nights : 

“ Eurydice, 

Dear love, be comforted ; not once 
alone 

That whtdi Ihott mournest is, but day 
by day 

Som^ londy ml, which walks apart 
' and feeds 

^ Oft h^h hill pastures, far from herds 
ofmen,^ * 
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Comes to the low fat holds, and sunny 
vales 

Joyous with fruits and dowers, and the 
white arms 

Of laughing love ; and there awhile he 
stays 

Content, forgetting nil the joys he 
knew, 

When first the morning broke upon 
the hills, 

And the keen air breathed from the 
Eastern gates 

Like a pure draught of wine s forget- 
ting all 

'J'he strains which float, as from a 
nearer heaven, 

To him who treads at dawn the un- 
trodden snows, 

While all the warm world sleeps ; — 
forgetting these 

And all things that have l>cen. And 
if he gain 

To raise to his own heights the simpler 
souls 

That dwell upon the plains, the un- 
tutored thought, 

The inuseless lives, the unawakened 
brain 

That yet might soar, then is he blest 
indeed. 

But if he fail, then, leaving love 
behind, 

The wider love of the race, the closer 
love 

Of some congenial soul, he turns again 

To the old dithcuU steeps, and there 
alone 

Pines, till the widowed passions of his 
heart 

Tear him and rend his son), and drive 
him down 

To the low plains he left. And there 
he dwells^ 
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Missing the nearer skies, and the white 
peaks, 

And the keen air of old ; but in their 
stead 

Finding the soft sweet sun of the vale, 
the clouds 

Which veil the heavens indeed, but 
give the rains 

That feed the streams of life and make 
earth green, 

And bring at last the harvest. So I 
Avalk 

In this dim land content with thee, O 
Love, 

Untouched by any yearning of regret 

For those old days ; nor that the lyre 
which made 

Erewhile such potent music now is 
dumb ; 

Nor that the voice that once could 
move the earth 

(/iCus speaking through it), speaks in 
household words 

Of homely love : Love is enough for 
me * 

With thee, O dearest ; and perchance 
at last, 

Zeus willing, this dumb lyre and 
whispered voice 

Shall wake, by Love inspired, to such 
clear note 

As soars above the stars, and swelling, 
lifts 

Our souls to highest heaven.*’ 

Then he stooped. 

And, folded in one long embrace, they 
went 

And faded. And I cried, ** Ob, strong 
God, Love, 

Mightier than Death and Hell I ” 


And then I chanced 
On a fair woman, whose sad eyes were 
full 

Of a fixed self-reproach, like his who 
knows 

Himself the fountain of his grief, and 
pines 

In self-inflicted sorrow. As 1 spake 
Enquiring of her grief, she answered 
thus : 

‘‘Stranger, thou seest of all the 
shades below 

The most unhappy. Others sought 
their love 

In death, and found it, dying ; but for 
me 

The death that took me, took from 
me my love, 

And left me comfortless. No load I 
bear 

Like those dark wicked women, w'ho 
have slain 

Their Lords for lust or anger, whom 
the dread 

Propitious Ones within the pit below 
Punish and purge of sin ; only unfaith, 
If haply want of faith be not a crime 
Blacker than murder, when we &il to 
trust * 

One worthy of all faith, and folly bring 
No harder recompense than comes of 
scorn 

And loathing of itself. 

Ah, fool, fool, fool, 
Who didst mistrust thy love, who was 
the best, 

And truest, manliest soul with whom 
the gods 

Have ever blest the. earth ; so brave,, 
so strong, 

Fired with such burning hate of power<^ 
fttl ill, 
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So loving of tlie race« so swift to raise 

The strenuous arm and ponderous club« 
and smite 

All monstrous growths with ruin— Zeus 
himself 

Showed scarce more mighty— and yet 
was the while 

A very man, not cast in mould too 
fine 

For human love, but ofttimes snared 
and caught 

By womanish wiles, fast held within 
the net ^ 

His passions wove. Oh, it was joy to 
hear 

How he went forth, the champion of 
his race, 

Conquering in warfare as in love, now 
bent 

To more than human tasks, now lapl 
in ease, 

Now suffering, now enjoying. Strong, 
vast soul, 

Tuned to heroic deeds, and set on high 

Above the range of common petty 
sins— 

Too high to mate with an unequal 
soul, 

Too full of striving for contented days. 

Ah me, bow well 1 do recall the 
cause 

Of all our ills ! 1 was a happy bride 

When that dork At^ which pursues the 
steps 

Of heroes— innocent blood -guiltiness— 

Drove us to exile, and I joyed to be 

His own, and share his pain. To a 
swift stieam 

Fl^ei^ we came^ where a irough feriy- 
snan 

Waited, inore brute than man. My 

bm plunged 
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In those fierce depths and battled with 
their flow, 

And with great labour gained the 
strand, and bade 

The monster speed to him. But 
with lust 

And brutal cunning in his eyes, the 
thing 

Seized me and turned to fly with me, 
when swift 

An arrow hissed from the unerring bow, 
Pierced him, and loosed his grasp. Then 
as his eyes' 

Grew glazed in death there came in 
them a gleam 

Of what I know was hate, and he said, 
‘Take 

This white robe. It is easily. See, 
my blood 

I las stained it but a little. X did wrong : 
I know it, and repent me. If there 
come 

A time when he grows cold— for all the 
race 

Of heroes wander, nor can any love 
Fix theirs for long— lake it and wrap 
him in it, 

And he shall love again.’ Then, from 
the strange 

Deep look w'ithin his eyes I shrank in 
fear, 

And left him half in pity, and I went 
To meet my lx>rd, who rose from that 
I fierce .stream 
I Fair as a god. 

Ah me, the weary days 
We women live, spending our anxious 
souls, 

Consumed with jealous fancies, hunger- 
ing still 

For the beloved voice and ear and eye. 
And hungering all in vain I For life is 
more 
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To youthful manhood than to sit at 
home 

before the hearth to watch the children's 
ways, 

And lead the life of petty household care 
Which doth content us women. Day 
by day 

1 pined in Trachis for mv love, uhile 
he. 

Now in some warlike exploit buried, 
now 

Slaying some monster, now at some 
fair court, 

Resting awhile till some new enterprise 
Called him, returned not. News ol 
treacheries 

Avenged, friends succoured, dreadful 
monsters slain, 

Came from him : always triumph, 
always fame, 

And honour, and success, and re\ crence, 
And sometimes, words of love Air me 
who pined 

l‘‘or more than woicls, and would have 
gone to him 

But that the tods of such high errantry 
Asked more than woman’s strength. 

So the slow years 
Vexed me alone in 'I'rachis, left forlorn 
In solitude, nor hearing at the gate 
The frank and cheering voice, nor on 
the stair « 

The heavy tread, nor feeling the strong 
arm 

Araund me in the darkling night, when 
all 

My being ran slow. Last, subtle 
whispers came 

Df womahish wUes which kept my Lord 
from me. 

And ohe who, young and fair, a fresh- 
Mown life 

And^virgln, younger, fairer far than I 


When first he loved me, held him in 
the tolls 

Of scarce dissembled love. Not easily 
Might I believe this evil, but at last 
The oft -repeated malice finding me 
Forlorn, and sitting imp-like at my ear, 
Possesj-cd me, and the fire of jealous 
love 

Raged through my veins, not turned as 
yet to hate — 

Too well I loved for that— but breeding 
in me 

Cnfaiih in him. Love, setting him so 
high 

And .self so low, betrayed me, and I 
prayed, 

Constrained to hold him false, the 
immortal gods 
To make him love again. 

But still he came not. 
And still the maddening rumours 
worked, and still 

* Fair, young, and a king’s daughter,’ 
llic same words 

Smote me and (lierccd me. Oh, there 
is no pain 

In Hades— nay, nor deepest Heil itself, 
Like that of jealous hearts, the torture- 
pain 

Which racked my life so long. 

Till one fair morn 
There came a joyful message. *He 
has come ! 

And at the shrine upon the promontory. 
The fair white shrine upon the purple 
sea, 

He waits to do his solemn sacrifice 
To the immortal gods ; and with him 
comes 

A young maid beautiful as Dawn.^ 

Thenl, 

Mingling despair with love, rapt hi deep 
joy 
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Th«t he wa$ come, plunged in the; 
depths of hell 

That she came too, bethought me of 
the robe 

The Centaur gave me, and the words 
he spake. 

Forgetting the deep hatred in his eyes, 
And all but love, and sent a messenger 
Bidding him wear it for the sacrifice 
To the Immortals, knowing not at all 
Whom Fate decreed the victim. 

Shall my soul 
Forget the agonired message which he 
sent, 

Bidding me come ? For that accursed 
' robe, 

Stained with the poisonous accursed 
blood, 

Even in the midmost flush of sacrifice 
Clung to him a devouring fiie, and ale 
The piteous flcah from his dear limbs, 
and stung 

II is great sofl soul to madness. When 
I came, 

Know’ing it was my work, he bent on 
me, 

Wise as a god through sufl'eiing and 
the near 

Inevitable Death, so that no uord 
Of mine was needed, such a tender Jo<*k 
Of mild reproach as smote me. 

* Couldst not thou 

Trust me, who never loved as I love 
ihee^ 

What need was there of magical arts to 
draw 

The love that never wavered ? I have 
lived 

As lie lives who through perilous paths 
must pass, 

'And lifeloi^ trials, striving to keep down 
The brote withinhiin, bom of too much 
sttengtfa 


And sloili and vacuous days ; by difli* 
cult toils. 

Labours endured, and hard*fought 
lights with ill, 

Now vanquished, now triumphant; 
and sometimes, 

In intervals of too long labour, finding 

His nature grown too strong for him, 
kills prone 

Awhile a helpless prey, then once again 

Rises and spurns his chains, and fares 
anew 

Along the perilous ways. Deaicst, 1 
would 

That thou wert wedded to some knight 
who stayed 

At home within thy gates, and were 
conicnt 

To see thee happy. Hut for me the 
fierce 

Rude energies ol life, the mighty thews, 

The god sent hate of Wiong, these 
diovc me foilh 

I’o qucncli the thirst of battle. See, 
thi» maid, 

This i.-» the bride I destined for our son 

Who grows to manhood, Do thou sec 
to her 

When I am dead, for soon I know again 

The frenry comes, and wdth it teasing, 
death. 

Go, therefore, ere 1 harm thee when 
my strength 

Has lost its guidance. Thou wert rich 
in love, 

Be now as rich in faith. Dear, for thy 

WTOIlg , 

I do forgive thee.’ 

When 1 saw the glare 

Of madness Are his eyes, and my ears 
heard 

The groans the torture wrung from hk 
great soul, 
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I fled with broken heart to the white 
shrine, 

And knelt in prayer, but still my sad 
ear took 

The agony of his cries. 

Then I who knew 

There was no hope \n god or man for 
me 

Who had destroyed my Love, and with 
him slain 

The champion of the suffering race of 
men. 

And that my jealous soul, though 
innocent 

Of blood, was guilty of unfaith and vile 

Mistnist, and wrapt in weakness like a 
cloak, 

And made the innocent tool of hate 
and wrong, 

Against all love and good ; grown sick 
and filled 

With hatred of myself, rose from my 
knees, 

And went a little space apart, and found 

A gnarled tree on the cliff, and with 
my scarf 

Strangling myself, swung lifeless. 

But in death 

I found him not. For, building a vast 
pile 

Of scented woods on Oeta, ns they tell, 

My hero with his own hand lighted it, 

And when the mighty pyre flamed far 
and wide 

Over all lands and seas, he climbed 
on it 

And laid him down to die ; but pitying 

Zens, 

Before the, swift flames reached him, in 
a cloud 

Descending, snatched the strong brave 
soul, to heaven, 

And Mt himanid the stars. 


Therefore am I 
Of all the blameless shades within this 
place 

The most unhappy, if of blame, indeed, 
I hear no load. For what is Sin itself, 
But Error when we miss the road which 
leads 

Up to the gate of heaven? Ignorance ! 
What if we be the cause of ignorance ? 
Being blind who might have seen ! Yet 
do I know 

But self-inflicted pain, nor stain there is 
Upon my soul such as they liear who 
know 

The dicadful scourge with which the 
stern judge still 

Lashes their sins. I am forgiven, I 
know, 

Wlto loved so much, and one day, if 
Zeus will, 

I shall go free from hence, and join my 
Lord, 

And l)c with him again,” 

And straight 1 seemed, 
Passing, to look on some tormented life, 
Which knows to-day the irony of Fate 
In self-inflicted pain. 


Together clung 
llie ghosts whom next I saw, bound 
three in cme 

By some invisil^le bond. A sire, of port 
God-like as Zeus, to whom on either 
hand 

A lender stripling clung. 1 knew them 
well, 

As all men know them. One lair youth 
spake low : 

Father, it does not pmn me to 
be 
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Drawn close to thee, and by a double 
bond, 

With this my brother,” And the 
other: “Nay; 

Ncr me, O father ; hut I bless the chain 
Which binds our souls in union. If 
some trace 

Of pain still linger, heed it not — *tis 
past : 

Still let us cling to thee.” 

lie with grave eyes 
Full of great tenderness, upon his sons 
Looked with the father's gnze, that is 
so far 

More sweet, and sad, and tender, than 
the gaze 

< tf mothers — now on this one, now on 
that, 

Uegarding them. “ Dear sons, whom 
on the earth 

I loved and cherished, it was hard to 
watch 

Your pain ; but now ^lis finished, and 
we stand 

For ever, through all future days of time, 
.Symbols of patient suffering undeserved, 
Endured and vanquished. Vet sad 
memory still 

Brings back our time of trial. 

The young day 
Broke fair when 1, the dread Poseidon’s 
priest, 

Jt^ous because the unholy strife was 
done, 

And seeing the blue waters now left free 
Of hostile keels— save where upon the 
verge 

Far off the white sails faded— rose at 
\ dawiiy 

Andmiliiterabedj and in garb of sacrifice, 
And with the sacred fillet round my 
broWsj 

St^attWaltar ; aiidb^iind,ye twain, 


Decked by your fiiother's hand with 
new-cleansed robes, 

And with fresh flower-wrellhed chaplets 
on your curls, . 

Attended, and your clear young voices 
made 

Music that touched your father’s eyes 
with tears, 

If not the careless gods, I seem to hear 
Those high sweet accents mounting in 
the hymn 

Which rose to all the blessed gods who 
dwelt 

Upon the far Olympus — Zeus, the Lord, 
And Sovereign Here, and the immortal 
choir 

Of Deities but chiefly to the dread 
Poseidon, him who sways the purple 
sea 

As with a sceptre, shaking the fixed 
earth 

With stress of thundering surges. By 
the shrine 

The meek-eyed victim, for the sacrifice, 
Stoixl with his gilded horns. The 
hymns were done, 

And I in act to strike, when all the 
crowd 

Who knelt beliind us, with a common 
fear 

Cried, with a cry that well might freeze 
the blood, 

And then, with fearful glances towards 
the sea, 

Fled, leaving us alone— me, the high 
priest. 

And ye, the acolytes ; forlorn of men, 
Alone, but with our god. 

But we stirred not 
We dared not fiy, who in the solemn 
act 

Of worship, and the ecstasy which 
comes 
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To the believer’s soal, saw heaven 
revealed, 

The mysteries unveiled, the inner sky 
Which meets the enraptured gaze. 

I low should we fear 
Who thus were god-encircled ! So we 
stood 

While the long ritual spent itself, nor 
cast 

An eye upon the sea. Till as I came | 
To that great act which offers up n 
life I 

Before life’s Lord, and the full mystery 
W'as trembling to completion, quick I 
heard 

A stifled ciy of agony, and knew 
My children’s voices. And the father’s 
heart, 

Which is far more than rite or service 
done 

By man for god, seeing that it is divine 
And comes from God to men— this 
rising in me, 

Constrained me, and I ceased my prayer, 
and turned 

To succour you, and lol the awful 
coils 

Which crushed your livtjs already, 
bound me round 

And crushed me also, as you clung to 
me. 

In common death, borne god had 
heard the prayer, 

And lo ! we were ourselves the sacri- 
fice— 

The priest, the victim, the accepted 

life. 

The blood, the pain, the salutary loss. 

WflsUnot better thus to cease and die 
Together in one blest moment, mid the 
flush 

And ecstasy of worship, and to know 


Ourselves the victims? they were 
wrong who taught 

That ’twas some jealous goddess thus 
assailed 

Our lives, revengeful for discovered 
wiles, 

Or hateful of our Troy. Xot readily 
Should such base passions sway the 
immortal gods ; 

But rather do I hold it sooth indeed 
That Zeus himself it was, who pitying 
Tlic ruin he foreknew, yet might not 
stay, 

Since mightier Fate decreed it, sent in 
ha.ste 

lliosc dreadful messengers, and bade 
them take 

The pious lives he loved, before the 
dill 

Of midnight slaughter woke, and the 
fair town 

Flamed pitifully lo the skies, and all 
W’as blood and ruin. Surely it W!is 
best 

To die as we did, and in death lo live, 
A vision for all ages of high pain 
Which passes into beauty, and is 
merged 

In one accordant whole, as discords 
merge 

In tliat great Harmony which ceaseless 
rings 

From the tense chords of life, than to 
have lived 

Our separate lives, and died our separate 
deatlis, 

And left no greater mark than drops 
which rain 

Upon the unwrinkled sea. Those hosts 
which fell 

Before the Scsean gate upon the Wmd, 
Nor found a bard to sii^ tfaeiir 
left 
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Their bones to dogs and kites-^were 
they more blest 

Than we who, in the people's sight 
l>erore 

Ilium's iinshattered towers, lay down 
to die 

Our swift miraculous death? Dear 
sons, and good, 

Dear children of my love, now doubly 
dear 

For this our common sorrow ; suffer- 
ing binds 

Not gyves of pain alone, but fo’-hions 
for us 

A ^hain of purest gold, wliich though 
withdrawn 

Or felt no longer, knits 'twccji soul and 
soul, 

Indissoluble bonds, and draws our 
lives 

So close, that though the individual life 

Be merged, there springs a common 
life which grows 

To such dread beauty, as has power to 
take 

The sting from sorrow, and transform 
the pain 

Into transcendent joy ; as from the 
storm 

The unearthly rainbow draws its 
myriad hues 

And steeps the world in fairness. All 
our lives 

Are notes that fade and sink, and so 
axem^fiilged 

In the full harmony of Being. Dear 
sons. 

Cling closer to me. Life nor Deat^ 
baa tom 

Our lives asunder, as fbr some, but 

dnunn 

Their equuttlte sHnads tcgetl^r in a 

knot " 


Closer than Life itself, stronger than 
Death, 

Insoluble as Fate.” 

Then they three clung 
Togeiher—thc strong father and young 
sons, 

And in their loving eyes I saw the 
Pain 

Fade into Joy, Suflfering in Beauty lost, 
And Death in Love ! 


By a still sullen pool, 

Inti) its dark depths gazing, lay the 
ghost 

Whom next I passed. In form, a 
comely youth, 

Scarce passed from boyhood. Golden 
curls were lus, 

And w-ide blue eyes. The semblance 
of a smile 

Came on his lip — a girl's but for the 
clown 

Which hardly shaded it ; but the pale 
check , 

Was soft as any maiden’s, and his robe 

Was virginal, and at his breast he bore 

The perfumed amber cup which, when 
March comes, 

Gems the dry woods and windy wolds, 
and speaks 

The resurrection. 

Looking up, he said ; 

“ Melhought I saw her then, ray love, 
my iair, 

My beauty, my ideal ; the dim clouds 

Lifted, methought, a little— or was it 

Fond Fancy only ? For I know that 
here 

^0 sunbeam cleaves the twilight, bat 
a mist 
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Creeps over at! the sky and fields and 
pools, 

And blots them ; and I know I seek in 
vain 

My earth-sought beauty, nor can Fancy 
bring 

An answer to my thought from these 
blind depths 

And una wakened skies. Vet has use 
made 

'fhe quest so precious, that 1 keep it 
here. 

Well knowing it is vain. 

On the old earth 

Twas otherwise, when in fair Thes- 
saly 

I walked regardless of all nymphs \\hc\ 
sought 

My love, but sought in vain, whether 
it were 

Dryad or Naiad from the wockU or 
streams 

Or white-robed Oread fleeting on the 
side 

Of fair Olympus, echoing back my 
sighs. 

In vain, for through the mountains day 
by day 

I wandered, and along the foaming 
brooks. 

And by the pine-woods dry, and never 
tCH»k 

A for love, nor ever ’mid the 

throng 

Of luvinig nymplis who knew mo l>eau- 
tiful 

t dollied, unregording ; till they said 

Some died for love of me, who loved 
not one. 

And yet 1 cored not, wondering still 
olone 

Amid the nmnUini hy the scented 

tpines, * 


Till one fair day, when all the hills 
were still. 

Nor any breeze made murmur through 
the boughs. 

Nor cloud was on the heavens, I 
wandered slow. 

Leaving the nymphs who fain with 
dance and song 

Had Kept me ’midst the gladc'^, and 
strayed away 

Among the pines, enwrapt in fantasy, 

And by tlie beechen delU which clothe 
llie feet 

Of fail 01>nipiis, wrapt in fantasy. 

Weaving the thin and iinembodicd 
shapc-s 

Which Fancy loves to body forth, and 
leave 

I n marble or in song ; and so strayed 
down 

To a low sheltered vale aliovc the 
plains, 

Where the lush grass grew thick, and 
the stream stayed 

Its gariulous tongue; and last u}>on 
the bank 

Of a still pool 1 uime, where W'aa no 
flow 

Of water, but the depths were clear as 
air, 

And nothing but the silvery gleaming 
side 

Of tiny fishes stirred. There lay I 
down 

Upon the flowery bank, and scanned 
the deep, 

Half in a uitking dream. 

Then swift there rose. 

From those enchanted depths, a foce 
more fair 

Than ever I had dreaibt of, and 1 knew 

My sweet long-sought ide^ : the thick 
curls. 
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Like these, were goIden> and the white 
robe showed 

Like this ; but for the wondrous eyes 
and lips. 

The tender loving glance, the sunny 
smile 

Upon the rosy mouth, these knew I 
not, 

' Not even in dreams ; and yet 1 seemed 
to trace 

Myself within them too, as who should 
find 

ills former self expunged, and him 
transformed 

To some high thin ideal, separate 

From what he was, by some invisible 
bar, 

And yet the same in dlflercnce. As I 
moved 

My arms to clasp her to me, lo ! she 
moved 

Her eager arms to mine, smiled lo my 
smile, 

Looked love to love, and answered 
longing eyes 

With longing. When my full heart 
burst in words, 

'Dearest, I love thee,* lo ! the lovely 
lips, 

'Dearest, I love thee,* sighed, and 
through the air 

The lovedorn echo rang. But when I 
longed 

To answer kiss with kiss, and stooped 
my lips 

To her. sweet lips in that long thrill 
which strains 

Spul onto ml, the cold lymph came 
between 

And chilled oar love, ond kept ns 
separate so«ds 

Wh^ would mingle, and the self- 
seme heaven ' 


Rose, a blue vault above us, and no 
shade 

Of earthly thing obscured us, as we 
lay 

Two reflex souls, one and yet different, 

Two sundered souls longing to be 
at one. 

There, all day long, until the light was 
gone 

And look my love away, I lay and 
loved 

The image, and when night was come, 
* Farewell,* 

1 w}iis})cred, and she whis(H:red hack, 

' ‘Farewell,* 

I With oh, such yearning ! Many a day 
we sj>ent 

l»y tliat clear pool together all day long. 

And many a clouded hour on the wet 
grass 

1 lay iMMieath the rain, and saw her not. 

And sickened for her ; and sometimes 
the pool 

Was thick with flood, and hid her; and 
sometimes 

Some cold wind .^druffled those clear 
wells, and left 

But gUmpscA of her, and I rose at eve 

Unsatisfied, a cold chill in my limbs 

And fever at my heart : until, too soon I 

The summer faded, and the skies were 
hid, 

And my love came not, but a quench* 
less thirst 

Wasted my life. And all the winter 
long 

The liright sun shone not, or the thick 
ribbed ice 

Obscured her, and 1 pined for her, anti 
knew 

My life ebb from me, till 1 grew too 
weak 
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To seek her, fearing I should sec no 
more 

My clear. And so the long dead winter 
waned 

And the slow spring came liack. 

And one blithe day, 

When life was in the woods, and the 
birds sang, 

And soft airs fanned the hills, 1 knew 
again 

Some gleam of hope within me, and 
again 

With feeble limbs crawled forth, and 
fell the spring 

}llossom within me; and the flower- 
starred glades, 

The bursting trees, the building nests, 
the songs, 

The hurry of life revived me ; and I 
crept, 

(ihost like, amid the joy, unlil I flung 

My panting frame, and weary nerveless 
limbs, 

Down by the cold still pool. 

And lo ! I saw 

My love once more, not beauteous as 
of old, 

But oh, how changed ! the fair young 
cheek grown pale. 

The great eyes, larger than of yore, 
gtue forth 

With a sod yearning look ; and a great 
pain 

And pity took me which were more 
than love, 

And with Q loud and waiting voice I 

oriedft 

‘Dearest, I coroe again. I pine for 
thee,’ 

And swift shef answered back, * I ptne 
for thee ; ’ 

* Coane to oh, my own,* 1 cried, 

end she'—; 


Come* to me, oh, my own. Then 
with a cry 

Of love I joined myself lo her, and 
plunged 

Beneath the icy surface with a kiss. 
Ami fainted, and am here. 

And now, indeed, 

I know not if it was mynelf I sought. 
As some tell, or another. For I hold 
That what we seek is but our other 
self, 

Other and higher, neither wholly like 
Nor wholly different, the lialMifc the 
gods 

Retained w'hcn half was given— one 
the man 

And one the woman ; and I longed to 
round 

The imperfect essence by its comple- 
ment, 

For only thus the perfect life stands forth 
Whole, self-sufficing. Worse it is to 
live 

Ill-mateil than imperfect, and to move 
From a false centre, not a perfect 
sphere, 

But with a crooked bias sent oblique 
Athwart life’s forrows. *Twns myself, 
indeed, 

Thus only that 1 sought, that lovers use 
To see in that they love, not that 
which is, 

But that their fancy feigns, and view 
themselves 

KcHected in their love, yet glorified. 
And finer and more pure. 

Wherefore it is : 
All love which finds its own Meal mate 
Is happy-chappy that w'hich gives itself 
Unto il^f, and keeps, through lopig 
calm years, 

The tranquil image in its eyes, and 
knows 
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FulfUment and Is blestt ond day by 
day 

Wears love like a while flowex, nor 
holds it less 

ThouKh sharp winds bile, or hot suns 
fade, or age 

SiiUy its i>crfecl whiteness, but inhales 

Its fragiancc, and glad. But happier 
still 

He who long seeks a high goal un- 
attained, 

And wearies for it all his days, nor 
knows 

Possession sate his thiiat, but still 
pursues 

The fleeting loveliness— -now seen, now 
lost, 

But evermore grown fairer, till at last 

lie stretches forth his arms and takes 
the fair 

In one long lapture, and its name is 
Death.’* 

Thus he ;‘and seeing me staiul grave : 
y Farewell. 

If ever thou shouldst happen on a wood 

In Thessaly, upon the plain ward spins 

Of fair Olympus, take the path wliidi 
winds 

Through the close vale, and thou shall 
see the pool 

Where once 1 found my life. And if 
in Spring 

Thou go there, round the margin thou 
shall know 

These amljer blooms Ijend meekly, 
smiliiig down 

Upon the crystal surface. Pluck them 
noU 

Bill kneel a little while, and breathe a 
prayer 

^To the flgdr gcMl of Love, and let them 
be. 
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Foi til those tender flowers is hid the 
life 

That once was mine. All things are 
bound in one 

Inearth and heaven, ^i.or is there any 
gulf 

'Twixl things that live, — the flower that 
w'as a life, 

'I'lic life that is a flower,— but one sure 
chain 

Binds iill, as now I know. 

If there aie Mill 

Fair Oicadh on the hills, say to them, 
<.ir, 

They must no longer pine for me, but 
iinil 

Some worthier lover, who can love 
again ; 

Fur I luive found iny love.” 

And to the pisil 

lie turned, and ga/td with di earning 
eyes, and showed 

F.'iir as an angel. 


’ » 

Leaving him enwrapt 

In musings, to a gloomy pass 1 came 

Between dark rocks, where scarce ^a 
gleam of light, 

Not even the niggard light of that dim 
land, 

Might enter; and the soil was black 
and bare, 

Nor even the thin growths which 
scarcely clothed 

The higher fields might live. Hard by 
a cave 

Which sloped down steeply to the lowest 
depths, 

Whence dreadful sounds ascended, 
seated still. 
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Her head ujion her hands, I saw a 
mnid 

With eyes fixed on the ground— not 
I'artarus 

It was, but Hades ; and site knew no 
pain, 

Kxcept her painful thought. Yet there 
it seemed, 

As here, tlic une(]ual measure which 
awaits 

The adjustment, and meanwhile, in- 
spires the strife 

Which rears life's palace walls ; and 
fdls the sail 

Which bears our bark across unfathomed 
seas, 

To its last harbour I this prevailed 
there too, 

And *iwas a luckless shade uliich sal 
and wept 

Amid the gloom, though blamclci^s. j 
Suddenly, 

She raised her head, and lo 1 the long 
curls, writhed, 

Tangled, and snake-like— as tlic drip- 
ping hair 

Of a dead girl who freed from life and 
shame, 

From out the cruel wintry flow, is 
laid 

Stark on the snow wi^h dreadful staring 
eyes 

Like hen. For when she raised her 
eyes to mine. 

They chSHed ray blood, so great a woe 
they bore ; 

And as she gaz^^ widened, I knew 
idy pulse 

Beat slow^ and ray limbs stifien. 'flten 
they wore, 

At length, a softer look, and life revived 

Within my breast as thus she so'^tly 
spoke : ^ 


•*Nay, friend, I would not harm 
thee. I have known 
Great sorrow, and sometimes it racks 
me still. 

And turns me into stone, and makes 
my eyes 

As dreadful as of yore; and yet it 
comes 

But seldom, as thou sawest, now, for 
'i'ime 

And Death have healing hands. Only 
I love 

1 o sit within the d.arkness here, nor 
face 

The tlirong of happier ghosts ; if any 
ghost 

Of happiness come here. For on the 
earth 

They wronged me bitterly, and turned 
to stone 

My heart, till scarce I knew if e'er 1 was 
The happy girl of yore. 

That youth who dreams 
Up yonder by the margin of the lake. 
Knew but a cold ideal love, tut me 
Love in unearthly guise, but bodily 
form. 

Seized and betrayed. 

1 was a priestess once, 
Of stem Athene, doing day by day 
Due worship ; raising, every dawn that 
came, 

My cold pure hymns lo take her virgin 
ear ; 

Xor sporting with the joyous company 
Of youths and maids, who at the neigh- 
bouring shrine 

Of Aphrodite served. Nor dance nor 
song 

Allured me, nor the pleasant days of 
youth 

And twU^hts 'raid the vines. Th^ 
held me cold 
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Who were my friends in childhood. 
For my soul 

Was virginal, and at the virgin shrine 
I knelt, athirst for knowledge. Day by 
day 

I1ie long cold ritual sped, the liturgies 
Were done, the barren hyiniH of praise 
went up 

Before the goddess, and the ecstasy 
Of faith possessed me wholly, till almost 
1 knew not 1 was woman. Vet I knew 
That I was fair to see, and (it to share 
Some natural honest love, and bear the 
' load 

Of children like the rest ; only iny soul 
Was lost in higher yearnings. 

Like a god, 

lie burst upon those i>alUd lifeless days, 
Bringing fresh airs and halt, as from 
the sea, 

And wrecked my life. How should a 
virgin know 

Deceit, w'ho never at the joyous shrine 
Of Cypris knelt, but ever lived apart, 
And so grew guilty ? For if I had 
spent 

My days among the throng, cither my 
fault 

Were blameless, or undone. For 
innocence 

The tempter spreads his net, For 
innocence 

The gods keep all thejr terrors. Inno- 
cence 

It is that bears the burden, which for 
^ilt 

Is l^htoied, and the spoiler goes his 

way, 

Uncaring, joyous, leaving her alone, 
The viefim and unfriended. 

Was it just 

In her, my mistress, who had had my 
youths 


To w*reak such vengeance on me? I 
had erred, 

It may be ; but on him, whose was the 
guilt, 

No heaven-sent vengeance lighted, but 
he spell 

Au*ay to other hearts across the deep, 

Carcic^s and free; but me, the cold 
stern eyes 

Of the pure goddess withered ; and the 
scorn 

Of maids, dcspUeil before, and the 
great blank 

Of love, this wrung my heart, whose 
love was gone. 

And froze my lihxxl ; set on my brow 
despair. 

And turned my gaze to stone, and filled 
my eyes 

With horror, and stifTcned the soft 
curls which once 

Lay smooth and fair into such snake* 
like rings 

As made my aspect fearful. All who 
saw, 

Shrank from me and grew cold, and 
felt the warm. 

Full tide of life fre^c in them, seeing 
in me 

Love’s work, who sat wrapt up and 
lost in shame, 

As in a cloak, consuming my own heart. 

And was in bell already. As they gazed 

Upon me, my despair looked forth so 
cold 

From out my eyes, that if some spoiler 
came 

Fresh from his wickedness, and looked 
on them, 

Their glare would strike him dead ; and 
(hose fair curls 

\M>ich once the accursM toyed with, 
grew to be 
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The poisonous things thou see^t ; and 
so, with hale 

Of man’s injustice and the gods’, who 
knew 

Me blameless, and yet punished me ; 
and sick 

Of life and love, and loathing earth 
and sky, 

And feeding on my sorrow, Hate at last 

Left me a Fury. 

Ah, the load of life 

Which lives for hatred I We aic made 
to love— 

We women, and the injury which turns 

'Hie honey of our lives to gall, tians- 
forms 

'I'hc angel to the fiend. For it is 
sweet 

To know the dreadful sense of strength, 
and smile 

And leave the tyrant dead with a 
glance j ay I »w'cet, 

In that fierce lust of power, to slay the 
life 

Which harmed not, when the sup* 
pliants’ cry ascends 

To cars which hate has deafenctl. So 
I lived 

Long time in misery ; to my sleepless 
eyes 

No healing slumbers coming ; but at 
lei^th, 

Zetts and the goddess pitying, 1 knew 

Soft rest oncti more veiling my dreadful 
gase 

In peaceful slumbers. Then a bl .’sued 
dream 

I dreamt. For, lo ! a god-hke knight 
in mail 

.bf gold, who sheared with lus keen 
flying blade s 

With acairce a pang of paiin the viuge 
JpoW 


Which too great sorrow left me ; at one 
stroke 

Clean from the trunk, and then o’er 
land and sea, 

Invisible, sped with winged heels, to 
wheie, 

Upon a sea worn cape, a fair young 
maid. 

More blameless even than I was, 
chained and bound. 

Walled a monster from the deep and 
stood 

In innocent nakedness. Then, as he 
rose, 

Loathsome, from out the depths, .a 
monblious growth, 

A ciealure wholly serpent, partly man, 

The wrongs that I had known, stronger 
than death, 

Rose up with such black hate in me 
again, 

And wreathed such hissing puLou 
through my hair, 

And shot such deadly glances from my 
eyes, 

'i'hat nought that saw might live. And 
the vile worm 

Was slain, and she delivered. Thet* I 
dreamt 

My mistress, wlmm I thought, so stem 
to me, 

Athene, set those dreadful staring eyes, 

And that despairing visage,on her shield 

; Of chastity, and bears it evermore 

To fright the wuvercr from the wrong 
he would, 

And strike the utirepenttng spoiler, 
dead.’’ 

I 

Then for a little paused she, while 1 
saw 

Again her ^es grow dreadful, till 

once more, 
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And with a softer glance : 

** From that blest dream 

1 woke not on the earth, but only here. 

And now my pain is lightened since 1 
know 

My dream, which was a dream within 
the dream 

Which is our life, fulfilled. And I have 
saved 

Another through my suffering, and 
through her 

A people. Oh, strange chain of sacri- 
fice, 

That binds an innocent life, and from 
its blood 

And sorrow works out joy ! (>h, 

mysler}' 

Of pain and evil! wrong giown salu- 
tary, 

And mighty to redeem ! If thou 
shouldst see 

A woman on the earth, who pays to- 
day 

Like penalty of sin, and the new go<]s 

(For after Saturn, Zeus niled ; after 
him 

It may be there are others) love to take 

The tender heart of girlhood, and to 
immure 

Within a cold and cloistered cell the 
life 

Which nature meant to bless, and if 
Love come 

Hold accursed ; or to some poor 
maid, 

Forlorn and trusting, still the tempter 
cornea 

And works his wrong, and leaves her 
in despair 

And shame and aU abhorrence, while 
he goes 

MU way tmpimiihed,^ thou know 
her eyes 


Freeze thee like mine— *6h 1 bid her 
lose her pain 

In succouring others-^say to her that 
Time 

And Death have healing hands, and 
here there comes 

'I'o the forgiven transgressor only pain 

Knuugh to chasten joy I ** 

And a soft tear 

I'lembled within her eyes, and her 
sweet gaze 

Was as the Magdalen's, the horror 
gone 

And a great radiance come. 


Then as I pas.scil 

To upper air, T saw two figures rise 

together, one a woman with a grave 

Fatr face not all unhappy, and the 
robes 

And piencncc of a queen ; and w ilh 
her walked 

The fairest youth that ever maiden’s 
dream • 

Conceived. And as they came, the 
throng of ghosts, 

For these who were not wholly ghosts, 
arose, 

And did them homage. Not the Inmcl 
' of love 

Bound them, but such calm kinship as 
is bred 

Of long and difficuU pilgrimages borne 

Through common perils by two souls 
which share 

A common weary eitile. Nor as ghosts 

These showed, but rather like two lives 
which hung 

Suspended in a trance. A halo of 
life 
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Played round them, and they brought 
a sweet brisk air 

Tasting of earth and heaven, like 
sojourners 

Who stayed but for awhile, and knew 
a swift 

ivclease await them. First the youth 
it ua2i 

WJio spake thus as they passed : 

“ Dicad Queen, once more 
1 feel life stir within me, and my blood 
Run foster, while n new strange cycle 
turns 

And grows completed. Soon on the | 
dear earth, I 

Under the lively light of fuller day, 

I shall revive me of my wound ; and 
thou, 

Passing with me yon cold and lifeless 
stream, 

And the grim monster who will fawn 
on thee, 

Shalt issue in royal pomp, and wreathed 
with flowers, 

Upon. the cheerful earth, leaving behind 
A deeper winter for the ghosts who 
dwell 

Within these sunless haunts ; and I 
shall lie 

Once more within loved arms, and thou 
shalt see 

ITiy early home, and kiss thy mother’s 
check. 

And be a girl again. But not for lung ; 
For ere the bounteous Autumn spreads 
her hues 

Of gold and purple, a told voice will 
coll 

And bring us to these wintry lands once 
more. 

As emt so ofhai. Blest are we, indeed. 
Above the rest, and yet 1 would I kne# 
The earless of old. 


For in hot youth, 

Oh, it was sweet to greet the balmy 
night 

That was love’s nurse, and feci the 
weary eyes 

Closed by soft kisses, — sweet at early 
dawn 

To wake refreshed and, scarce from 
loving aVms 

’Scaping, to ride afield, with winding 
horn. 

By dewy heath and brake, and taste 
the fair 

Young breath of early morning ; and 
’twas sweet 

To chase the bounding quarry all day 
long 

With my good hounds and trusty steed, 
and gay 

Young comrades of my youth, and with 
the eve 

To turn home laden with the spoil, and 
take 

The banquet which awaited, and sweet 
wine 

I Poured out, and kisses pressed on 

I loving lips ; 

I Circled by snowy arms. Oh, It was 
sweet 

To be alive and young ! 

For sure it is 

The gods gave not quick pubes and 
hot blood 

And strength and beauty for no end, 
but would 

That we should use them wisely ; and 
the fair, 

Sweet mistress of my service was, 
indeed, 

Worthy of all observance. Oh, her 
eyes 

When I lay bleeding ! All day loiig 
we rode, 
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I and my youthful pieers, with horse 
and hound, 

And knew the joy of swift pursuit and 
toil 

And peril. At the last, a fierce boar 
turned 

At bay, and with his gleaming tusks 
overthrew 

My steed, and as I fell upon the 
flowers. 

Pierced me as with a sword. 1‘hcn, 
as I lay, 

I knew the strange slow chill which, 
steah’ng, tells 

The young that it is death. Yet knew 
I not 

Or pain or fear, only great i»ity, indeed, 
That she should lose her love, who was 
so fond j 

And gracious. But when, lifting my ! 

dim gaze, | 

1 saw her bend o'er me,— the lovely 
eyes I 

Suffused with tears, and her sweet 
smile replaced 

By sweeter sorrow,— for a while i 
stayed | 

Life*s ebbing tide, and raised my cold, 
white lips 

With a faint smile, to hers. 'I'hen, 
with a kiss— 

One long last kiss, we mingled, and I 
knew 
No more, 

Bat^ven in death, so strong is Love, 

1 could not wholly die ; and year by 
year, 

When the flowered Spring returns, and 
rim earth lives, 

Xove opens these dread gates, and calls 
me forth 

Across Bie gulf. Not here, indeed, she 
comes, 




Being a goddess and in heaven, but 
smooths 

My path to the old earth, where still I 
know 

Once more the dear days, and once 
again 

Blossom on that soft breast, and am 
.ngain 

A youth, and rapt in love ; and yet 
not all 


As 


s careless ns of yore : but seem to 
know ^ 


The early spring of passion, tamed by 
time 


And suflcring, to a calmer, fuller flow, 
Less fitful, hill more strong.” 

Then ftie sad tjueen : 
” Fail youth, thy lot I know, for I am 
old ^ 


As the old earth and yet as young 
as is 

The biulding s}>ring, and 1 \vn>* here a 
Queen, 

When Love was not or Time, and to 
my arms 

Thou earnest as a little child, to dwell 

Within the halls of Death, for without 
Death 

There were nor Birth nor Love, nor 
wouivl Life yearn 

To lose itself within another life, 

And dying, to be born. I, too, have 
died 


For love in part, and live again through 
love; 

For in (he far-off years, when Time 
was young, 

And Love unborn on earth, and /cus 
in heaven 

Ruled, a young sovereign ; 1, a maiden, 
dwelt 

With loved Demeter on (he sunny 
plains 
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Of our own Sicily. TherCi day by day, 
I ftported with my playmate goddeases. 
In virgin freedom. Budding age made 

m 

Our lightsome feet, and on the flowery 
slopes 

\Vc wandered daily, gathering flowers 
to we.ive 

In careless garlands for our locks, and 
passed 

The days in innocent glad ness. Thought 
of Lov# 

There came not to us, for as yet the 
earth 

Was virginal, nor yet had F.ros come 
With his delicious pain. 

And one fair morn — 
Not nil the ages blot it — on the side 
Of .ditna we werc’^traying. There w'as 
then 

Summer nor winter, springtide nor the 
time 

Of harvest, Imt the soft unfailing sun 
Shone always, and the sowing time was 
one 

With reaping ; fruit and flower together 
glowed 

rpon the trees; and blade and rijicned 
car 

Together clothed the plains. There, 
a!> 1 strayed, 

Sudden a black doud down the rugged 
side i 

Of jfUna, mixed with fire and dreadful 
sound 

Of thundet, trolled around me, and I 
heard 

The maids who were my fellows turn 
and flee 

Widt slurieks and cries (or mc< 

But 1, 1 knew 
No tenor while, the god overshadowed 
»fic. 


Hiding my life in his, nor when I wept, 

My flowers all withered, and my blood 
ran slow 

Within a wintry land. Some voice 
there was 

Which said, ‘Fear not. Thou shall 
return and see 

Thy mother again, only a little while 

Fate wills that thou shouldst tairy, and 
become 

(,)uocn of another world. Thou scest 
that all 

Thy flowers are faded. Tliey shall live 
again 

On earth, ns thou shalt, as thou lives! 
now 

The Life of Death— for what is Death 
but Life 

Suspended as in sleep? I'he primal 
rule 

Where life was constant, and the sun 
oVcrhcaii, 

Blazed forth unchanging, changes and 
is hidden 

Awhile. 1'his region which thou .scest, 
where all 

The trees are lifeless, and the flowers 
arc dead, 

Is but the self*saine earth on which 
erewhile 

Thou s^wtedst fancy free.’ 

So, without fear 

I wandered on this bare land, seeing (ar 

Upon the sky the peaks of my own hilla 

And cresU of my own wo^s. Till, 
when 1 grew 

Hungered, ere yet another form 1 saw ; 

Along the silent alleys joum^mg, 

And leafless groves ; a (iur and mystic 
tree 

Rose like a heart in shape, and *VBid its 
leaves 

One golden mystic fruit with a fistr seed 
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Hid in it* This, with childisli hand, I 
took 

And ntc. and stiaight I knew' the tree 
was Life, 

And the fruit Death, and the hid seed 
WAS Love. 

All, sweet stiangc fruit ! the which 
if any taste 

They may no longer keep their lives of 
oM 

Or their own selves unchanged, hut 
some weird change 

And subtle alchemy comes which can 
transmute 

TI1C blood, and mould the spiiits of 
gods and men 

In some new magical form. Not .is 
befoic, j 

Our life comes to us, though the jiassion 
coolh, 

Nay, never as beftirc. My nuiihci 
came 

Too late to seek me. She hail power 
to rnisC 

A life from oul Death’s gra-p, but from 
the arms 

Of Love she might not take me, nor 
undo 

Love’s past for all her strength* She 
came and sought 

With fires bet daughter over land ami 
sea. 

Beyond the paths of all the setj^g stars, 

In vain, and over all the cac^in vain, 

Seeking whom love disguised. Then 
on all Itnda 

She caet the spell of barrenness; the 
wheat 

Was blighted in the ear, the puride 
grapes 

Hashed ho nioie on the vines, and all 
fhe gods 


Were sorrowful, seeing the load of ill 
My rape had laid on men. Last, Zeus 
himself, 

Pitying (he evil that was done, setU forth 
llis messenger beyond the western litii 
To fetch me luck to eailh, 

But not the same 
I le found me who had eaten of Love's 
seed, 

But changed into another ; nor could 
Ins power 

I Picvail to keep me wholly on the earth, 
Ui make me maid again. The wintry 
life 

h homelier often than (lie summer blaze 
Of hai>piness unclouded; so, when 
Spring 

('oincs on (he woild, I, coming, cioss 
with (lice, 

Year after year, ihc cruel icy stream ; 
And leave lhisnnxiou» sceptic and ihc 
shades 

Of those in h*‘ll, or those for whom, 
though blest, 

No Spring cume», till the last great 
Spring which bring.^ 

New heavens and > pew earth ; and lay 
my head 

Upon my mother’s bosom, and glow 
young. 

And am a girl again. 

A soft air breathes 
Across the stream and fills these l^iren 
fields 

With the sweet odours of the carlli. I 
know 

Again the perfume of the violets 
Which bloom on side. Soon 

wc shall pass 

Together to our home, while round our 
feet 

The crocus flames like gold, the wind* 
flowers white 
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Wave ihcir soft petals on the breeze, 
and all 

The choir of flowers lift up their silent 
song 

To the unclouded heavens. Thou, fair 
boy, 

Shalt lie within thy love’s white arms 
again, 

And I within my mother's. Sweet is Love 

In ceasing and renewal \ nay, in these 

It lives and has its being. Thou couklst 
not keep 

'I'hy youth as now, if always on the 
breast 

Of love too late a tmgeier thou hadst 
known 

Possession sale thee. Nor might I have 
kept 

My mothei s heart, if I had lived to ripe 

And wither on the stalk. Time calls 
and Change 

Commands both men and gods, and 
spei ds us on 

We know not whither ; but the old 
earth smiles 

Spring after Spring, and the scc<l IniistN 
again 

Out of its prison moul<l, and the dead 
lives 

Renew themselves, and ri!»c aloft and 
soar 

Ami are transformed, clothing them- 
selves with change 

Till the last change be done." 

As thus she spake, 

I saw n gleam of li|^t flash from the eyes 

Of all the Ihtening shades, and a great 
joy 

'Jlirill tht^High the realms of Death* 


And then again 

A youthful shade I saw, a comely l^y. 

With lip and cheek just touched with 
manly down, 

And strong limbs wearing Spring ; in 
mien and garb 

A youtliful chieftiiin, with a (Perfect face 

Of fresh young beauty, clustered curls 
divine, 

And ihiselled features like a sculptured 

g^Kl, 

Jlut warm and breathing life ; only the 
eyes, 

The fair large eyes, w*erc full of dream* 
ing thought, 

And seemed to gaze beyond the world 
of sight, 

On a bid world of lieciuiy, Him I 
stayed, 

Accosting with soft word.s of courtesy ; 

Ami, on a bank of scentless flowers 
reclined, 

He answered thus : 

“ Not fur the garish sun 

1 lung, nor for the splendours of high 
noon 

In this dim land I languish ; for i»f 
yore 

Full often, when the swift chase swept 
along 

Through the brisk morn, or when my 
comrades called 

1 o wrestling, or the foot-race, or to 
cleave 

The sunny stream, I lovedi to walk 
apart. 

Self-centred, sole ; and when the 
laughing girh 

To some fair stripling’s oaten melody 

Made ready for the dance, 1 heeded 
not ; 

Nor when to the loud trumpet’s blast 
and blare 
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My peers rode forth to battle. For, 
one eve, 

In Latmos, after a long day In June, 

T stayccl to rest me on a sylvan hilt, 
Where often youth and maid were wont 
- to meet 

Toward nuionrise; and deep slumber 
fell on me 

Musing on I.ovc, just as the ruddy orb 
Kose on the lucid night, set in a frame | 
Of blooming myrtleand sharp tremuioun I 
plane ; 

l^ep slumber felt, and loosed my limbs | 
in rest. 

j 

Then, as the full orb poised upon the 
peak, 

'Phere came a lovely vision of a maid, 
Who seemed to step as fiom a silvery 
skiff j 

Out of thelow'-hung moon. No mortal 
form, 

Such as oftiimes of yore I knew and 
clasped 

At twilight *mid llie vines at the mad 
feast 

Of Dionysus, or the fair maids cold 
Who streamed in white processions to 
the shrine 

Of the chaste Virgin Goddess ; but a 
shape 

Richer and yet more pure. N o thinnest 
veil 

Obscured her ; but each exquisite limb 
revealed, 

She seemed an ivory statue subtly 
wrought 

By m great sculptor on the architrave 
Of some high temple-front— only in her 
The form was soft and loving, breath- 
ing lifb, 

And, tender* As t seemed to gaze on 


Nearer she drew and ^zed ; and as 1 
lay 

Supine, beneath her spell, the radiance 
stooped 

And me on the lips, a chaste, 

sweet kiss, 

Which drew my spirit with it. So I 
slept 

Each night upon the hill, until the 
Dawn 

Came in hi^ golden chariot from the East, 

And chased my Love away. But ever 
thus 

Dissolved in love as in a heaven-sent 
dream, 

Whenever the bright circle of the moon 

Climbed from the hills, whether in leafy 
June 

Or harvest-tide, or when they leapt and 
pressed 

Red-thighed the spouting must, 1 
walked apart 

From all, and took no thought for 
mortal maid. 

Nor nimble joys of youth ; but night 
by night 

I stole, when all were sleeping, to the 
hill, 

And sluml^red and was blest ; until 1 
grew 

Pusses! by love so deep, 1 seemed to 
live 

In slumliers only, while the waking day 

Showed faint a.s any vision. 

So 1 grew 

Paler and feebler with the months, and 
climbed 

The steep with lalioured steps and 
difficult breath, 

But still I climbed. Ay, though the 
wintry frost 

Chained fast the streams and whitened 
all the fields^ 
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1 lought my mistress through the leafless 
groves, 

And slumbered and was happy, till the 
dawn 

Returning found roe stretched out, cold 
and stark, 

With lifers Are nigh burnt out. Till 
one clear niglit, 

When the birds shivered in the pines, | 
and all 

The inner heavens stood open, lo ! she 
came, 

Brighter and kinder still, and kissed 
my eyes 

And half«closed lips, and drew my soul 
through them, 

And in one precious ecstasy dissolved 

My life. And thenceforth, ever on the 
hill 

I lie unseen of man ; a cold, white form, 

Still young, through all the ages ; but 
my soul, 

Wearing this thin presentment of old 

days 

Walks this dim land, where never 
moonrise comes. 

Nor day-break, but a twilight waiting- 
time, 

No more ; and, ah ! how weary 1 Vet 
1 judge 

My lot a higher far than his who spends 

Ills youth on swift hot pleasure, quickly 
past; 

Or theirs, my equals', who through long 
calm years 

Ofow sleek in dull content of wedded 
lives 

And ftiir-grown offspring. Many a day 
for them. 

While I was wandering here, and my 
bones bleached 

Upon the locks, the sweet autumnal 
sua 


Beamed, and the grapes grew purple. 
Many a day 

Thi^ heap^ up gold, they knelt at 
festivals, 

They waxed in high report and fame of 
men, 

They gave their girls in marriage ; while 
for me 

Upon the untrodden peaks, the cold, 
grey mom, 

The snows, the rains, the winds, the 
untempered blaze, 

Beat year by year, until 1 turned to 
stone. 

And the great eagles shrieked at me, 
and wheeled 

Affrighted. Yet 1 judge it better 
indeed 

To seek in life, as now I know I sought. 

Some fair impossible Love, which slays 
our life, 

Some fair ideal raised too high for man; 

And failing lo grow nuid, and cease to 
be, 

Than to decline, as they do who have 
found 

Bro.'id -(launched content and weal and 
happiness ; 

And so an end. For one day, as I 
know. 

The high aim unfulfilled ftilflls itself ; 

The deep, unsatisfied thirst ia satisfied ; 

And through this twilight, broken 
suddenly, 

> The inmost heaven, the lucent stars of 

i God, 

The Moon of Love, the Sun of Ltife 
and I, 

I Who pine here— I on the Latmian hill 

Shall soar aloft and find them.** 

With the word. 

There beamed a shaft of dawn athu^ 
the skies. 
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And tlie mtiael thmsh within 

the yew 

Sang out revein<i to the hoits of day, 
Soldierly ; and the pomp and rush of life 
Began once more, and left me there 
alone 

Amid the awaking world. 


Nay, not alone. 

One fair shade lingered in the fuller day. 

The last to come, when now my dream 
had grown 

l^alf mixed with waking thoughts, as 
grows a dream 

In summer mornings when the broader 
light 

Dazzles the sleeper's eyes ; and is most 
fair 

Of all and best remembered, and 
becomes 

Part of our waking life, when older 
dreams 

Grow fainter, and are fled. So this 
remained 

The fairest of the visions that I knew, 

Most precious and most dear. 

The increasing light 

Shone thre%h her, finer than the 
thinnest shade, 

And yet most full of beauty; golden 
wings, 

From her fair shoulders springing, 
seemed to raise 

Her stidnieis feet from the gross earth 
feidlift; 

Thdr weaier into air ; and in her eyes 

Was such fair ghuice as cpmes from 

Ixnfg ; c^bnsteoed and tifiimphant. 
Evs^ SdH 


Of life had vanished from hev« and 
she showed 

As one who walks a saint ahet^ on 
earth. 

Virgin or mother. ftninortaUty 

Breathed from those radiant eyes which 
yet had passed 

Between the gates of death* 1 seemed 
to hear 

The Soul of mortals speaking : 

“ I was born 

I Of a great race and mighty, and was 

I grown 

Fair, as they said, and good, and kept 
a life 

Pure from all stain of passion. Love 
1 knew not, 

Who was absorbed in duty; and the 
Queen 

Of gods and men, seeing my life more 
calm 

Than human, hating my impassive heart. 

Sent down her perfect son in wrath to 
earth. 

And bade him break me. 

But when Eros came. 

It did repent him^of the task, for LoVe 

Is kin to Duty. .. * 

And within my life 

I knew miraculous change, and a soft 
flame 

Wherefrom the snows of Duty flushed 
to rose, • 

And the chill icy dqplhs of mind were 
stirred 

By a warm tide of ^sion. Long I 
lived 

Not knowing what bad been, nor re- 
cognized 

A Presence walking with mo through 
my life. 

As if by night, his fece and ferv con* 
cealed : 
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A gracious voice alone, which none 
but 1 

Might hear, sus^ined me, and its name 
was Love. 

Not as the earthly loves which throb 
and flush 

Round earthly shrines was mine, but 
a pure spirit. 

Lovelier than all embodied love, more 
pure 

And wonderful ; but never on his eyes 
1 looked, which still were hidden, and 
I knew not 

The fashion of his nature ; for by night, 
^Vhen visual eyes are blind, but the 
soul sees, 

Caine he, and bade me think not to 
make search 

Or whence he came or wherefore. 
Nor knew 1 

Ills name, And always ere the coming 
d»y, 

As if he were the Sun-god, lingering 
With some too wclMoved maiden, he 
would rise 

And vanish until eve. But all my being 
Thrilled with my fair unearthly visitant 
To higher duty and more glorious meed 
Of action than of old, for it was Love 
That came to me, who might not know 
his name. 

Thus, ever rapt by dreams divine, 
I knew 

The scorn that comes from weaker j 
sonla, which miss, 

Behiig too low of nature^ the great 
Revealed to others higher; nay, ray 
ttsters, 

Who being of one blood with me, made 
choioe 

To tiead the Aowery ways of daily life, 


Grew jealous of me, bidding me take 
heed 

Lest haply ’twas some monstrous fiend 
I loved, 

Such os in fable ofetimes sought and won 
The innocent hearts of maids. Long 
time 1 held 

My love too dear for doubt, who was 
so sweet 

And icAable. Burat the last the sneers. 
The mystery which hid him, the swift 
flight 

Before the coming dawn, the 5ha{>e 
ooncealcd. 

The curious girlish heart, these worked 
on me 

With an unsatisfied thirst. Not his 
own words : 

* Dear, I am with thee only while I keep 
My visage hidden; and if thou once 
shouldst see 

My face, I must forsake thee: the 
high gods 

Link 1-.OVC with Faith, and he with- 
draws himself 

From the full gaze of Knowledge’— 
not even these 

Could cure me of my longing, or the fear 
Those mocking voices worked: who 
fain would learn 
The worst that might befit!. 

And one sad night, 
Just ere the day leapt from the hills 
and brought 

The hour when he should go: with 
tremulous hands, 

lightii^ my midnight lamp in fear, I 
stood 

Long time uncertain, and at length 
turned round 

And gazed upon my love. Helayaslei^ 
And oh, bow fair he was 1 The 
ing li^t 
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Fell an the fairest of the gods, stretched 
out 

In happy slumber. Looking on his 
locks 

Of gold, and faultless face and smile, 
and limbs 

Made perfect, a great joy and trembling 
took me 

Who was most blest of women, and in 
awe 

And fear I stooped to kiss him. One 
warm drop— 

From the full lamp within niy trembling 
hand, 

Or a glad tear from my too happy eyes. 

Fell on his shoulder. 

Then the god unclosed ; 

I (is lovely eyes, and with great pity 
spake : j 

‘ Farewell 1 There is no I-ovc except j 
with Faith, 

And thine is dead ! Farewell ! 1 

come no more.’ 

And straightway from the hills the full 
red sun 

Leapt up, and as 1 clasped my love 
again, 

The lovely vision faded from his place, 

And came no more. 

'pten I, with breaking heart, 

Knowing my life laid waste by ray own 
hand, 

Went forth and would have sought to 
hide my life 

Within the stream of Death ; but Death 
came not 

To aid. me wlio not yet was meet for 
Death. 

Theii finding that Love came not 
backtome^ 

1 thdngjkt that in tito temples of the gods 

]fa|dy Ife dwell, and lofirom fane to fane 


I wandered over earth, and knelt in each, 

Enquiring for my Love j and I would ask 

The priests and worshippers, Ms this 
Love's shrine ? 

Sirs, have you seer* the g«Kl?* Bui 
never at all 

1 found him. For some answered, 

* This is called 

The Shrine of Knowledge ; ’ and 
another, ‘ This, 

The Shrine of Beauty ; ’ and another, 

‘ Strength ; * 

And yet another, ‘Youth.* And I 
would kneel 

And say a prayer to my Love, and rise 

And seek another. Long, o’er land 
and sea, 

1 wandered, lill^ I was not young or fair, 

Grown wretched, seeking my lost Love j 
and last, 

Came to the smiling, hateful shrine 
where ruled 

The queen of earthly love and all 
delight, 

Cypris, but knelt not there, but asked 
of one 

I Who seemed hef priest, if Eros dwelt 

I with her. 

Tlien to the subtle-smiling goddess’ 
self 

They led me. She with hatred in her 
eyes: 

‘What! thou to seek for Love, who 
art grown thin 

And pale with watchii^ ! lie Is not 
(or thee. 

What Love is left for such? Thou 
didst despise 

Love, and didst dwell apart. Love 
sits within 

The young maid’s eyes, makii^ them 
beautifttl. 
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Love is for youth, and joy, and happi* 
ness; 

And not for withered lives. Ho ! 
bind her fast. 

1 ake her and set her to the vilest tasks, 
And bend her pride by solitude and 
tears, 

Who will not kneel to me, but dares to 
seek 

A disembodied love. My son has gone 
And left thee for thy fault, and thou 
shall know 

The misery of iny thralls. 

Then in her house 
They bound me to hard tasks and vile, 
and kept 

My life from honour, chained among 
her slaves 

And lowest ministers, taking despite 
And injury for food, and set to bind 
Their wounds whom she had tortured, 
and to feed 

The pitiful lives which in her prisons 
pent 

Languished in hopeless pain. There is 
no sight 

Of suffering but I saw it, and was set 
To succour it; and all my woman’s 
lieart 

Was torn with the ineffable miseries 
Which love and life have worked ; and 
dwelt long time 
In groanings and in tears. 

And then, oh joy ! 
Oh miracle t once more again at length 
I fell LoVe*8 arms around me, and the 
hiss 

Of Love upon my lips, and in the chill 
Of deepest prison cells, ’mid vilest tasks, 
The glow his sweet breath, and the 
warm touch 

Of his invisible hand, and his sweet 


I Ay, sweeter than of old, and ten* 
derer, 

Speak to me, pierce me, hold me, fold 
me round 

With arms Divine, till all the sordid 
earth 

Was hued like heaven, and Life's dull 
prison-house 

Turned to a golden palace, and those 
low tasks 

Grew to be higher works and nobler 
gains 

Than any gains of knowledge, and at 
last 

lie whimpered softly, *Dear, unclose 
thine eyes, 

Thou may St look on me now. I go no 
more, 

But am thine own for ever.’ 

’I'lien with wings 

Of gold we soared, 1 looking in his 
eyes, 

Over yon dark broad river, and this 
dim land, 

Scarce for an instant staying till we 
reached 

The inmost courts of hea\xm. 

But sometimes 

I come here for a little, and speak a 
word 

Of peace to those who wait. The 
slow wheel turas, 

The cycles round themselves and grow 
complete, 

The world's year whitens to the 
harvest-tide, 

And one word only am I sent to say 

To those dear souls, who waft -here, or 
who now 

Breathe earthly air one ualvemid 
word 

To all things liviiig, and the troni is 
•Love.’" 
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Tiien soaa^d hhe vuibly before my 
gaze. 

And the lieavens took her, end I knew 
my eyes 

Had acen the Soul of man, the death* 
less Soul, 

Defeated, struggling, purided, and blest. 


Then all the choir of happy waiting 
sliades, 

Heroes and queens, fair maidens and 
brave youths, 

Swept by me, rhythmic, slow, as if they 
trod 


Some unheard measure, passing srhere 
I stood 

In fair procession, each with a faint 
smile 

U}X)n the lip, signing ** Farewell, oh 
shade ! 

It shall lie well with thee, as ’tis with us, 

If only thou art true. The world of 
Life, 

The world of Death, are but opposing 
sides 

Of one great orb, and the Light shines 
on both. 

Oh, happy, happy shade 1 Farewell ! 
Farewell ! ** 

And so they passed away. 


BOOK IIL 
OLYMPUS, 


BrT I, my gaze 

Following (he soaring soul which now 
was lost 

In the awakening skies, floated with 
her. 

As in a trance, beyond the golden gates 

Which separate Earth from Heaven; 
and to my thought, 

Gladdened by that broad effluence of 
light, 

This old earth seemed transfigured, and 
the fields, 

So dim and bare, grew green and 
clothed themselves 

With lustrous hues, A fine ethereal air 

Flayed round me as 1 mused, and filled 
dutjoiil' 

With an snef&ble content. What help 

In words to tdl of things unreached by 
words? 

j^hdvr to engnivB ii|m the treadieroas 
thought 


The fair and fugitive fancies of a 
dream, 

Which vanish ere wx fix them ? 

But metlunks 

He knows the scene, who knows the 
one fair daj^, 

One only and no more, which year by 
year 

In springtime comes, when lingering 
winter flies. 

And lo ! the bare boughs proiikt with 
white and pink, 

And golden clusters, and the green 
glades starred 

With delicate primrose and deep 
odorous beds 

Of violets, and on the tufled meads 

With kingcups lit, and cowslip bells, 
and blue 

Sweet hyacinths, and frail anemmie *. 

The broad West wind breathes ioftly* 
and the air 
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Is tremulous with the lark, and thro* 
the woods 

The soft full-throated thrushes all day 
long 

Flood the green dells with joy, and 
thro* the dry 

Brown fields the sower strides, sowing 
his seed, 

And all is life and song. Or he who 
first. 

Whether in fair free boyhood, when the 
world 

Is his to choose, or when his fuller life 

Beats to another life, or afterwards. 

Keeping his youth within his children's 
eyes, 

IBooks on the snow-clad everlasting 
hills, 

And marks the sunset smite them, and 
is glad 

Of the beautiful fair world. 

A springtide land 

It seemed, where East winds came not. 

• Swirelest song 

Was everywhere, by glade or sunny 
plain ; 

And thro* the golden valleys winding 
streams 

Kippicd in glancing silver, and above, 

The blue hills rose, and overall a peak, 

White, awful, with a constant fleece of 
cloud 

Veiling its suraniit, towered* Unfailing 
Day 

lighted it, for no turn of dawm and eve 

Alame there, nor changing seasons, but 
a broad 

joy of Being, undisturbed by 
Time. 

There, in a happy glade shut la by 
groves 

Of Uturel and sweet myrtle, on a green 


And flower-lit lawn, I seemed to see 
the ghosts 

Of the old gods. Upon the gentle slo|>e 
Of a fair hill, a joyous company, 

The Immortals lay. Hard by, a mur- 
murous stream 

Fell through the flowers ; below them, 
space on space, 

Laughed the immeasurable plains ; 
beyond, 

The mystic mountain soared. Height 
after height 

Of bare rock ledges left the climbing 
pines. 

Ami reared their giddy, shining terraces 
Into the ethereal air. Aliove, the snows 
Of the white summit cleft the fleece of 
cloud 

Which always clothed it round. 

Ah, fair and sweet, 
Vet with a ghostly fairness, fine aivl 
thin, 

Those godlike Presences. Not dream*' 
indeed, 

But something dream-like, were they. 
Blessed Shades 

Heroic and Divine, as when, in day^s 
When Man was young, and Time, the 
vivid thought 

Translated into Form the unattained 
Impossible Beauty of roen*s dreams, 
and fixed 

lire Loveliness in mai))le. 

As with awe 

Following my spotless guide, I stood 
apart. 

Not daring to draw near ; a shining form 
Rose from the throng, and floated, 
light as air. 

To where I trembled. And I knevr 
the face 

And form of Artemis, theldr, ^.pitre. 
The undefiled. A crescent silveiy moon 
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Shone thro* her locks, ahd by her side 
she bore 

A quiver of golden darts. At sight of 
whom 

I felt a sudden chill, like his who once 
Looked upon her and died ; yet could 
not fear, 

Seeing how fair she was. Her sweet 
voice rang 
Clear as n bird’s : 

“ Nfortal, what fiite hath brought 
Thee hilhcr, unclcansed by dcalli ? 

How cansl thou breathe 
Immortal air, being mortal ! Yet fear 
not, 

Jnnee thou art come. For we too are 
of earth 

Whom here thou scest : there were not 
a heaven 

Were there no earth, nor gods, had men 
not lieen. 

But each the complement of each and 
grown 

The other’s creature, is and has it'' being, 
A double essence. Human and Divine. 
So that the God is hidden in the man, 
And something Human bounds and 
forms the God ; 

Which else had shown too great anvl 
undefined 

For mortal sight, and having no human 
eye 

To see it, were unknown. But wc who 
bore 

Sway of old time, we were but attributes 
* Of the great God who is all Things 
that be-^ 

the Pillar of the Earth and starry Sky, 
. The J^pth ol' the great Deep ; the Sun, 
^ the Moon, 

The Word whidi Makes; the All- 
i tmnpelUng Love— * 

* See the Oiiy^ic Hymns. 
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For all Things lie within His Infinite 
Form.” 

Even as she spake, a throng of shapes 
divine 

Floated around me, filling all my fsoul 
With fair unearthly beauty, and the air 
With such ambrosial perfume as is horn, 
When morning breathes upon a tropic 
sea, 

From boundless w'astes of flowers ; and 
as I knelt 

Tn rapture, lo ! the same clear voice 
again 

Fiom out the throng of gods : 

“ Those whom thou scest 
Were even as T, embodiments of Him 
Who is the Centre of all Life *, myself 
The Maiden -Queen of Purity ; and 
Strength, 

Divine when unabused ; Love loo, the 
Spring 

And Cause of Things ; and Knowledge, 
which lays bare 

Their secret ; and calm Duty, Queen 
of all. 

And Motherhood, in one; and Youth, 
which bears, 

Beauty of Form and Life and Light, 
and breathes 

The breath of Inspiration ; and the Soul, 
The particle of God, sent down to man, 
Which doth in lam reveal the world 
and God. 

Wherefore it is men called on 
Artemis, 

The refuge of young souls ; for still in 
age 

They keep some dim reflection iineflTaced 
Of a Diviner Purity than comes 
To the spring days of youth, wh» alt 
the world 
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Smila, and the rapid blood thro’ the 
young veins 

Courses, and all is glad ; yet knowing 
too 

'I'hat innocence is young — before the soil 

And smirch of sadder knowledge, 
settling on it, 

Sully its primal whiteness. So they 
knelt 

At my white shrines, the eager boyish 
souls, 

To whom life’s road showed like a dewy 
field 

In early summer dawns, when to the 
sound 

Of youth’s clear voice, and to the 
cheerful rush 

Of the tumultuous feet and clamorous 
tongues. 

Careering onwards, fair and dappled 
fawns, 

Strange liirds with jewelled plumes, 
fierce spotted pards. 

Rise in the joyous chase, to lie caught 
and slain 

By the young conqueror ; nor yet the 
charm 

Of sensual ease allures. And they knelt 
too, 

The pure sweet maidens fair and fancy- 
free, 

Wliose innocent virgin hearts shrank 
from the touch 

Offuisaioa as from wrong*— sweet moon- 
lit liyes 

Whiek fadei and pale, and vanish, in 
fhe glare 

Ctf love's hot noontide: these came 
robed in white. 

With holy hymns and soaring liturgies : 

And ao men fabled me, a huntress now. 

Borne thro’ the flying woodlands, hit 
and flreei . 


And now the pale cold Moon, Light 
without warmth. 

Zeal without touch of passion, heavenly 
love 

For human, and the altar for the home. 

But oh, how sweet it was to take the 
love 

And awe of my young worshippers ; to 
watch 

The pure young gaze and hear the pure 
young voice 

Mount in the hymn, or see the gay 
troop come 

With the first dawn of day, brushing 
the dew 

From the untK>llutcd fields, and wake 
to song 

The slumbering birds; strong in their 
innocence ! 

1 did not envy any goddess of all 

The Olympian company lier votaries 1 

Ah, happy days of old which now arc 
gone ! 

A memory and a dream ! for now cm 
earth 

I rule no longer o’er young willing 
hearts 

In voluntary fealty, which would cease 

When Love, with fiery accents calling, 
woke 

The slumbering soul ; as now it should 
for those 

Who kneel before the purer, sadder 
shrine 

Which has replaced my own. But ah ! 
too oft, 

Kot always, but too often, shat from 
life 

WTithin pale life-long cloisters and^ the 
bm 

Of hopelem convent pdaons, year 1^ 

" yoir. 
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Age After age» the white souls fade and Thro* which all Katitre works* Tor 
pine now the earth 


Which simulate (he joyous service free 
Of those young worshippers. 1 would 
that 1 

Might loose the captives’ chain; 'or 
iierakJes» 

Who was a motial once." 


But he who stood 

Colossal at my side : 

“I toil no more 

On earth, nor wield again the mighty 
stiength 

Which Zeus once gave me for the cure 
of ill. 

J have run my race ; 1 have done my 
work ; I rest 

For ever from the toilsome days 1 gave 

'i'o the suffering race of men. And yet, 
indeed, 

Methinks they suffer still. Tyrannous 
growths 

And monstrous vex them still. Pesti- 
lence lurks 

And sweeps them down. Treacheries 
come, and w'ars. 

And slay them still. Vaulting ambition 
leaps 

And falls in bloodshed still. But 1 am 
here 

At rest, and no man kneels to me, or 
keeps 

Reyeintmee for strength nughty yet an* 

nbuied'^ 

Stmgtih which is Power, God's choicest 
gift, more rare 

And predSMs tihaa Beauty, or the 

iduotm 

Ot Wts^mi since U is tlie ihacnifiient 


Is full of meekness, and a new God 
rules, 

Teaching strange precepts of humility 

And mercy and forgiveness. Yet I 
trow 

There is no lack of Uoodshed and 
deceit 

And groanings, and the tyrant works 
liis wrong 

Even as of old ; but now there is no 
arm 

Like mine, made 'strong by Zeus, to 
beat him down, 

Him and his wrong together* Yot 1 
know . 

I am not all discrowned. The strong 
brave souls. 

The manly tender hearts, whom tale of 
* wrong 

To woman or child, to all weak things 
and small, 

Fires like a blow ; kindling the righteous 
flush 

or anger on the brow; knotting the 
cords 

Of muscle on the arm ; with one desire 

To hew the spoiler down, and make an 
end, 

And go their way for others ; making 
light 

Of toil and pain, and too laborkms days, 

And peril ; beat unchanged, albeit they 
serve 

A Lord of meekness. For the world 
still needs 

Its champion as of old, and 6nds him 
still* 

Not always now with migh^ sinews 
and thews 

Like tmne, though still these profit, but 
keen brain 
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And voice to move men’i souls' to love 
the right 

And hate the wrong; even tho* the 
bodily form 

Bo weatc, of giant strength, strong to 
assail 

The hydra heads of Evil, and to slay 

The monsters that now waste them : 
Ignorance, 

Self-seeking, coward fears, the hate of 
Man, 

Disguised as love of God. These 
labour still 

With toil as hard as mine. P'or what 
was it 

To strive with bodily ills, and do great 
deeds . 

Of daring and of strength, and bear the 
crown, 

To his high task who wages lifelong 
strife 

With an impalpable foe ; con<iuering 
indeed, 

But, ere he hears the pa^an or sees the 
pomp 

Laid low in the arms of Death ? And 
tho* men cease 

To worship at my shrine, yet not the 
less 

It is the toils I knew, the pains I lM)re 

For others, which have kept the stead- 
fast heart 

Of manhood undefiled, and nerved the 
arm 

Of sacrifice, and made the martyr strong 

To do and bear, and taught the race of 
men 

How godlike 'tis to suffer thro* life, and 
die 

At k&t for others* good 1 ” 

The strong god leased, 

And otood a little, musii^ blest in- 
deed, • 


But bearing, as it seemed, some faintest 
trace 

Of earthly struggle still, not the gay 
ease 

Of the elder heaven- born gods. 


And then there came 
Beauty and Joy in one, bearing the form 
Of woman. How to reach with halting 
words 

That infinite Perfection? All have 
known 

The breathing marbles which the Greek 
has left 

Who saw her near, and strove to fix her 
charms, 

And exquiMtely failed ; ‘or those fair 
forms 

The Painter offei'cd at a later shrine, 
And failed. Nay, what are words? — 
he knows it well 
Who loves, Of who has loved. 

She with a smile 
Playing around her rosy lips ; as plays 
The sunbeam on a stream ; 

** Shall 1 complain 
Men kneel to me no longer, taking to 
them 

Some graver, sterner worship ; grown 
too wise 

For fleeting joys of Love ? Nay, Love 
is Youth, 

And still the world is young. Still 
shall 1 reign 

Within the hearts of men, while Time 
shall lost 

And Life renews itself. AU Life tlud 
>*» 

Frcnn the weak things of earth 6t sea 
or air. 
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Which creep or float for an hour ; to 
godlike man— 

All know me and are mine. I am the 
source 

And mother of all, both gods and men ; 
the spring 

Of Force and Joy, which, penetrating 
all 

Within the hidden depths of the Un- 
known, 

Sets the blind germ of Being, and from 
the bond 

Of incomplete and dual Essences 

Evolves the harniony which is Life. 
The worki 

Wtsre dead without my rays, who am 
the Light 

Which vivifies the world. Nay, but for 
me, 

The universal order which attracts 

Sphere onto sphere, and keeps tliem in 
their paths 

For ever, were no more. All things 
are bound 

Within my golden chain, whose name 
is Love. 

And if there be, indeed, some sterner 
souls 

Or sunk in too much learning, or 
hedged round 

By care and greed, or haply too much 
rapt 

By pale ascetic fervours, to delight 

To kneel to me, the universal voice 

•Scorns them as those who, spurning 

wilfully 

The good that Nitture offers, dw'cll un- 
bleat 

Who might be blest, but would not. 
Every vcMce 

;Of bud in every age has hymned me^ 
AU 


'Fhe breathing marUe^ all the glowing 
hues 

Of painting, praise me. Even the love- 
less shades 

Of dim monastic cloisters show some 
gleam, 

Tho’ faint, of me. Amid the busy 
throngs 

Of cities reign I, and o'er lonely 
plains, 

Beyond the icc-ficlds of the frozen 
North 

And the warm waves of undiscovered 
seas. 

For I was born out of the sparkling 
foam 

Which lights the crest of the blue mystic 
wave, 

Stirred by the wandering breath of Life’s 
pure dawn 

From a young soul’s dear depths. 
There, without voice, 

Stretched on the bicathing curve of a 
young breast, 

Fluttering a little, ficsh from the great 
deep 

Of life, and creamy as the opening rose. 

Naked I lie, naked yet unashamed, 

While youth’s warm tide steals round 
me with a kiss, 

And floods each limb with fairness. 
Shame I know not — 

Shame is for wrong, and not for inno- 
cence— 

The veil which Error grasps to hide 
itself 

From the awful Eye. But 1 lie un- 
veiled 

And unashamed— the liveloog day I 
lie. 

The wum wave murmuring to me ; and* 
all night, 
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Hidden in the moonlit caves of happy 
Sleep, 

1 dream until the morning and am glad. 

Why should I seek to clothe myself, 
and hide 

The treasure of my Beauty? Shame 
may wait 

On those for whom ’twos given. The 
’ sties of sense 

Are none of mine ; the brutish, loveless 
wrong, 

The venal charm, the simulated flush 

Of fleshly passion, they are none of 
mine. 

Only corruptions of me. Well I 
' know 

The counterfeit the stronger, since gross 
souls 

And brutish sway the earth $ yet not the 
less 

All sense is consecrated, and I deem 

’J'were better to grow soft and sink in 
sense 

Than gloat o*er blood and wrong. 

My kingdom is 

O'er infinite grades of life. Yet 'tis in 
man 

I And my worthiest worship. Where 
• man is, 

A youth and a maid, a youth and a 
maid, nought else 

Is wanting for my temple. Every 
clime 

Kneels to nMK-the long breaker falls jn 
foam 

Undet the palms, swelling the merry 
noise 

Of savage bridals, and the straight brown 
Ihnbs 

Kautw and over all the endless 
plains : ^ 


1 reign, and by .the tents on the hot 
sand 

And sea-girt isles am queen, and by the 
sides 

Of silent mountains, where the w'hite 
cots gleam 

Upon the green bill pastures, and no 
sound 

But the thunder of the avalanche is 
borne 

To the listening rocks around ; and by 
fair lands 

Where all is peace ; where thro* the 
happy hush 

Of tranquil summer evenings, *mid the 
corn, 

Or thro’ cool arches of the gadding 
vines. 

The lovers stray together hand in hand, 

Hymning my praise ; and by the 
echoing streets 

Of stately cities— o*cr the orbW earth, 

The burning South, the icy North, the 
old 

And immemorial East, the unbounded 
West, 

No new god comes to spoil me utterly— 

All worship and ate mine ! ’ 

With a sweet smile 

Upon her ro^ty mouth, the goddess 
ceased ; 

And when she spake no more, the 
silence weighed 

As heavy on my soul as when it takes 

Some gracious melody, and leaves the 
car 

Unsatisfied and longing, till the fount 

Of sweetness springs again. 
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3ut while I atood 

Expectant, lo 1 a fair pale form drew 
near 

With front severe, and wide blue eyes 
which bore 

Mild wisdom in their gaze. Clear 
purity 

Shone from her— not llic young-eyed 
innocence 

Of her whom first 1 saw, but that which 
comes 

From wider knowledge, which restrains 
the tide 

Of passionate youth, and leads the 
musing soul 

Bjrthe calm deeps of Wisdom. And 
1 knew 

My eyes had seen the fair, the virgin 
Queen, 

Who once within her shining Parthenon 

Beheld the sages kneel. 

She with clear voice 

And coldly sweet, yet with a softness 
too, 

Such as befits a virgin : > 

She doth right 

To boast her sway, my sister, seeing 
indeed 

That all things are as by a double law, 

And from a double root the tree of 
Life 

Springs up to the face of heaven. Body 
and Soul, 

Matter and Spirit, lower joys of Sense 

And higher joys of Thought, 1 know 
that b^h 

Build up the shrine of. Being. The 
brute seme 

i^ves man a brute ; but, winged with 
•oaring thought 

Mounts to hi0k heaven* The un- 
emhodkd spirit^ 

Dwettingaloii^ unmatedt ^^d of sense, 
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Shows impotent. And yet 1 know 
there is. 

Far off, but not too far for mortal reach, 
A calmer height, where, nearer to the 
s^tars. 

Thought sits alone and gazes with rapt 
gaze, 

A large-eyed maiden in a robe of white, 
Who brings the light of Knowledge 
down, and draws 

To her pontifical eyes a bridge of gold, 
Which spans from earth to heaven. 

For what were life. 
If things of sense were all, for those 
large souls 

And high, whom grudging Nature has 
shut fast 

Within unlovely forms, or from whose 
life 

The circuit of tlie rapid gliding years 
Steals the brief gift of beauty ? Shall 
men hold 

With idle singers, all the treasure of 
hope 

Is lost with youth — swift-fleeting, 
treacherous youth, 

Which fades and flics before the ripen- 
ing brain ' 

Crowns life with Wisdom’s crown ? 

Nay, even in youth, 

Is it not more to tread the difficult 
heights 

Alone— the cold free heights— and mark 
the vale 

Lie breathless in the glare, or hidden 
and blurred 

By cloud and storm ; or pestilence and 
war 

Creep on with blood and death ; while 
the soul dwells 

Apart upon the peaks, outfronts the sun 
As the eagle does, or takes the coming 
dawn 
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While all the vale is dark, and knows 
the springs 

or tiny rivulets hurrying from the snows, 

Which soon shall swell to vast resistless 
floods, 

And feed the Oceans which divide the 
World ? 

Oh, ecstasy! oh, wonder! oh, delight! 

Which neither the slow-withering wear 
of Time, 

That takes all else— the smooth and 
rounded cheek 

Of youth ; the lightsome step ; the 
warm young heart 

Which beats for love or friend ; the 
treasure of hope 

Immeasurable ; the quick•cour^ing 
blood 

Which makes it joy to be,— ay, takes 
them all 

Or makes them naught— nor yet saaiety 

Born of too full possession, takes or 
mars ! 

Oh, fair delight of learning ! which 
grows great 

And stronger and more keen, for slower 
limbs, 

And dimmer eyes and loneliness, and 
loss 

Of lower good— wealth, friendship, ay, 
and Love— 

When the swift soul, turning its weary 
gase 

From the old vanished joys, projects 
Itsdf 

Into the void and floats in empty space, 

Strivti^ to reach the mystic source of 
Things, 

The secrets of the earth and sea and 
«r, 

The Law that binds the process of the 

snnsi 


The awful depths of Mind and Thought ; 
the prime 

Unfathomable mystery of God 1 

Is there, then, any who holds my 
worship cold 

And lifeless? Nay, but *tis the light 
which cheers 

The waning life ! Love thou thy love, 
brave youth ! 

Cleave to ihy love, fair maid ! it is the 
Law 

Which dominates the w'orld, that bids 
ye use 

Your nature ; but, when now the fuller 
tide 

Slackens a little, turn your calmer eyes 

To the fair page of Knowledge. It is 
power 

I give, and power is precious^ It is 
strength 

To live four-square, careless of outward 
show's. 

And self-suCticing. It is clearer sight 

To know the rule of life, the Eternal 
scheme ; 

And, knowing it, to do and not to err. 

And, doing, to be blest.” 

The calm voice soared 

Higher and higher to the close ; the 
cold' 

Clear accents, flred as by a hidden fire, 

Glowed into life and tenderness, and 
throbbed 

As with some spiritual ecstasy 

Sweeter than that of Love. 


But as they died, 
I heard an ampler voice ; and k^iagi 
marked 
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A fair and graciona form. She seemed 
a Queen 

Who ruled o'er gods and men; Ihe 
majesty 

Of perfect womanhood. No opening 
bud 

or beauty, but the full consummate 
flower 

rs ; and from her mild large 
yes looked forth 
:ommand, and mol het hood, and 
home, 

And pure aflect ion. Awe and reverence 

Overspread me, as I knew my eyes had 
^ looked 

On sovereign Her^, mother of the gods. 

She, with clear, rounded utterance, 
sweet and calm : 

** I know the charm of stainless Inno- 
cence ; 

1 know Love's fruit is good and fair 
to see 

And taste, if any gain it, and 1 know 

How brief Youth's Passion-tide, which 
when it ebbs 

Leaves Life athirst for Knowledge, and 
I know 

How fair the realm of Mind, where 
the keen soul 

Yeaniiiig to rise, wings its impetuous 
way 

Beyond the bounds Of Thought ; and 
yet there is 

A higher bliss than theirs, which best 
befiu 

Amorlid fife, compact of Body and Soul, 

An^ therefore double-natur^— a calm 
pccfii 

Whidif lie» before the feet, thro* common 

And ttndfittingnished crowds^ of toilii^ 
men, 




And yet is hard to tread, (ho* seeming 
smooth. 

And yet, tho* level, finds a worthier 
crown. 

For Knowledge is a steep which few 
may climb, 

While Duty is a path which all may tread. 

And if the Goal of Life and Thought 
be this, 

How best to speed the mighty scheme, 
which still 

Fares onwaitl day by day— the Life of 
the World, 

Which is the sum of petty lives, that 
wane 

And die so this may live— how then 
shall each 

Of that great multitude of faithful souls 

Who w'alk not on the heights, fulfil 
himself, 

But by the duteous Life which looks 
not forth 

Beyond its narrow sphere, and finds its 
work, 

And works it out ; content, this done, 
to fall , 

And perish, if Fate will, so the great 
Scheme 

Goes onward ? 

Wherefore am I Queen in Heaven 

And Earth, whose realm is Duty, bear- 
ing rule 

More constant and more wide than 
those whose words 

Thou heardest last. Mine are the 
striving souls 

Of fathers plodding day by day obscure 

And unrewarded, save their own 
hearts, 

M id wrai^l lags of the Forum or tbefimr t ; 

Who long for joys of Thought, *oif yet 
must toil 
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Unmurmuring thfx>* dull Kvcs from 
youth to age ; 

Who haply might have worn instead 
the crown 

Of Honour and of Fame : mine the fair 
mothers 

Who«.for the love of children and of 
home. 

When passion dies, expend their careful 
years 

• In loving labour sweetened by the 
sense 

Of Duty: mine the statesman who 
toils on 

Thro’ vigilant nights and days, guiding 
his State, 

Vet finds no gratitude ; and those white 
souls 

Who give themselves for others all their 
years 

In trivial (asks of Pity. The fine 
growths 

Of Man and Time are mine, and spend 
themselves 

For me and for the mystical End which 
lies 

Ueyond their gaze and mine, and yet is 
good, 

Tho* hidden from men and gods. 

For as the dower 

Of the tiger-lily gay with varied hues 

Is £or a day, then fades and leave.> be - 1 
hind 

Fairness nor fruit, while the green tiny 
tuft 

Swells to the purplh* ol the ciustering i 
giape 

Or igolden waves of wheal ; so lives of 
men 

Which show most splendid; fade and 
are deceased 

Aad leave no trace; while thoa^un* 
^ marked, unseen; 


Which no man recks of, rear the stately 
tree 

Of Knowledge, not for itself sought 
out, but found 

In the dusty ways of life->a fairer growth 

Than springs in cloistered sliades ; and 
from the sum 

Of Duty, blooms sweeter and more 
divine 

I'he fair ideal of the Race, than conies 

F'rom glittering gains. of Learning. 

Life, full life, 

Full'flow’ered, full-fruited, reared from 
homely earth, 

Rooted in duly, and thro’ long calm 
years 

Hearing its load of healthful energies ; 

Stretching its arms on all sides; fed 
with dew's 

Of cheerful sacrifice, and clouds of care, 

And rain of useful tears ; warmed by 
the sun 

Of calm affection, till it breathes itself 

In perfume to the heavens— -this is the 
prize 

1 hold most dear, more precious than 
the fruit 

Of Knowledge or of Love.” 

• The goddess ceased 

As dies some gracious harmony, the 
child 

Of wedded themes which single and 
alone 

Were discords, but united breathe a 
sound 

Sweet as the sounds of heaven. 


And then stc^fMth 
The last of the gods 1 saw, ihie tet in 
place 
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And dignity and beauty, the young 
god 

Who grows not old, the light of 
Heaven and Earth, 

The Worker from afar, who darts the 
6re 

Of inspiration on the bard and bathes 
The world in hues of heaven—the 
golden link 

Between High God and Man. 

With a sweet voice | 
Whose every note was jierfect me- 
lody— 

The melody has ded, the words re- 
main— 

Apollo sang : 

** I know how fair the face 
Of Purity; I know the treasure of 
Strength ; 

I know the charm of Love, the calmer 
grace 

Of W'isdom and of Duteous wcll-st>ent 
lives t 

And yet there is a loftier height than 
these. 

There is a Height higher than mortal 
thought ; 

There is a Love warmer than mortal 
love ; 

There is a Life which, taking not its 
hoes 

From Earth or earthly things, grows 
white and pure 

And bi|^r than the petty cares of 
And is a blessed life and glorided. 

Oh, £dr young souls, strain upward, 
Upward still, 

Eveti to die heavenly source of Parity \ 
thuwe Iwartt, hear on and suffer! 

' Btrtke^ t^bt, 


Strong arras, and hew down wrong! 
The world hath need 

Of all of you^^he sensual, wrongful 
world ! 

<1 

Hath need of you, and of thee too, 
fair Love. 

Oh, lovers, cling together 1 the old 
world 

Is full of Hate. Sweeten it ; draw in 
one 

Two separate chords of Life; and 
from the bond 

Of twin souls lost in Harmony create 

A Fair God dwelling with you— Love 
the Lord I 

Waft yourselves, yearning souls, upon 
the stars ; 

Sow yourselves on the wandering winds 
of space ; 

Watch patient all your days, if your 
eyes take 

Some dim, cold ray of Knowledge. 
The dull world 

Hath need of you — the purblind, 
slothful world ! 

Live on, brave lives, chained to the 
narrow round 

Of Duty: live, CK{)end youiiulves, and 
make 

The orb of Being wheel un steadfastly 

Upon its path — the Lord of Life 
alone 

Knows to what goal of Good ; work on, 
live on : 

And yet there is a higher work than 
yours. 

To have looked upon the face of the 
Unknown 

And Perfect Beauty. To have beard 
the voice 
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Ot Godhead in the winds and in the 
seas. 

To have know'n Him in the circling of 
the suns, 

And in the changeful fates and lives of 
men. 

To be fulfilled with Godhead os a cup 
Filled with a precious essence, till the 
hand 

On marble or on canvas falling, leaves 
<.*cle$tial traces, or from reed or string 
Draws out faint echoes of the voice 
Divine 

That bring God nearer to a faithless 
world. 

Or, higher still and fairer and more 
blest, 

To be His seer, His prophet; to be 
the voice 

Of the Ineffable Word ; to lie the glass 
Of the Ineffable Light, and bring them 
down 

To bless the earth', set in a shrine of 
Song, 

For Knowledge is a barren tree and 
bare, 

Bereff of God, and 'Duty but a word, 
And Strength but Tyranny, and Love, 
Desire, 

And Ptinly a folly } and the Soul, 

Which brings down God to Man, the 
Light to the world ; 

He is the Maker, and is blest, is blest 

. He ended, and 1 felt my soul grow 
faint 

With too modi sweetness. 

In a mist of grace 
Ihey Med» that bright company, and 
seemed 


To melt into each other and shape 
themselves 

Into new forms, and those fair god- 
desses 

Blent in a inrrfect woman— all the calm 
High motherhood of Here, the sweet 
smile 

Of Cypris, fair Athene's carhest eyes, 
And the young purity of Artemis, 

Blent in a perfect woman ; and in her 
arms, 

Fused by some cosmic interlacing curves 
Of Beauty into a new Innocence, 

A child with eyes divine, a little child, 
A little child —no more. 

And those great gods 
Of Power and Beauty left a heavenly 
form 

Strong not to act but suffer ; fair and 
meek, 

Not proud and eager ; with soft eyes 
of grace, 

Not bold w'ith joyous youth ; and for 
the fire 

Of song, and for the happy careless life, 
A sorrowful pilgrimage— changed, yet 
the same, 

Only Diviner far ; and bearing higher 
The Life God-lighted and the Sacrifice. 

And when these faded wholly, at my 
side, 

Tbo’ hidden before by those too-radiaiit 
forms, 

I was aware once more of her, my guide 
P^chc, who had not left me, floating 
near 

Oq golden wings ; and all the plains of 
heaven 

Were left to us, me and my soul alone. 

J 

Then when my thoiis^ ravrved 
again, I Said 



Whbi^ering, ** But Zeus I saur not, ttu.* 
prime Source 
And Sire of ail the gods.** 

And she, bent low 
Wtlh downcast eyes: •‘Nay. Thou 
bast seen of Him. 

Alt that thine eyes can bear, in thoi^ 
fair forms 

Which are but parts of Him and arc 
indeed 

Attributes of the Substance which sup- 
ports 

l‘hc Universe of Things— the Soul of 
the World, 

The Stream which flows Eternal, from 
no Source 

Intone Sea. His Purity, His Strength, 
His Love, His Knowledge, His un- 
changing rule 

Of Duty, thou hast seen, only a part 
Anti not the whole, being a finite mind 
loo weak for infinite thought; nor, 
couldst thou see 

All of Him visible to mortal sight, 
Wouldst thou see all His essence, since 
the gods— 

dorifled essences of Human mould, 
Who are but Zeus made visible to 
men— 

See Him not wholly, only some thin 
edge 

.And halo of His glory ; nor know they 
What vast and unsuspected Universes 
Lie beyond thought, where yet He 
rales, like those 

Vast' Sons we cannot see, round which 
our Sun 

htovcl with his sy^em, or those darker 
still 

Whidi not even thus we know, but yet 
exist 

Tho* no eye marhs, nor thought itself, 
audlurh^ 


In the awful Depths of Bpace ; or that 
which is 

Not orbed as yet, bat indisorcte, con- 
fused, 

Soum thro* the void-^the faintest gleam 
of light 

Wliich sets, itself to Be. And yet is 

I'here too, and rules, none seeing. 
But sometimes 

To this our heaven, which is so like to 
earth 

But nearer to Him, for awhile He shows 
.Some gleam of His own brightness, and 
methinks 

It comctli soon ; but thou, if thou 
sliouldsl gaze, 

Thy Life will rush to His — the tiny 
spark 

Absorbed in that full blaze— and what 
I there is 

Of mortal fall from thee.*’ 

But I: “Oh, soul. 
What holdeth Life more precious than 
to know 

The Giver and to die?” 

Then she : “ Behold ! 
Look upward and adore.** 

^ And with the word, 

Unhasting, nndelnylng, gradual, sure, 
The floating cloud which clothed the 
hidden peak 

Rose slow in awful silence, laying bare - 
Spire after rocky spire, snow after snow. 
Whiter and yet more dreadful, till at 
last 

It left the summit clear. 

Then with a bound, 
In the twinkling of an eye, in the flush 
of a thought, ^ 

I knew an Awful Efltuetice of I4flht, 
Formlem, IneflaUe, Perfect, hurst tm 
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And flood my being round, and draw 
my life 

Into itself. I sow my guide bent down 
Trostrate, her wings before her face; 

and then 
No more. 


Bbl when 1 woke from my long 
trance 

Behold, it was no longer Tartarus, 

Nor Hades, nor Olynijius. but the bare 

And unideal aspect of the fields 

Which Spring not yet had kissed— the 
strange old Earth 

So for more fabulous now than in (he 
days 

When Man was young, nor yet the 
mystery 

Of Time and Eate I ransformerl it . F rom 
the hills, 

The long night fied at last, the un- 
clouded sun, 

The dear, fair sun, leapt upward swift, 
and smote 

My sight with rays of gold, and pierced 
mV brain 

W'ilh too much light ere my cntrancH 
eyes 

Could hide themselves. 

And I was on the Earth 

Jlieaming the dream of Life again, as 
late 

1 dreamed the dream of Death. 

Another day 

Dawned on the race of men ; another 
World ^ 

New beavens, and new earth. 


And as I went 
Across the lightening fields, upon a 
bank 

I saw a single snowdrop glance, and 
bring 

Promise of Spring; and keeping my 
old thought 

In the old fair ITellenic vesture dressed, 
I felt myself a ghost, and seemed to he 
Now fair Adonis hasting to the arms 
Of his lost love — now sad Persephone 
Restored to mother earth— or ihci high 
shade 

Orpheus, who gave up heaven to 
his love, 

And is rewartletl — or young M.nr'ij'n^, 
Who s]>eni his youth and life for siuig, 
and yet 

Was happy though in torture— or the 
fair 

And dreaming youth I s:. a who still 
awaits, 

Mopeful, the unveiling k^r'Yeii, when 
he shall see 

Ills fair ideal love. Ti e binK 
blithe ; 

There came a tinkling from the waking 
fold ; 

And on the hillside from the col a girl 
Tripped singing with her pitcher. All 
the sounds 

And thoughts which still are beautiful — 
Youth, Song, 

Dawn, Spring, Renewa]-<-aDd my soul 
was glad 

Of all the freshness, and I felt again 
The youth and spring*tide of the world, 
and thou^t, 

Which frigned those fair and gracious 
fantasies. 

For every dawn that breaks brings a 
new work). 
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And every budding bosom a new life ; 

These fair tales, which we know so 
beautiful, 

Show only finer than our lives to-day 

Because their voice was clearer, and 
they found 

\ uicreil bard to sing them. We arc 
pent, 

Who sing to-day, by all the garnered 
wealth 

iM* ages of past song. We have no 
more 

^ orld to choose from, who, 
wherever we tur 

...,1(1 through old ! \% and fair, 

'et must we s*.i 

* no choice ; and if more hard 
li e toil 

r. n<>on- .vhen all is dear, than in the 

\\ I- if early mom, yet do we 

U- d 

.-.‘vcmcni its own guerdon, and at 

,s ■ ii‘ iong of manhood grows 
more fv^eel 

Than the high note of youth. 

For Age, long Age ! 

Nought dse divides us from the fresh 
yonng days 

Which men call ancient ; seeing that 
we in turn 

Shall one day be Time’s ancients, and 
inspire 

The wiser, higher race, which yet shall 
sbig 

Beomse to tnig is human, and high 
;'thoaght 

Grotm thytlmiic ere its closer Nought 
else there is 

But (l»t weird beat of Time^ which 
dotbdhi}<du 
T6-d»y fnMn HifrHas, 


iA7 

How should any hold 
Those precious scriptures only old- 
world tales 

Of strange impossible torments and 
false gods ; ^ 

Of men and monsters in some brainiest 
dream, 

Coherent, yet unmeaning, ^linked to- 
gether 

By some false skein of song? 

Nay! evermore, 
All things and thoughts, both new and 
oM, arc writ 

Upon the unchanging human heart and 
.soul. 

Has P.ission still no prisoners? Pine 
there now 

No lives which fierce Love, sinking into 
Last, 

Has drowned at last in tears and blood 
—plunged down 

To the blackest depths of Hell ? ilavc 
not strong Will 

And high Ambition rotted into Creed 
And Wrong, for any, as of old, and 
whelmed 

The struggling soul in ruin ? Hell lies 
near 

Around us ha does Heaven, and in the 
World, 

Which is OUT Hades, still the chequered 
souls 

Compact of good and Ul^not all accurst 
Nor altogether blest— a few brief years 
Travel the lilHe journey of their lives, 
They know not to what end, Tlic 
weary woman 

Sunk deep in ease and sated with her life, 
Much loved and yet unloving pines 
to-day 

As Helen; still the poet strives and sings^ 
And hears Apollo’s music, and growe 
dumb^ 







And suffers, yet is happy; still the young 

Fond dreamer seeks his high ideal lo?e, 

And finds her name is Death ; still 
doth the fair • 

And innocent life, bound naked to the 
rock, 

Redeem the race ; still the gay tempter 
goes 

And leavw his victim, stone; 'still 
common pain 

Binds souls with closer links of nobler 
love, j 

'I'han Death itself can sever ; si ill the 
sight 

Of too great beauty blinds us, and we 
lose 

The sense of earthly splendours, gaining 
llcaveiu 


And still the skies are opened as of 
old 

To tlib entrance gate, ay, nearer far 
And , brighter than of yore ; and Might 
' •^^'is there. 

And Infinite I^rity is thercp and high 
Fteraal Wisdom, and the calm clear face 
Of Duty, and a higher, stronger Love 
And Light in one, and a new, reverend 
Name, | 


Greater than any and combining all ; 

And over all, veiled with a veil of cloud, 

God set far off, too bright for mortal 
eyes. 

I 

And always, always, with each soul 
that comes 

And goes, comes that fair form which 
was my guide. 

Hovering, with golden wings and eyes 
divine, 

Alvsve the bed of birth, the bed of 
death, 

Still breathing heavenly airs of death- 
less love. 

For while a youth is lost in soaring 
thought, 

And while a maid grows sweet and 
beautiful, 

And while a S|)ring4ide coming lights 
the earth, 

And while a child, and while a llower 
is l>orn. 

And while one wrong cries for redress 
and finds 

A soul to answer, still the world is 
young ! 


GWEN. 


PROLOGUE. 

{for of old time akme 
Was Lifo a scene of hopes and foars> 
joys and bitter tears ; 

Nor Chance nor Fate are done ; 

Nor ftom iMw Day 

The have wholly fled away ; 


The World and Man to-day are young 
A« when blind Homer song. 


What if the old forms change ? 

They were but forms, theth^remaiiu 
What if our fear {Mia 
Show not like moaitcrs stsao^? 
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llie Belf-same path of life 
We tiead» who fare beneath the sun 
to-day; 

We sink or triumph in the strife 
No otherwise than they. 

Compact of good and ill 
Their life of old was, as is ours ; 

I'he same mysterious Will 
Controlled their hnite powers 
And to strange thoughts of Fate 
And workings of a fixed Necessity 
Which rules both small and great. 

As they bowed, so bow we. 

And Love, the Lord and King — 

Not Eros, but diviner far— 

Still upon heavenward wing 
Mounts like a shining star. i 

I'han clouds and thunders stronger, 

He brings a clear ray from the invisible 
Sun ; 

And when he shines no longer, 

Life’s play is done. 


ACT I. 

SCENE L-Henry. 

The sweet cold mr of these untrodden 

hais 

Breathes gently. From the bustle of 
fhe inn I 

1 turn refreshed to this free mountain- 
aWci . 

AnS fistemto the innumerable |||nd 

loud brook beneath, wmRbears. 
/and tpomes 

Browik-whiteagaiast the granite. These 
thick fim 

Shed balm iigMA the evening air; there 


No footstep but the rabbit’s or the 
shrew’s 

Upon this grassy pith, which winds 
and winds 

Around the hill-side, under promon* 
tones 

Of gold and purple, to the grey old 
church, 

Where, chancing yesterday at eve, 1 
caught 

The sound of hymns, richer and fuller 
far 

I1ian those of yore ; andj hidden within 
the porch, 

Heard the prayers rising in a tongue 
unknown, 

But musical as Greek ; and not un- 
moved 

Watched the loud preacher, firing with 
lus theme, 

Grow rhythmic, and the answering 
moans which showed « 

He touched the peasant heart. 

Ah, it was tong 

Since I had heard men pray. 1 have 
seen the cloud 

Of incense rolling to the fretted roofs 

Of dim cathedrals in the fair old lands 

W^hcre Faith weds not with Reason ; 1 
have beard 

The Benediction service, pure and 
sweet, 

Lit by young voices; I have watched 
with fear 

In college aisles the polished, delicitfe 
priest 

Poise his smooth periods on the razor 
edge 

pf a too fine-drawn logic ; 1 have stood 

And listened all unmoved, or all 
ashamed 

That I was moved a little, by the 
trick 
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And nrtiBce of speech which, though I 
knew it, 

Could cheat the heart a moment, while 
the preacher 

Enchained his ignorant thousands. 
None of these 

Moved me as that unknown tongue 
yesterday. 

1 thought my faith reviving. Tush ! 
what folly ! 

That died long years ago from the roots, 
dried up 

By the strong glare of knowledge, nor 
could aught 

Of all the miracles the Churchmen 
feign 

E’er water it to life. That died long 
since, 

Struck dead by German learning and 
the strong 

And arrogant Priests of Science. Yet 
God knows— — ^ 

If God there be —I would give iny life 
to know 

I1ie strong Belief of old, when little 
hands 

Were folded mom and eve, and little 
eyes 

Scarce open from the night, or half 
weighed down 

By the long hours of play, were raised 
to see 

Heaven in a mother's gaze. 

I would my soul 

M%ht€ast from it the dead unlovely 
loAd 

dead men^a apeeulaiions, iottennemes 

Bom of unloving lives which took the 
cell 

And doister for the home, the mid- 
nil^liinp 

For thf d the hearth, and palwod 

^imbs cf ddiht 


For the strong sire's firm stride. 1 am 
young still ; 

Yet often, when the flash of racing 
oars, 

The shouts, the rushing feet, the joyous 
din. 

Floated along the avenues at eve 
To my still college chamber ; there 
would come 

A weariness, a surfeit, a distaste 
Of all the painted show which men call 
life, 

Of all the sensual flush which men call 
love, 

Of nil the hollow, vain logomachies 
Men take for learning, and I'seemed to 
live 

In premature decay, and to have touched 
The fruit of life with eager lips and 
found it 

Crumble away in dust And yet I know 
How little 'tis my few laborious years 
Have given me of learning that might 
take 

The utmost space of our allotted years, 
Yet leave us still unquenched. And 
yet what bair— 

But seven little years— comes (here that 
parts 

Me and my boyhood f Seven fleeting 
years I 

And still I am a youth in frame, in 
mind, 

In innocence of harm in thou^t or. 
deed, 

In scorn of wrong, and of the sensual 
stye 

Wherein the boor fies bound, 
some power 

There is which hdds me fast end binds, 
my will ; 

Only some dim and paialyi^ fcm 
Freezes die springs ^ ictliQn,^ Be 
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Moored in some tidelesi and lorgolten 
creek, 

A ship which lies and rots ; while on 
high seas 

The salt winds blow, the white crests 
. break, the sail, 

Filled with the stress of hope and youth 
and act, 

Speeds to the unseen harbour. 

What shall cure 
This sickness of the soul? I would 
that I 

Were like that peasant lad whom yester' 
eve 

I saw-*a stalwart boy, on whose red 
cheek 

f The down of manhood showed ; whoiie 
strong arm wound 

^ Around his sweethcart^s waist, as free 
from shame, 

While down the village street they 
loitered slow 

As Hwere the end of life to grow and 
breed 

And die, as do his hcnls. Yet here again 
1 hesitate to act, because I know 
What love is in its cause, what in its 
end, 

And by what secret, miry paths full oft 
'fhe winged god steals, when all his I 
violet plumes I 

Are smirched with foulness, and his| 
fair eyes droop, 

iCloyed with thfS grosser sweets of lower 

^ earth, 

. And the keen arrow flies not through 
the skies, 

But diqis a hlunted ^ail. 

i would I knew 
Lesei «r grew wiser, knowing. Golden 

: Sweet.^yesi^tte tfthe young form, the 
. . gir&hiwiofr ^ 


asi 

Which issues forth so toft ftom lire red 
lips. 

Arched like the bow of Cupid, the soft - 
neck 

Like a while pillar } itbese were charms 
enow 

t warrant, which might draw os by a 
spell 

The rustic youth around. Yes, she was 
fair 

And sweet to sec, and belter, froin her 
eyes 

A pure young soul looked forth, which 
was well housed 

Within so pure a body.— “Gwen ** he 
called her — 

*Tis a fair name— when by the vicarage 
gate 

Her father stayed a moment courteously 

I'o greet the stranger, and her shy 
glance turned 

And met my telbtale eyes. Surely a 
man 

Who had seen the hollowneas of things 

. might here 

Dwell not unhappy — purple hills 
around, ^ 

And great tranquillity— a wife’s sweet 
smile 

Beside him ; little hands to draw him 
back 

To the kindly earth; and all the 
healthy load 

Of doily liturgies which make a heaven 

Of earth, and doubt a madness* 

Tush I what folly 

Is this ? Have I not passed these things 
and spumed 

The weakness from me— 1, who have 
given years 

Of youth to learning, and am ifred a^ 
while 

Of my mistress, nothing tnoie? 
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And yet, what hope 

Was it that brought me Hither, this 
last night 

] spend among the mountains? Was 
it to watch 

The sunset glories smite the golden sea, 

Or hear the fairy rivulet fall in foam 

Among the pines? Or was it that I 
thought 

Perchance a slender form might pass 
this way, 

Crowned with the crown of youth, and 
a sweet voice 

Answer my eager greeting ? Oh, what 
fools 

And hypociites are we, when a strong 
Power 

Within us, unsuspected, binds us fast 

And guides our footsteps ! It was not 
the face ^ 

or outward nature, but the secret 
spring 

Which sets our Being to a hidden 
end, 

And bears the name of Love. 

A gleam of blue, 

A hat white-plumed — there is no other 
form 

As graceful ; it is she ! I may not 
love, 

Who cannot wed. 1 shall not see her 
more. 

1 am young still $ 1 will but look a 
nioment 

In those young eyes, and bear that 
-sweet young voice 

Refine our common .English, and to- 
morrow 

ShewUil forget the stranger who was 
kind, 

And I the mountain-nymph who was 

sofiujc» 


SCENE IL 

. know not why my books, 

The learning that 1 loved, the charm 
of art 

Should for a young girl's looks 
Fade from, my thought and vanish and 
depart. 

It was but yesterday 
I loved to i>ore upon the classic page 
From mom to eve, nor could the 
damsels gay, 

Who from the parching town 
Flock to these pure cool heights, mo\'e 
me at all. 

'Twas rest enough to roam 
Ou the hill-side contented all day long, 
And watch the shadows come 
O'er moor and hill and purple wastes 
of sea ; 

To see the evening fall 
On breathless hill and dale, till sud- 
denly 

The pale moon rose; then wander 
homeward slow 

To my loved books with cheek with 
health aglow. 

And now nor hill, nor dale nor sea, 
Nor the old task sufficeth me. 

For two days since, ere nigHt could 
fall, 

There came a young girl eighteen 
summers old — 

A simple girl, half peasant, lithe an^ 
tall, 

With deep-blue eyes and hair of gold i 
And straightway my philosophy, 

My learning, all forcing me, , 

Left me a love-sick boy— no more-^^ 
Me who have drunk so deep ^ wm 
kirel 
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Too wise» I thought, to rest content 
With any childish blandishment ; i 
Too wise ! ah fool t for looking in 
such eyes, 

Twere folly to be wise. 

For ns she tripped rcmnd the hill 
To visit some cottage lowly,. 

With her basket of food on her arm, 
She ^owed like Artemis holy ; 

And I doffed to her, and she knew 
The stranger of yesternight, 

And her soft eyes showed more blue 
As the rose on her cheek grew blight ; 
And, some power impelling me, 1— 

1 who was always counted so shy— 

I walked by her side a little, though I 
know 

That my tongue was tied and my brain 
was slow j 

But however it was, yet her eyes were 
blue, 

And her roses all aglow. 

And 1 walked by her side till she 
came 

To the cottage door, where wc parted. 
And a mingling of pride and of shame 
Hose and left me awhile half-hearted. 

I to stoop to a simple girl, 

The child of a peasant sire ! 

Though the gown of the clergyman hides 
many faults, , 

Surely Hwas mine to aspire. 

What would they say— my friends, 

Hie pale atudents, polished and proud. 
If 1, tbe fi^of them, stooped to take 
A ^e from the vulgar crowd? 

Or site, my dear mother, whose pride 
lies hid so deep in the dqHhs of her 
. heart, 

,, tlMTS U leatoE^ one pf as knows it is 
- iheie? 




Or my father, the £ai!, to whom life 
is no more 

Than a long procession of hound and 
horse, 

To whom hardly dishonour itself seems 
worse 

Than to wed out of one's degree ? A 

And I wondered out over the hill 
For an hour of doubt or more, 

And then, so it happened, my feet drew 
near 

To that humble cottage door ; 

And I saw her come forth with a child 
on her arm, 

Pale-faced and hollow-eyed, 

And she seemed a pagan goddess no 
more, 

But a fair Madonna, with all the charm 
Of San Sisio or of the Chair. 

And then, as over the hill 
We walked back again, though her 
voice was still, 

Surely was never a man so full 
Of chattering talk as I. 

But she was not angry at all, not she ; 
But from that Calm vantage of wise 
eighteen 

And with only a modest word or so, 

And a sweet voice, and musical accent 
low, 

She would bend her delicate ear to 
me, 

And listen, as grave and os calm as a 
queen, 

To the talk which meant little enov£^, 
maybe. 

But was understood, I ween. 

I But however it was, 1 know 
When we came to the gate^ and her 
little hand 
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Stid »hy]y out, as she wished me good* 
bye, 

That as 1 tttrned to go 

My feet seemed winged on the slope 
of the hilU, 

And 1 hardly knew that the cold half* 
sleet 

Which blots the clouded mountain and 
chills 

The unsheltered wayfarer, wrapping 
me round, 

Had drenched me. For up the silent 
street 

Of the darkling village, jubilant sound 

Compassed me ; sunlight beamed on 
me still ; 

And even to my high inn-chamber I 
seemed 

To be treading that breezy hill. 


What is the charm that wakes 
The bud, the flower, the fruit, from the 
cold ground ? 

What is the power that makes 
With song the groves, with song the 
fields, resound ? 

One spell there is, so strong to move ; 
Some call it Spring, and others Love. 

1 thought my heart lay dead — 

Sad heart, long buried deep in dusty 
lorcl— 

J|at now, ^ winter fled, 

Tl beiMs with quicker beat than e’er 
before. — 

4 aimple girl, yet can she move 
spring in my soul, the Sptng of Love 1 

Strain flitbleihat th^ tat^;ht 
Of bf toMa dhtidad as in twaln^ 
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Each by the other sought 
Until the sundered reunite again, ' 

And then the severed members move, 
Knit by the magic spell of Love 1 

Ah, let us be at one, 

Dear soul, if one we be, and are of kin 
Before the- world begun ; 

Sure ’tij that 1 was made thy soul to 
win. 

Ah, child, if we might upward move, 
Borne on the golden wings of Love 1 

SCENE IIL 

What is it the village leech 
Tells me of fever and chill. 

And bids me keep warm ? Well, per- 
haps it were wise ; 

For I fail to sleep, and my limbs are 
as lead, 

And a throb of painfulness splits my 
head, 

And they warned me of this, I re- 
member, again and again. 

But surely 1 know that, came wind or 
rain, 

If only my weary limbs could reach 
To that little gate on the breezy hill 
And I saw the desire of my eyes, 

1 should take little thought ^ myself, 
not I, 

Not even were I doomed to die. 


SCENE IV. ^ 

What is this? And where am I? 

This is not the high inn^chamber, I 
know, 

TUs white UtOe MOM tAmtheinoHi* 

I^OW • . 

Oa Oe whhe bed-eoii^aiM^ 
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Makes orange shadows which fade and 
fleet ; 

Nor are these my first nurse’s reluctant 
feet 

Which steal so lightly and daintily 
round, 

As if grudging the faintest ghost of a 
sound ; 

Nor was the soft voice T heard 
Last night, when the curtain was 
silently stirred, 

'I'h^ village doctor’s at all : 

1 have heard it before, but when, I 
cannot recall. 

I^'or there comes a sense on my brain 
Of time that is gone but has left no 
trace 

Bui days which passed and left nothing 
behind, 

Yet upon the secret depths of the mind 
Are graven that nought may erase. 

As the patient meial retains the sound 
Of the living voice that is dead, 

Even so doth my being retain 
A tong procession of days and nights, 
Weary and suffering and heavily sped ; 
And then for a moment the cool air 
strikes, 

As some one carries me tenderly down, 
And slowly the wheels of my litter 
dimb, 

Living the streets qf the little town, 
Up the hill through the scented pines. 

And l^an all Is blank for a time ; 

A Umg tiine» surely, whan nothing came 
Ikit waitdering dreams and a whispered 

Repeated vtftan and Bke a tbarm. 

To keep oirfhiHned|ihaiit^ of him. 
**G«ei^**imit7 Sonmwhm 1 seem 
ipfltiaiUi 




Far away in some world of forgotten 
things, 

A fair young face which I loved to see ; 

And one night in this room it smiled on 
me, ^ 

And the ghastly shapes spread thdr 
horrible wings 

And left me at rest for a while. 


Ah, no ! I did not dream it at all, 

For now for a week she comes every 
day, 

A young nurse, virginal, white, and 
tall, 

And hci father, the vicar, whose kind 
eyes l»eain 

With n genial kindness he cannot 
s()eak ; 

For if ever he ventures a word, it is gall 

To one who is peevish and weak, 

And his words struggle out like stones 
in a stream. 

Jerked together, and jostled, and l)at- 
tered away, 

Till 1 long that he'had done. 

But she, m> Artemis pure and fair, 

My Madonna, who stood at the cottage 
gale— 

She is perfect, 1 hold, from the crown 
of her hair 

To the dainty sole of her delicate foot ; 

I And her hand and her voice are as soft 
as silk, 

And she comes hour by hour with a 
tender care, 

With my draught or my food, or with 
rich cool milk. 

Ah ! if only^— — What, am I thco 
worse than the brute, 
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That I stoop to thoughu that 1 loathe 
and hate— 

a great peer's only ion ? 

For I see on the walls of my simple 
room, 

Which 1 know was her own, the work 
of her hand, 

At night, in the firelight's flickering 
gloom. 

This text emblazoned in letters of 
gold--- 

For whom Christ died/* Ah, if 
indeed 

His words were the words of a real 
doom, 

And his faith the faith of a living 
creed \ 

But now souls and beliefs are bargained 
and sold, 

There is no belief by which men may 
stand, 

There is neither creed nor God I 


Hut whether there be or be not indeed, 

It shall not change me or move my 
mind 4 

Shall I who hate to see weak things 
bleed, 

From the hare which shrieks, to the 
trout on the hook, 

IHay false with die simple heart of a 
maid, 

hef fMimr soul pines with a terrible 

Iilace not do it ; I am afraid 

To aee the young soul, with a hopeless 
feok, 

Go out Ibr the truth which k cannot 
^ 'find I 

By dark wayhpjrf truth untfOd, | 


I She shall keep nnassailed her young 
innocent heart, 

For aught to be whispered by me or 
done ; 

She shall hold her faith ; but *tis best 
we part, 

For hearts break daily and white lives 
fade, 

And *twere l>etter indeed I had never 
been born, 

Than to bring a young life to sorrow 
and woe, 

And leave a pure saint to the cold 
world's scorn. 

Shrinking back from the wreck which 
myself had made. 

No, of all the wrong-doing beneath the 
sun. 

Not this one be mine, oh God I 


White room ! white curtain ! little bed 
That once was hers, whereon she by 
So warm and still, her sunny head 
Safe pillowed till the growing day ! 

I bless yon and I love you alL 
I feel so young who once seemed old. . 
1 see a lithe girl-figure, tall, 

With grave blue eyes and hair of gold, 

Stand by the half-closed door when he. 
The village doctor, yesternight, 

Came stealthily and looked pn me. 

With noiseless step and shaded li^t ; 

And I, who deep tn lethargy 
Seemed buried, to a careless eyc^ 

Lay til unmov^, till suddcnlf 
f caught the echo of a righ| ! 
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And, looking up, beheld my dear, 

The first love of my weary heart, 

Stand pitiful, and marked the tear 
In the soft eye unbidden start, 

\'ct no prognostics dire they were 
He launched against me; only these : 

'J orpor and weakness, needing care 
And watchfulness for remedies ; 

And, seeing that I saw and heard, 
Turned to me with a cheerful face, 

And spoke some random hojieful word, 
And nodded smiling to the place, 

Wh^rc stood the stair. Hut 1, I knew 
A sudden rttsli of hope and strength. 
And cared not when, if but at length, 
My new-born thought should turn out 
true. 

m 


SCENE V. 

Oh, joy ! I grow stronger day by day ; 
And day by day in the sweet summer 
weather 

1 wander over the hills, and aw ay 
High up *mid the purple masses of 
heather, 

1111 mounting aloft with no one by, 

AH in the bonntiful summer weather, 

I drink in new life from every pore, 
f Throbbing and bourgeoning more and 
more 

la every IHnt^ and with every breath. 
As, laid cm tlm heather, 1 watch the 
sky 

.And the purple shadows on sea and 
And but, the bee’s deep 

-Mi ' ■' • -< ■■■ 
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And watch (he shy mountam-sbeep 
timidly come, 

And the kestrel circling, aloft on the 
rocky brow, 

Fulfilling the marvcllion^ mission of 
Death and of 

Death ! ah, but that is far from me 
now, 

Vanished with Pain and its legions of 

111 . 

I can walk with my limbs, I can leap, 
I can run ; 

I rejoice in my strength : the day of 
weakness is done. 

1 live, I grow strong ; 1 am one W'iih 
the World and with Life again. 

And sonicttine.s, rare blessing, there 
comes with me 

A fair young Mountain -nymph over the 
liill, 

Fearless and free from a thought of 
ill. 

For her mother, who came of gentler 
blood, 

Who was always delicate, kind, and 
good— 

Her mother died long ago, and she 

Has livcrl from her childhood fearless 
and free. 

1 think no touch of ]xusioii as yet 

Has moved her. Only pity made wet 

Her eyes on that night which awoke 
my love. 

1 am only a friend more mature and 
wise 

1'han any she knows, and a shamed 
surprise 

Would wake in the sapphire depths of 
' her eyes, 

If she saw what bltiid and passioiiate 
longings move 

Within the hidden thops^ts of a mafi« 
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Ah) well t but nature is twofold, and sure 

It were not wise to ban 

The instincts which arc neither gross 
nor pure. 

Let him suppress them who can. 

It is only in thought 1 invade her 
virginal peace, 

Vor 1 know that this sweet rehearsal 
of love must cease, 

For I am not my own ; but my wife 
to be, 

Stately and beautiful, waits for me 

With that which suffices to build up 
our shattered wealth. 

Ay, but what if love, awaking nnd 
coming by stealth, 

Should bind me in chains on this wilil 
Welsh hill ? 

Or hurry me downward, downw'arrl, to 
fathomless ill ? 

Tush ! how should 1 lie a devil if thcie 
be not a God ? 

I am only a young man in whom the 
young blood 

Pulses quickly, and have 1 no gratitude 

For the life which she saved, the life 
which is grown so sweet. 

As we roam o’er these brecee-swept 
uplands with rapid young feet ? 

Oh, joy ! 1 am one with the life of the 
hills, and the skies, and of man ! 


SCENE VI. 

It done ! 1 have told her I love her, 
Yester-eve as we wi&ed together, 
Some power grown tyrannous hiding 
me £sst, 

Blottiklg idike the FtUure and Past f 
And for mwer she gate but a sigh 


And a blush as bright as the purple 
heather, 

And a little flutter of liosom and heart, 
And a glow tike the hues of the sunset 
above her. 

Oh, fair osh-grove where P'tohl my 
love ! 

Fair ash'grove dear to Cymric verse 
Since their l>ard who srffiSf thee when 
Chaucer was young ! 

Fairest of groves that were ever sung 1 
! Oh, fairest sunset of all that have shone 
Since man rir<»t woke in Paradise 
garden, 

before the temptation, the ruin, the 
curse, 

before the strange story was over and 
done, 

And man an outcast hopeless of pardon ! 
As we sat on the mossy bank, she and I, 
And no creature was near with intrusive 
c>c, • 

To mark our innocent joy ! 

Sweet day when love awakens and 
stands, 

With his free limbs bare and his out- 
stretched hands, 

before two young shame-iiut natitres 
wlticb yearn 

With imiooent yeamiig^s clear fires 
that bum 

Free from all baser alloy. 

It is done ; it is over ; and never Eve,. 
The mother of maidens who love and 
grieve, 

Looked fisirer than did Gwen, 

This peasant maiden, when flist she 
heard 

The one inelfiibie, passionate Word 
Which stirs Ibr ever the . hearts of 

maidens and of men* ^ 
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I And irewentluuid in hnnd through Urn 
The bud on the bough, j blossoming heather. 

The song bf the bird, | She who now was my sweetheart, and 

The blue riv er-rea ches * I by her side } 

By soft bre^esstirred ; I For the shade was thoi&ikadow of Love's 

Oh, sonf, and hast thou found again wing-feather, 

thy treasure ? Which^barcs, os he rises, the secrets wa 

Oh, world, and art thou once more tillcil ' hide, 

with pleasure ? 

Oh, world, hast thou passe<l Now, come cloud or sunshine, come 

Thy sad winter again ? joy or weeping, 

Oh, soul, hast thou cast ! It can be no longer as ’twas liefore. 

Thy dull vesture of pain ? Just a shadow of change o'er the soul 

Oh ! winter, sad wort thou and full of * comes creeping, 

sorrow ; And farewell to the joyance and fteeflom 

Oh^soul, oh world, the summer comes of yore; 

to-morrow ! For it crosses Ix>ve's face, where he 

lies a-sleeping, 

Oh, soul ! 'tis love quickens And he soars awaking, nor sUimbevs 

Time's languorous feel ; more. 

Oh, world I *lis Spring wakens 

Th/'fair blossoms sweet ; 

Fair world, fair soul, that lie so clone 
together, 

F^ch with sad wintry days and fair ^ found her \ 

Spring weather J ' waiideringb, dull 

delays, 

f have found her ; 

Aft on the clear hiH-sides we walked And all my life is tuned to joy attd 
together, praise. 

A gleam of purple passed over the sea, ‘ I found her ! 

And, glad with the Joy of the summer , 

wuftther, A myriad-myriad times 

My lovt tamed quickly and looked on | In man’s long history this thing has 
me. i » 

Alt, (hei^ summer weather, the fair • All ages, climes, 

^ etomiimr leather ! j houtly miiicte have teeti 

Ah, the (NUple ahadow on hill and sea ! i A mytiad-mjrriad times t 

Aod llooltedinher^^ Yet » ft new to-day. 

toipBjtof 1 1 have found her, a^ a new Siting 

Aiid tae^ glads my qres. 

> ; I W<iffd,Tatraiidg*ly 
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ACT 1 . 


s6o 

A» when Eve woke in dewy Panulise, 
Fade not away ! 

Fade not, oh light, ' 

Lighting the eyes of yet another pair. 
But let iny sight 

Find her as I have found her, pure and 
fail I 

Shine, mystic light I 


Yc», it is sweet to be ^ 

Awaited, and to know another heart 
Beats faster for our coming, and to s«: 
The blush unbidden start 
To the feir cheek, and mark young 
Love’s alarms 

Perturb awl make more fair the girlish 
charms. 

1 am once more 

A young man with the passions of my 
kind} 

I am no pedant, glorying as before 

/ In barren realms of mind. 

The springtide that awakens laud and 

The Spring of Youth and I^ove, 
awakens mcs 

It calls, and all my life 
Answers from its dim depths, “ I come, 
lliear.’* 

It inealM* it buraU, in audden hope and 
thfife. 

It comes with tremulous, furtive tlinlb 
which can 

strip itom mn aU the Past, and leave 
^man. 


SCENE VII.-Gwen. 

Dear hills, dear vales, so calm and 
bright 

In deary dawn, in silvery night I 
Dear woods and uplands cool and wild, 
Where yesterday I walked a child, 

1 love you, but I roam no more 
With all the careless joy of yore. 

My girlish days are past and done } 

1 know my womanhood begun. 

What was it one so. wise could sec 
In an untutored child like me ? 

What was it? Nay, ’twere sin lo 
prove 

By earthy tests the ways of love. 
Whalc’er it was, Love’s perfect way 
Is without doubting to obey, 

I do obey. I lay my soul 
Low at Love’s feet for his control. 
Farewell, oh paths half hidden in 
flowers, 

Trodden by young feet in childish 
hours ; 

White bed, while room, and girlish 
home ! 

The hour of Love and Life is come ! 

« 

I shall not watch as yesterday . 

The orange sunset &de to gray, 

Nor roam unfettered as the bee, 

A maiden heart and fiuicy free. 

1 am bound by such a precious chain 
1 may not vrander forth agjun* 

Ob, bond divine I ob, sweet, sweet 
diain ! 

Oh, mingling of eestotk pain ! 

I am a simple girl no more. . 

1 wmdd not have it as betoi 
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One day of love, one brief, sweet day, 
And all my past is swept away. 


Oh, vermeil rose and sweet, 

Rose the golden heart of hidden 
fire, 

Bear thou ray yearning «.oul to him I 
love, 

Bear thou my longing and desire. 

Glide safe, oh sweet, sweet rose, 

By fairy-fall and cliff and mimic strand, 
Ta where he muses by the sleeping 
stream. 

Then eddy to his hand. 

Drown not, oh vermeil rose, 

But from thy dewy peUits let a tear 
Fall soft for joy when thou shalt know 
the touc^ 

And presence of my dear. 

Tell him, oh sweet, sweet rose. 

That I grow fixed no more, nor flourish 
now 

In the sweet maiden garden-ground of 
old, 

But severed even as thou. 

Say from thy golden heart, 

From virgin folded feaf and odorous 
breath, 

That 1 am his to wear or cost away, 

His own in life or death. 


Thy shadow, oh tardy night, 
Cveept omnud by vaUcy and hill, 
Andi acafce to iny stndAii^ 

Show the whith load^neaches stilt. 
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Oh, night, slay now a little, little space, 
And let me see the light of my beloved's 
face! 

My love is late, oh night, 

And what has kept him away ? 

For I know that he takes not delight 
In the garish joys of day. 

Haste, night, dear night, and bring my 
love to me ! 

What if his footsteps h.alt and tarry but 
for ihcc ? 

Nay, what if his footsteps slide 
By the swaying bridge of pine, 

And whirled seaward by the tide 
Is the loved form I counted mine ! 

Oh, night, dear night that comest yet 
dost not come, 

How shall I wait the hour that brings 
my darling home? 


Fair star that ou the shoulder of yon 
hill 

Peepest, a little eye of tranquil night, 

Come forth. Nor sun nor moon there 
is to kill 

Thy ray with broader light. 

Shine, star of cvethat art so bright and 
clear ; 

Shine, little star, and bring my lover 
here t 

My lover ! ob, fair word for maid to 
hear ! 

My lover who was yesterday my friend I 

Ob, strange we did not know Imfore 
how near 

Our stream of life smoothed to its fated 
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GWEN. 


ACT It. 


Shino* star of eve, as Love’s self, bright 
and clear ; 

Shine, little star, and bring my lover 
liere ! 

lie comes ! 1 hear the echo of bis feet. 

He comes f I fear to stay, I cannot go. 

Oh, Love, that thou art shame-fast, 
bitter-sweet, 

Mixed with all pain, and conversant 
with woe ! 

Shine, star of eve, more bright as night 
draws near ; 

Shine, little star, .ind bring my lover 
here ! 


What shall I do for my love, 
Who is so tender 
And dear and true, 

Loving and true and tender, 

My strength and my rlcferKler — 
What shall I do? 

I will cleave unto my h>v'e. 

Who am too lowly 
For him to take. 

With a self-aurrendcr holy 
1 will cleave unto him solely ; 

1 will give my being wholly 
For his dear sake. 


ACT n. 

SCENE T.-Henrv. 

Only a Utile week 
Of meeting under the star, 

Since the blisaiiil evening 1 dared to 

Sweet evening that seems so far ! 

And alftfi^^lhe crueypost briims me 
i , word •' ' ' 


That my mother the countess, who, far 
away 

At a German bath with her ailing lord, 
Has been dreaming the early autumn 
away, 

Returns to-day, and to-morrow will 
come 

To lake the invalid leisurely home. 

Ah, mother I 1 fear that your pride will 
scorn 

That your son should mate with a lowly 
bride, 

Though a vicar’s daughter is well 
enough born 

For all but a foolish pride. 

An<l I know, moreover, your heart is 
set 

On her to whom no word is spoken yet, 
The lofty heiress who comes to restore 
Our house to the splendours of yore. 
Poor mother, your |>atience wa^ sadly 
tried 

By the studious fancies which kept mo 
apart 

F roin the London which non* seems to 
hold your heart ; 

And, alas * 1 hardly know bow to face 
The blank amaze of your haughty gaarc, 
llie cold surprise of patrician eyes, 

As you listen to my disgrace. 

Disgrace, did I say ? Ah t where 
In all the bewildering town 
Is any as Gwen is, fair 
Or comely, or high or puiu? 

Or when did a conntesi;*s coronet crown. 
A head with a brighter glory of hair?. 
Or how could titular rank insure * 

A mind and a henrt so iwei^l 
they shall not shame me to 4ieat^ 

lly darlings tny queen, my UeaniN^" 
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Kor Uot from my the pure plemre 
or the brief hoars tma have been. 

And if indeed I must for a while, 

It shall not be for long, but a little 
while ; 

And then I will haste back again with 
passionate feet, 

To bask again in her smile. | 

I tell her all to-night, sweet to> | 
night, when we meet. 


SCENE 11. 

I have seen her once again, 

1 have seen her again, my dear. 

And oh, but jiarting was a bitter pain ! 
And oh, the ready, child-like tear ! 

I did not know, even I, before, ' , 
With how immense and ponderous a ( 
chain | 

I^ve binds the girlish heart, and holds ; 
it evermore. 

For 1 hardly know at all i 

How it came to l)e, but as we two spoke ; 
Of parting and absence her sweet voice ; 

broke, I 

And she paled and wavered as if to fall ; I 
And 'twas only a ready encircling arm, , 
And lip to lip in a close embrace, 

That brought bock ' the rose to her | 
troubled iace, | 

And recalled the wandering life from | 
Its swift alarm. 

Bear yodi^ soot that Fate has given ' 
me to hold, 

And shall I jfotsake thee, come weal or | 
woe?" 

Nojwi^notbetnqrthysweettrnstlub I 

aesit no, 

.Not fcW.uiilltotis of geow and gold. 


But before I left her and wpnt 

My way to the inn, while ^e village 
street 

Echoed loud wdth the rhythmical wheels 
and feet 

Of my mother’s chariot, wc vowed 
together 

That, through every change of life’s 
fickle weather, 

We would cling to each other and never 

jmTt. 

And so T, the round of festivities done, 

And the pheasants killed and the county 
won, 

Will steal from my gilded trammels, and 
come 

To (he Welsh hillside which is now my 
home, 

And the child who has my lieart. 


Was ever a girlish heart so fair 

As Gwen’s, or free from earth ? 

She is pure and innocent, T swear, 

As an infant at the birth. 

She is full, indeecf, of much old-world 
lore, 

From the lesions her mother taught her 
of yore ; 

Mozart’s sweet melodies loves to re- 
hearse, 

And many a tome of forgotten verse ; 

And something of modem letters she 
knows. 

And oft in fancy with Elaine goes. 

As she floats down lifeless to Camelot. 

But of wrong and evil abc knows no 
job 

She dreams no more of the Ways of 
men, 

Their deceits, their treacheries, 
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ACT n. 


.Or of coarse, bold womens— my little 
Gweni 

With the clear, deep, trukting eyes— - 

Than if you should come by some 
Arctic main. 

Where a world of ice shuts humanity 
out ; 

On some simple forgotten colony, 

Which had never heard of the world or 
wealth ; 

Or a convent set on a scarp^l hill. 

I’lish ! but they would^orrupt each 
other, no doubt. 

Or some echo of evil would creep in by 
stealth. 

But for Owen the pure cold stream of 
her will 

Flows along the mountaiivside, taking 
no stain, 

Crystabclear, reflecting its kindred sky. 

Was ever a soul so fair ? 


Forget me not, dear soul I Vrt where- 
fore speak 

The words of freedom, where the thing 
is not 7 

Forget me not i And yet how poor 
and weak 

My prayer, who know that nothing is 
fr^t 1 

Or kindling eye, or glowing 

chedki 

Forget; tibem not 1 

jPorget me only if forgetting prove 

Oblivion of low aims and earthy 
^Kmght j 

Forget ^ 'blinder appetites w^ch 
- move ' i 


Through secret ym. by lower nature 
taught; " 

Forget them, love 1 

Rememlier only, with fond memory. 
The exaltation, the awakened soul, 
Swift moments strong to bind my heart 
to thee, 

Strong tides of passionate faith which 
scorn control— 

} In these remem>>er me ! 


Dear child so sweet in maidenhood, 
How should I doubt, regarding thee, 

A secret spring of hidden Good, 

Which niles all things and bids them 
l>c? 

Dear soul, so guileless and so pure, 

So innocent and free from stain, 

As 'twere untempted Eve again, 

I lean u;>on thee and grow* sure. 

I love no more the bancxi quest, 

The doubt I cherished I despise ; 
i 1 am a little w*hiie at rest. 

Seeing the Godhead in thine eyes. 

Can good be, yet no Giver? Can 
The stream flow on, yet own no 
• source? 

From what deep well of hidden Force 
Flows the diviner stream in man ? 

1 know not. Some there is, clear, 
A mystery of mysteries. 

Thy youth lias gaaed upon it, dear, 

And bears its image in Ihine eyes* 

Yes, God thm is. Too 6ur lo know. 

It may be, yet directinf all 



GtVEN. 


a6s 


It is enou|^ $ ^ 

We ripen, we dccayfwe fall, 

To a great Will. No empty show 
TJf aimless and unmeaning ends 
Our life is, hut the overflow 
Of a great Spring which a1way$i tends 

To a great Deep. The silver thread 
Between the fountain ami the Sea 
We are for ever, quick or dead, 

And Source and Ending both arc He. 

It is enough — no more 1 know ; 

But maybe from thy faithful eyes, 

Thy trust that knows no chill, thy glow 
Of meek and daily sacrifice, 

I may relearn the legend fair 
I w'hispered at my mother's knee, 

And seeing Godhead everywhere, 
Confess, ** And this man too was He.” 


SCENE IH,--(iWKN. 

Oh, happy days so lately done, 

And yet removed so far away 
Before oiir pdssion-ttde begun 
And life's younJTfay ! 

Shy early ^ys of sun>and showers, 
When all the paths w-erc hidden in 
flovrers 

Tender and sweet, 

And on Ihe montitam^de the year, 
'With giiliidi dian^ of smile and tear, 
Tripps with light feet ; 

And by the meitehig snows the violet 

camei : 

And OH' the wolds the' crocus like a* 

t^nfOn mUuU S 


Daily some song of lonely bird, 

By tufted field or tasselM grove, 

From the clear dawn to solemn eve 
was heard, i 
But few of love. 

Nay, rather virginal flutings pure and 
clear. 

Passionless preludes, ah, how dear I 
Nor yet ujxjn the nesi, 

The bright -eyed fearless mother sate, 
Nor yet high in mid-heaven her soaring 
mate 

Thrilled his full breast, 

Nor yet within the white domain of 
song 

r»vc burst with eyes aglow the maiden 
choir among. 

But when the fuller summer ilione, 

Soon as the perfumed rose had come, 
Lo, all the reign of song was done. 

The birds all dumb ; 

.And for the choir which <lid l>cfore 
rejoice, 

Low, tuneless accents of an anxious 
voice 

Weighed down with care, 

And dim fnrehodings choking the high 
note 

Which once resounded from the joyous 
throat 

So full and fair. 

I would not lose the love which is so. 
dear, 

But ’tis oh the parted days of the im- 
perfect year I 


Ob, soft dove gently cooing 
To thy mate upon her nest. 
And hast thou known undoing 
And deep unrest? 
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Hath any pain of wooing 
Pierced thy soft breast? 

Oh> pale (lower ever turning 
To thy great lord the Sun, 

And dost thou know a yearning 
Which is never done, 

For cloudless days returning 
And June begun ? 

Ah, heart ! there is no pleasure 
As thine, nor grief. 

Time Future holds the treasure ; 

Time Past, the thief. 

What power brings this one, measure. 
Or that, relief? 


Ah ! 'tis not very long 
Since 1 was light and free, 

And of all Uic burden of pain and 
wrong 

No echo reached to me ; 

But day by day, upon this breeac-swept 
hill, 

Far from the too great load of human 

ill, 

1 lived within the sober walls of iiotne, 
Safe«s«t, nor heard a sound of outward 
evil come. 

It ts not that 1 know, 

By wold or any deed, 

Wtmt dc|»tha misery lie below, . 
What he^s that bleed ; 

But, since I have felt the huisic of my 
soul 

Tonched by another's mastering hand, 

I seem to hear unfothomed oceans roll, 
As when a diild 1 saw the Atlantic 
lash fht) strand. 


Oh, mother, whn^ dead 
So long beneath the grass. 

Lift up once more, lift thy beloved 
head 

When we two pass, 

And tell me— tell me if this passionate 
pain, 

This longing, this ineffable desire 
For one I know so lately, be the gain 
To which young maids aspire. 

Is this to h>vc, to kiss my chain and 
feel 

A dominant will to which 'tis joy to 
kneel? 

Oh, mother, I am a maid ; 

I am young, I know not men. * 

My great joy makes me shrink and l»e 
afraid. 

It is not nosv as then 
When first we walked together on the 
hill. 

I take no longer, thought for any soul 
Of those I loved before and cherish 
still ; 

1 care not for the poor, the blind, the 
lame ; 

I care not for the organ's solemn roll. 
Or sabbath hymns and prayers, who 
am burnt as of a flame. 


I Nay, love ! how can I doabt thee 
I Who art so dear, 

Though 1 pine away without thee 
In the Aiding year ? 

The ash flinip down its leaf, the 
heather 

Is bloomless in the autonin weather ; 
The mountain paths me wet widi dme. 
Where we together eve 
Would wander in the joyems dme. 
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Fiir hows wbea thybjnHvming shm^ 
Came with the days’ incieasing length. 

I pace alone the dear iaimliar road 
Where first we met. 1 walk alone ; 

I have no aim nor purpose, none— 

Only to think of those soft days and 
still Yx^lieve. 

Last evening, on a distant hill, 

A wreath of cloud -mist dealing sleet 
Compassed my homeward steps, as still 
1 toiled with weary feet. 

Oh, what if the snow, like a winding- 
sheet, 

Had stayed the steps of my life and my 
troubled will, 

And dosed on me for ever, concluding 
there 

My little hopes and joy^, and maybe 
my despair ! 

Xay, I will not doubt him nor be 
afraid ; 

He is all that is good, 1 know it, tender 
and true. 

But I fear he is higher in rank than he 
sai<] ; 

For ope day, I rememlier it well, as he 
lay 

Very weak on his bed, a letter came 
Coronet-blasoncd, and half in shame 
I lifted my eyes, and saw 1 knew, 
And his fiice grew troubled and never 
more 

Was ins gaae as frank as it was before. 
Tendef it was, indeed, and ardent and 
; true. 

But not as frank as before. 

. But 1 count tht; days fill he comes 
i kmg 4bc Im wtik a 4uH^ deep pain. 


I wUl do wfaatmmr thing my love 
commands ; 

I will go or stay ; I am taken as a bird 
in his hands. 

Oh, love, my love I tarry not .long t 
I am not happy nor strong. 


Delay luU, love ; the sim has lost hU 
fire. 

Stay not ; the cold earth loses warmth 
and light. 

Sumnter is dead, and Winter comes to 
blight 

The waiting world’s desire. 

Come back, and coming bring back 
Spring with Ihcc, 

Spring for my heart though nil the 
world lie dead ; 

My life will burst in blossom nt thy 
tread— 

Oh, love, come l»ack to me ! 


ACT in. 

** 

S( KNK I.— Hknrv. 

Once more upon these dear familiar 
hills 

I tread ; 'tis autumn now, ’twas summer 
then. 

The valley paths are deep in mire ; the 
leaf 

Falls sadly from the bough ; the village 
inn. 

So noisy then, when four months since 
I lay^ 

’Twist li£e and death, is silent ; 
mist 

I HatigioVr thetneathlemlowliiii^ AD 
the hifts 
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Are clouded, on whose summits a thin 
cowl 

Of snowflakes sits at times. Summer 
is dead ; 

A sad autumnal stillness over all 

The dull world Iiroods my heart 
I know 

Summer is dead — sweet summer, ah, 
too brief ! 


For now, alas 1 1 know 

What folly 'twas that kepi me here 

Three little months ago. 

1 have drunk deep since then of cups 
that cheer, 

The sea of eyes, the l)eat of iJopular 
hands. 

When to his thought the high-set plat- 
form reels, 

As now the solitary speaker stands 
Poised like a swimmer on high waves, 
who feels 

The Avorld cut off from him and knows 
To fail is ruin. I have know n 
Men better since, an<l felt how near 
And yet far off are clown and peer ; 
And known how better than all lore, 
Better than love itself, and more. 

How satisfying and how great, 

It is to aid the ship of state, 

The labouring Ixirk, which reeling goes 
*Mid sunken rocks, and watching foes. 
And best of all 1 know' 

How basekss wTts my sweet Arcadian 
dream. 

I ooiild not bear— I know it well*— 

To Hire retired from the central stream 
Of Ilk, as if in a hermit’s cell. 

I long for the hurry, the passion, the 
glow H 


Of full life lived in the eyes of men ; 

I can bear no longer to dream in 
inglorious ease. 

A great name, the \’oice of the people, 
authority, these 

Are more than ray simple Gwen. 

Ay, and I have learnt besides, 

What I scarce suspected before, 

Ily what poor expedient^ iny father has 
striven 

To keep the wolf from his door— 

Bubble schemes, mine*ventures which 
came to nought, 

Aufl some senseless bet on some 
swindling race. 

And 1 know not what gambling^follics 

I beside. 

But I know that our lawyer, with long- 
drawn face, 

Came to me with secret warnings of ill, 

And hints that a prudent marriage 
alone could fill 

The coffers so nearly empty, again. 

Poor father ! it was not right, for your 
dreams of gain, 

.Vnd your pompous life and wasteful, 
orderless state, 

To diminish a family hoard that was 
never great ; * 

But I know' that if the blow he hinted 
should come, 

And the Jew and the broker harried 
our ancient home. 

It would kill yon and drive my mother 
distraught. 

Nay, 1 could not bear to see tt» My 
path is clear : 

I must see you once more and leave 
you, my love, my dear. 
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SCENE II. 


And 1 failed^ 1 foiled to ttdl her what 
. should have been told, 

V Fur the heart of a maid is higher than 
rank or gold. 


I did not know it, 1 swear ; • 

I did not dream that a young girl, fair 
and free, 

Could long cai-c for one grave and 
studious and worn like me. 

1 thought our bi,ief passion was dead ; 

1 thought I had sch^cd my heart lu 
obey my head ; 

But when 1 saw her, she showed so | 
fair,— 

It was just at the self-same spot where j dc»nc. 

we used to meet,— | frank depllts of her 

Thai I hastened up the sleep path with i maidenly pride 


But to-night 1 must speak and tell her 
all, 

1 must tell her though the sky fall. 


SCENE 111. 


^ wings to iny feel ; 

And she did not see me at drst, but 
stood for a W'bile 

Silent and musing and still, with a sweet 
half-smile, 

As if bent on some mingled vision of 
joy and pain. 

And I knew that our love was not 
dead, but slept and awoke again. 

But when at length she turued her 
eyes, 

* With a .lieautiful, pitiful look of sur- 
prise, 

And a questing glance, and a shiver 
and a start. 


**Dcar, it is sudden indeed, but I 
thought it would come, 

Fiir 1 doubt if any are happy under the 
sun. 

But you, you shall not imperil the prklc 
of your home ; 

1 know you a fitting male for a loftier 
bride. 

I will love you and pray for you always. 
And now go^-byc. 

Be good, my dear, to your wife. But 1 

Have awoke fxpm my dream in time, 
and will tend 

My poor, who, I fear, have missed a 
friend ; 

.And my father is growing old, and will 
want me here. 


Ob, ^iwas then that she touched my ^ Fear not, 1 shall not be unhappy, 
heart ! i Farewell, my dear ! 


And before a moment passes again wc 


With dyes on. each other bent, and 
hand linked to haiid ; 

And Wth hardly a spo^ word, we 
arelwetoftee, 

Stndned aj^ in a close 

mhncff 


And she went with feet as swift as the 
bounding roe, 

And vanished before I knew tthe was 
minded to go, 

And left me alone with the dying day 
in the fading year. 
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1 cftnnoi leave her thus ; I must see her 
again, 

Though I know it is cruel to both and 
renewal of juUn. 

Hut all night l<mg have 1 lain awake, 

I'ossing and fevered for her dear sake, 

As when she nursed me to life in her 
little room ; 

And once, when I dozed a moment, 1 
seemed to hear 

Her sweet voice calling aloud in accents 
of fear, 

C'aliing my name in a voice which sank 
to a moan ; 

And, though 1 know it was dreaming 
fancy alone, ‘ 

I cannot leave her thus. I am harassed 
with fears ; 

1 must see her again ; 1 must write. 
And lo I through the gloom 

Tile slow dawn of autumn breaks in 
mist and in tears. 


Dear, I must sec you again. 

Bring with you the lost sweet rose 
Which lingers still iu your garden- 
ground, 

The last re«l summer nise. 

l>o you mimt how you sent me a rose 
Along the swift streamlet's flow, 

A awecit and a blushing rose? 

U ts fihded>--*twas long ago. 

Com^ dcurv A dream visited me 
Inem vi^^ bight ; 

I Heiod youir vcAett eatt^ to me 
ttt 

1 must see you. The swift wheels stay 
At the spot we have kimwD Of yfHO; 


Be there, ere they bear me away 
From my love for evermore. 


SCENE IV.— Gwen. 

Tlie light has gone out of my life, 

Vet I will not repine. 

Nay, 'tis well to have passed l)etimes 
through the struggle and strife. 

Shall I grieve that he comes not again. 

That my love is not mine ? 

Ah, folly ! the whole creation travails 
in pain. 

1 will live my own life once more ; 

1 will succour the weak ; 

I will l)e but a little more grave than I 
was l)cfore. 

I will strive to repay the deep love 
< My fond father fails to speak ; 
i Though the path may be lonely and 
drear, yet the heavens are above. 

Ah ! my love who no longer Utt mine^ 

Yet my love till I die, 

I will strive to be patient and strong, 
but I wither and pine. 


A letter from my love, 

In the well-rcmember^ hand, 
Once again, yet we have purlkd i 
"Us hard to understand. 

A letter from my love ! 

Dear letter, and What tijrs 
1 am going for 
Come once more, dear to ^ ' 
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“ And with you bring a rose.*'— 

My love, I be there ; 

I n'lll bring you a red, red rosebud 
L'pon your heart to wear. 

liut you must not crush it, dear, 

Or bind it to you loo fast, 

Or the poor flower's scent, I fear, 

Will bring l>ack to you the Past. 

Wear your rose lightly, dear, 

For ornament or pleasure ; 

But the virgin rose of a inaidcu's heart 
Keep safe ns a precious treasure. 

AC r IV. 

SCliNK 1 .— Henry. 

How weak arc we and blind ! 

Ho%v ignorant of fate ! 

For 1 thought I was steadfast and tirin, 
and knew my mind, 

Till 1 saw her at the gate ; 

And next day, os soon as the train rolled 
on and 1 sat alone, 

I wished that I had not written to give 
her pain, 

And I pnyed that she might not come, 
nor might I .see her again. 

• 

But when the swift wheels slackened 
and grew still 

At the little wayside station beyond the 

m , 

Thett akme hy the plaifonn stood my 
tieasure, toy dear, 

Vefypde, wftharocfeittherltoi^ full 
ofmaldettly fear. 

.Aii^ I eal ie W, and we 

Minima 

lOWg 


With sad hearts throbbing together and 
cheeka aglow, 

For a precious minute or two, till the 
signal to go ; 

And then, all my ydmh and my love 
rising up like a flame, 

1 whispered, It cannot leave you, my 
love, my bride. 

Come (o me, my own, my wife ! ” 

And lo ! os in a trance. 

With a shiver and tottering limlis, and 
a pitiful glance, 

As utic w'ho walked in a dream, hhc 
obeyed and came 

Constrained, and sank fainting down in 
her place at my side. 

There she lay long time on my breast, 
very pale and chill, 

And I trembled to see her poor while 
face, my dear ; 

And the swift train had sped us on far, 
when, with something of fear, 

She said quietty, ** Where am I ? ” 
And I ; “ With your husband lo 
be. 

We arc long mU(*s away from your 
home. Vou w'ill trust me, my 
own ? ” 

And she moaned,*** Ah 1 how could 1 
leave my father alone? 

Poor father 1 Ah ! what will they think 
of me when they know ? 

They will deem me unmatdenly— »bcikl. 
Let me go. We were mad ; 

It Is nothing to women to wither and 
pine and be sad. 

Lei me go. It is bett^. Some sreak* 
ness constfained me to eome. 

1 will go and be happy, ihat hot, with 
my equals at hom.^* 

Dut 1 soothed hca*, and IfataM a mto- 
aage that ill was wA? 
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And to prombe a letter neat day, telling 
all that there was to tell ; 

And she lay like a child on my heart, 
with her head bent wearily down, 
And lo! on the autumn twilight, the 
glare and the turmoil of town. 


1 hold him wrong who opent^ wide 
ITic secret, sacred doors of love, 

The paths by shame-fast footsteps tried, 
The mascK of the*ciK'hanted grove. 

I hold him wrong; but Ciweu the wife 
Is dearer far than Gwen the m;iid. 

We walk by hidden deeps of life, 

And no man maketh us afraid. 

1 hold him wrong ; but who can prise 
At its full worth the love he gains, 

Till liound by mutual sacrifice, 

Till fused by mutual joys and pains? 

Too happy are the halcyon days ; 
l*or Time the Uker, Time the thief, 
Steals ghostlike down the flowery ways, 
And makes the blessed moments brief. 


1 have left her ofttiines for a while, 
And Iheu, on some pKtcxi hastily 
ftmnd, 

llavt btirried back to \mk in her, 
smile; 

But now 1 am here fimt bound, 

For my lather is Ming, day by day. 
And ^ hard to keep the harpies at 
hny, 

Who would enter and drive him from 
hottseiMdlH^. 


They must not suspect that I, who am 
alone 

The mainstay on which they depend to 
secure their own, 

Am not the lover of one who brings 
lands and wealth, 

But bound to a |H:nniless girl whom I 
wedded by stealth ; 

They must not dream it ; and therefore 
ht'ic must I stay. 

Though 1 ‘seem indeed to lose every 
day 

That keeps me .'iw.iy from my love. 

lU'ar soul, it is springtime again, and 
fresh currents move 

1 hrough the world, and stir the life in 
blossom and tree, 

And the little hidden life wluch ere 
long shall be. 


SCLNK II.-G\V£N. 

Dear love, I will be patient, yet 
1 long to sec you, and I fear 
Lest absence lead you to forget 
The things that once were dear. 

You tell me we awhile must hide 
Our union safe from prying eyes, 

But when your ailing fat}\pr dies 
You will proclaim me as your bride. 

1 long that this might be, not wait 
The death of any. I have been 
These last six months, 'spite love and 
fate, . 

Dearest, as happy as a queen. 

But now another dearer lilt 
Forbids my careless patience : 
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Vny God it may not come before 
1 am acknowledged as your wife. 


I did not know, 

When I walked careless on the bills. 
The hoi^eless load of human ills ; 

But neither could I know 
To what full height our happiness con 
grow. 

Sing, caged bir<I, sing ! 

Is this your constant .strain ? 

I would, I would that I were free ; 

1 would, I would, 1 would that I v\erc 
once again 

Sitting alone within a leafy tree ; 

1 would that I might be 
, llreathing free air far fr<»rn this gilded 
pain/’ 

Ah, bin! ! I would be free 
As you, for I weary here. 

And yet, my bird, I have one w dear, 
so dear, 

That, if he might only bide with me, 

1 should no longer care 
To ehange this stifling, fettcrc<l air 
^ Kor the free mountaindjreathings fresh 
aitfl fair. 


Cold eaat and drear, 

Thy chill breath veils the world in 
cheerless gray. 

Sad east, while then art here, 

Lite creeps with halting feet its weary 
way* 

f feel yon pietce my bean, oh, cold 
east wind! 

Sad east ! that leavest lifeless plains 
tiielitnd. 


The dull earth, waldiing, deeps 
Within her leafless bciwers, 

Until the west wind coming weeps 
Soft tears that turn to flowers* 

Oh, cruel cast I that' dost delay the 
world. 

Withering the leaf of hope whUc yet 
unfurled. 


Over ihib gray cheerless town 

The stifling hmokc-mist hangs, a squalid 
i pall, 

And night, ((H) swift for springtide, 
settles down 

Before the shades of mountain<eveningH 
fall. 

I sicken here alone, dull day by day. 

To watch the turmoil wake and fade 
• aw.iy. 

Why does my dear not come, 

Or write or send ^oinc little loving 
word ? 

It is not here as *twas at home. 

I h.ivo no companion but this prisoned 
bird ; * 

No friend in nil the throng to hear my 

Mgh.s ; 

Nf» glance, but the cold stare of alien 
; eyes. 

No friend, nor love nor care 

To hokl me ; but when summer suns 
return 

And wake this stognant and exhausted 
air. 

The little dearer life for which I yearn 

May wake, and make me happier than 
of old, 

Watching the loiioceitl life my fttnit 
e.ifold. 

T 
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Cold east and drear, 

Spreading a noontide darkness on the 
town. 

You shall not blight my faith, nor 
make me fear, 

Nor leave me in despond, nor drag me 
down. •• 

1 am alone ; but, if he loves me still, 

I am not all alone, sad days and chill. 


SCENE III. 

1 grieve that my father slays aw.ay, 

Though Ids letters are always dear and 
kind, 

Hut sometimes I think they seem to 
convey 

.Some shadow of pain on a doubtful 
mind ; 

Hut he docs not know that 1 am alone, 

For I could not tell him my dear was 
gone, 

And it may be he has not forgiven quite 

Our foolish and hurried (light. 

What ? Do I not know— forgive, did 
I say ?— 

1'hat nought which falls short of com- 
mitted wrong 

Wouki keep his heart from hi-* child for 
long, 

Nought that a kUs would not chase 
away ? 

I>ear father I 1 would 1 might welcome 
him here 1 

For, brooding here day by day, 

My mind grows full of a formless fear, 
t dread the glance of the u-omen ; 
the sneer 

Wtddh Isoem toseeontheirlip&ondeyes, 

As they ask sometimes with a hard 
surprise 


If my husband is ailing; he keeps 
away— 

And 1 have but faltering words to say. 

And to-day I thought, as I sate in my 
lonely room, 

With a little frock on my lap, in the 
! gathering gloom, 

I And the woman came with the lights, 
I that Mic seemed to look 

; With the old resi>ect no mnre, V>iit a 
cold rebuke. 

Docs hhc dimht, then, I am his wife? I 
will Hy ; I w ill go ; 

1 will tell her nil my secret. Ah, no ! 
ah, no I 

Crc»nt Heaven, does she think he U 
gone and will no more come ? 

Oh, Henry, ‘tis cruel to lejive me, come 
to me, come home ! 


SCENE IV. 

This is the ri>urth dull week — 

I am wTctohcfl and sick at heart— 

Since the thought came iirst whirh 1 
fear to write or speak, 

And I have no rest at night ; for 1 stid- 
denly start, 

Thinking I hear his voice calling to me 
in pain. 

Mixed with voices of scorn sometimes, 
through (he dead city-night ; 

And then, if my tired eyes sink to 
slumber again, 

1 wake in deadly /right. 

And before the bustle of life rmivcs in 
the street, 

I watch for the bunyipg soniid of the 
messengei^s feet, 

And I hold my breath as he comes with 
a Mckening feu« 
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I will hide me awAy 
From the cold world again* 
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Bat the sharp summons passes on 
quickly, and never here 
He stays ; but I must not despair, nor 
ever forget 

That I live for a ripening life, which 
*twould injure to fret. 


I can slay here no loiter ; 
Whatever may cbline, 

I will go to my father 
And— die at home. 


Rut I know tliat my face is pale and 
anxious and thin, 

Which my love would hardly know, if 
he saw me again ; 

And I look in the glass, and 1 start to 
sec therein 

Two hollow' eyes answ'cr my ga/c with 
a look of pain. 

And perhaps he would love me no 
more in my beauty’s disgrace ; 

Perhaps he was only a slave to a foolish 
face ; 

Perhaps— But I know I am sick in 
body and mind. 

Or I could not doubt my love, w ho Nvas 
always kind. 


My heart U heav)', 

My life runs slow ; 

To my Father in Heaven j 
1 open my woe. 


SCICNl-: V. 

What is it that has been ? 

Let me once recall again 
The fear that came u]K)n me, 

And the story of my pain. 

Vester-eve, as I sat alone, 

Somebcxly entered, and read 
How the Earl, at some foreign bath, 
1 lad lieen ailing and now was dead ; 


My heart is heavy, 

My life runs low, 

My young blood’s pulses 
Beat faint and slow*. 

1 cannot believe. 

Yet I dare not doubt. 

For when iaith is shadowed 
Love's fire goes out. 

Oh, Love, whit is this 
Th&t thy sCtt>ng power brings 
To those ihott hast touched 
With thy vanishing wings ? 

Oh, Jjoy^ it was ciud 
To bring us to pain. 


! And pointed to the place, 
j And the letters seemed to swim, 

> And the whole room whirling round 
and round, 

As my sight grew faint and dim. 

For ’twas said that the new Earl, 

, liis mourning done, would wed 
{ The heiress of whom he told me before ; 
i And I wkhed that I was dead. 

! 

; And they muttered, with freezing 
glances, 

i ** They bad thought *twastht», before;^ 
I And I could not answer a single word 
But fell upon the floor. 
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And now I lie ailing and weak, 
Sick in body and mind and heart; 
But to-morrow, if Cod help me, 

1 will rouse me and depart. 


Homely lamp, familiar room, 
Ye will welcome me, I know. 
Open, father ; 1 am come 
Broken-hearted to my home 1 


Oh, father, you will not spurn me, 

Nor think me what they say, 

But take us back to your heart and life, 
And my grief shall fade away. 


SCKNl-: VI. 

Oh, the sweet air of the hills, 

^'hat on this fair suniincr night 
Brcatlies on me ns I *scapc at la»t 
From the glare of the long day, 

From the dust of the long plain. 

And the rushing, maddening train ! 

Here I mount among the pines 
By the path we knew so well. 

All is there unchanged but 1. 

Hark ! the thunder of the fall. 

See the ash-grove whero we sale. 

'rhere we lingered at the gate. 

Nothing changed, but I am change<!. 
Slowly up the weH-love<l steep, 

Falling footsteps toiling slow. 

Where, upon the morning hills, 

Twelve ttionths since my feet would go 
Bounding lightly as the roc. 

None have seen me, that U well— 

Vet ifhere 1 were to. fail-- 
Couis^ I 1 shall reach there— Nay, 

I most rest awhile ; then climb 
Slowly through the fragfant gloom. 
Where my garden roses bloom.— 

V 

It is fittishod. Dear white head 
Beniiitig low lipon thy book. 


ACT V. 

SCKNK I.— fiWEN. 

It is over now. 

I have been a long lime ill, 

But tcMby 1 am able to wander slow 
To the churchyard round the hill. 

* fts there they have laid my little love. 
Who lingered tlirec little months — it 
was not long - 

Ami there they will lay me loo, ere the 
waning light grows strong. 

it is but a little grave 
Where my little one is laid, 

But I keep it decked with white dowers 
every day, 

And al>ovc, a kindly yew’s protecting 
shade 

Shelters it safe from rain and wind. 
Sleep fast, my darling, sleep while ycl 
you m.'ty ; 

Vour mother will not linger long behind. 

Dear child, I wonder when 
I The last great morning breaks and we 
shall wake. 

If I may bear you then 
Safe in my nursing arms for Him to 
take : 

I Or will !{e suffer you to come belbre, 
Wliite soul, while I am watttnl at the 
door? 

I Dear little grave, I strew 
i Fresh aulumii ffoyrers aiul garden 
i ' blooms on ypn | 
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I strew upon you roses white and red ; 

1 fling my heart upon yoo» narrow beil ! 


SCKNE 11. 


Once, twelve months since» I launched 
my heart, a rose, 

Where, lit with laughter, Lovers sweet 
river goes, 

And lo ! once more the year's swift I 
pinions move, ! 

And now I cast it on the grave of love» : 

My love, my self, my child, 

Lie liurietl here, and I am free again. ; 
I would I were a slave : I loved my | 
chain. ; 

I >vould that I iniglu sec youi swwt | 
eyes mihl ; 

They were your father’s eyes, who U»vcs ' 
not roe 

I blame him not, but «lo forgive foi . 
thee. 

It is not long I slay, my life, my dcat, 
Not long until w^c arc together here. 

Last year— it seems an age ago— : 
I had not seen him : then we went i 
Together on our road ; and so, ; 

hy ways and converse innocent, 

We gained at last the sacred gate 
Ofwedlock^ and the hand of Fate 
Lifted the latch, and we jiasscd in 
To the enchanted ground therein. 

And now the winds of autumn ra\‘c. 

And love lies dead within a grave. 

Dear love, that Itesi there so still, 

1 go now till to-morrow's sun ; 

The autumn evening gathers chill. 

The Ib wdl<«{g^ done* \ 

Sleepy dear, thfongh *11 ^ long un- ' 
tnmfated nl{^L 

Sleep ealndy Ull Ae Light 1 i 


What ? Can a second springtide burst, 
As happy as the firsts 
F rom out the midst of dark autumnal 
da)*!?? 

And can the dead roots start ? 

And can the withered heart 
Rise upward from despair to. joy and 
praise ? 

VcK, though with thrills of almost pain, 
They can, again. 

h'or as I turned yesterday, sail and 
blow, 

Frr>m where my darling lies below', 
Fulfilled with sad sweet thoughts of the 
things that have been, 

1 saw' my dear father’s kindly face, 

As he came to meet me with hurrie<l 
pace, 

And a grave smile that told me the 
news that he bore was gtrod ; 
Rut lie slackened his steps when he saw 
me, and calmed his mood. 

And I Kiid, ‘*TcH roc all,” And he 
answered, •^’Tis well, my dear. 
He was htithful ; I knew it, and is, for 
his letter is here,” 

And he drew it forth ; and 1 knew that 
the writer was he, 

And the title was that which be bears, 
and 'twas meant for me. 

Then my father kissed my forehead and 
left me alone, 

And I sat down to read what he said 
on a graveyard stone. 

My love I He too had lieen ill, for a 
chill he caui^t 

When the Earl lay dying abroad, well- 
nigli bnmgfbt him to Aoai^t t 
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Growing to fevered heats and a wander* 
ing brain, 

Till he raved for his nurse of lost year 
to soothe him again ; 

And when, after many days, he had 
risen to And 

The wife he was forced to leave, with 
unquiet mind, 

He found me not, but they said 1 had 
gone to my home. 

And so, with loving regard's, he pro- 
mised to come, 

Almost ere his letter could icacli me. 
Oh, love 1 oh, my dear 1 

I shall see you again, though 'tis hUc : 
and, meanwhile, a groat fear 

Rises up lest you grieve for your child 
whom you never have seen. 


SCENE III. 

11c has come, he has been ; 

1 have kissed him again and again. 

Ah, God I but it is hanl to die. 

For it was not he was to blame at all, 
but 1. 

It was I, with my coward distrust and 
unreasoning fear, 

Who could not put faith in my love, 
but shrank liack from a sneer. 

I am glad he was true throughout, 
though my sentence of doom 

Sounds clear as I lie alone in my own 
white room. 


To-day was a happy day. 

When, upon my husband's breast, 
1 leant b^de the grassy mound 
Where our iirMbom lies at rest* 


I And we mutely went again 
j By the dear old paths once more, 
j And I half forgot my sorrow 
! And the world was as before. 

And he sjx>kc with cheering words 
Of the time when I should come 
To cheri.sh other children 
In his old ancestral home. 

Oh, my love as true as steel, 

With your comfort kindly meant, 

1 would not seek to shadow 
The light of your content ; 

But a hundred signs assure me, 
Signs indefinite yet strong. 

That my fate is wholly written 
And I linger not for long. 

Dearest, let us cling together, 
Heart to heart and eye to eye ; 

Let us be together living, 

And 1 shall not fear to die. 


SCENE IV.— Henry. 

i 

I This is the last time that 1 tread 
These imforgotlen ways, 

For to-morrow we follow the swallow 
over the wave. 

We have spent our Mays ; 

Chill autumn has come and found us 
bent over a grave, 

The grave of our youthful love and the 
hopes that ate dead. 

My dear, she is very pale and worut 
Save the brilliant npiA that llwtlies on 
either cheek i 
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She recalls no longer the breezes and 
freshness of mom 

As she leans upon me» slow and weak ; 

Hut I trust the warm summer sun aiul 
the honeyed air. 

And the daily sights and sounds of 
things that arc fair. 

May rouse her and lighten her load (>f 
care. 

Dear child ! to think of her pining 
alone, 

While I lay longing for her and too 
weak to write, 

And afiaid to disclose by a look t»r a 
tone 

TKc thing which discovered had w» ccke<l 
us quite ! 

All, me ! 'twas a u retched time ; and 
now It is done, 

My father is gone and my son, and I 
only remain, 

Weak in frame, with a fading wife and 
a burden of pain. 

Dear soul, I will do what by love and 
by gold can be done ; 

I will bask with you safe from chill in 
the southern sun ; 

And I inay that when summer returns 
and the meadows grow green, 

You may sit in my stately home, as 
happy and proud as a queen. 


In the springtime of the year. 

A thousand times more dear, my love, 
A thousand times more dear, 

I For the tender pity that you move 
j And the anxious bodipg fear. 


i To-morrow, may it be 
; \ new existence tliat we twain shall 
I prove 

j Up<»n the western sea, 
j Hound for some happier land of health 
and love. 

I 

; New hopes, new fears, new iMiins, 

I New joys ; our hearts are ready, and 
! wc trust 

; The Omnipotent Will that reigns 
j Lifts not our hopes to dash (hem in tbv 

1 dust. 

} 

! We hope ; we cannot tell ; 

Wc go together alone, forgetting all i 
[ For love, it shall Ire well, 

I Though life, a waning lire, may sink 
and fall. 

• ' » 
i Yet, if a pniycr may move 
I Thy dread decrees, Omnipotent Will, 
Spare, spare my innocent love 
To iny fond gaze a little longer still. 


But, oh 1 what a feards there 
i dare not speak, 

As I see the crimson deepen 
On the INtlc wan check. 

Ifay, love^ yoh are more lovely so, 

A thousand times more fair. 

Than when, twelve BuIe mouths ago, 
You went so free from care. 

Mote dear you ate, my love, and sweet, 
'T A thotisind timm 
Than 'When my heart (or^n to beat 


SCENK V.— Gwen. 

Here is a calm bright day, 

And my husliand's tender voice ; 

He has climbed up from the village, 
And I struggle to rejoice. 

For I feel that to borrow longer 
For the little one who has fled. 
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My angel ivho rejoices 
Among the bless^ dead. 

Were a morbid grief, displeasing 
To the Lord of joy and pain. 

Nay, I will not sorrow longer ; 

I will strive to live again. 

To tbe beautiful far countries 
Where the soft unfailing sun 
Beams cloudless through the winter, 
And the flowers are never done, 

lie will take me, undelayiiig, 

None beside us, only me, 

By the ship that leaves to-morrow 
The great city on the sea ; 

Kvcry morning growing milder, 

As wc southward wing our way, 

Till our swift ship casts her anchoi 
In some blue unruffled bay. 

Stately cities I have read of, 

Naples, Rome in nil her iiridc > 

1 shall see them, a great lady, 

With my husband nl my side. 

I shall see them when returning 
From the sacred stream of Nile, 

From vast tombs of unknown rulers, 
And the Sphinx^ changeless smile, 

see them. But in springtime. 
When the bitter east is done, 

1 shall greet these dear old mountains 
Shuiing in the sober ititi ; 

I sbaB see my lather smiling ; 

I shall bend once more again 

(Fer my deeper^ flower-strewed ciadlc^ 

Mingl^ lendmr hope with pain. 


1 shall come, though, maybe sooner, 
When I shall not see nor bear ; 

For my love has given his promise 
1 shall rest beside my dear. 


I Farewell, (»h dear, dear hills ! 

I I do not know if I shall see you more. 

* Farewell ! *tis set of sun, the night is 
near. 

Farewell ! Ik*h)w, the mist of autumn 
fills 

j The sleeping vale with winding vapour> 
frore, 

A^ul hides from sight the yellow woods 
and sere. 

I But on the heights the day’s declining 
fire 

Bathes all the summits in a haze of gold. 

Not yet the cold mist, stealing high and 
higher, 

Touches the pur^dc glow with lingers 
cold ; 

Not yet the ruddy light from out the 
sky 

Goes, nor the orange shadows fade and 
die. 

Here, far above the grave of dying day, 

The clear night comes, and hills and 
vales grow dark. 

But soon the first faint star, a lucid spaik, 

Glimmers ; and, lo ! the ineffable array ! 

A myriad suns for erne! stnmge suns 
and far. 

The hidden homes where blessM spirits 
are! 

Oh ! night of Being, like Uie ni^t of 
day. 

Ho w sboidd 1 flmr bscanm yoiir 
fall? 



Arr VI,, ^^C!5KB 1. 


GWEN. 


• sBi 


Who knows from what fresh fifories thy 
dark pall 

For failing vision lifts the veil away? 
What boundless spiritual orbits rise 
Before the inward gaze of dying eyes ? 

* 

Farewell, oh little grave, 

Wherein 1 leave my buried heart awhile ! 
Thick yew, protect it well until 1 conic ; 
Shelter it ; let not winds of winter rave, 
Nor sharp frosts fret nor snows, nor 
dcftlc. 

Here is my heart, and lieie my waiting 
home. 

Farewell? farewell! 


The name which every morning's broad* 
sheet takes 

To the eyes and hearts of millions— all 
(he thirst 

For the statesman's hig^ career sated, 
and lost 

In a strange lethargy which bound him 
fast 

To an ingbirious ease. And yet 1 know. 

A time there was when the more gene* 
rous part 

Allured his growing soul. For 1 have 
found 

Among his papers, time-stained notes 
which tcU 

Of deeper studies far than 1 have dreamt 


ACT VI. 


of; 

Of high hopes .ami ambitions; such as 
fire 


St'FNF 1 — lIi'NKY ThoNC who, as he and I, are placed by 

Fate 

I'hc ^weel cold air of these untrodden | On such high vantage that to will alone 
hills ; And labour is enough, and each ap- 

Breathes gently. Five and twenty years ' proach 

have gone j Of honour, the Senate itself, which 

Since here my father trod, young, high ! opens not 

in hope, | To lower birth until slow-creeping age 

ti ith all the world liefore him ; nor as yet i l>crides the folljr, flings back early 
The slow •consuming Are of deep decay ; doors 

lla<l sapper! his youthful ho|ie, and left ! 'i o their unbroken youth, lliesc have 
his life 1 found. 

To drag along its crippled journey, spent i And, oh most strange of alt! close 
In southern lands, wherever the chill | manuscripts 

east ■ Of sceptical themes— my father’s, his 

Might come not; year by year: and j wherwos, ^ 

last of all, I Of all men 1 have knowiii most rapt by 

Shpee I have grown from boyhood, | faith 

vjfiitiiig j And very full of Godhead— doubts and 

Ilisecnmtfy never; cut oif and divorced j flmrs 

Fjpp all ifhe joys that make existence f And anxious questfonuigi» changed yet 
sweet the same, 

d»,espiif&g great— the fame of j Difierii^in form aloiw from those which 



GWEH. 


ACT VI. 




At our own Oxford echo through old 
rooms 

Filled with young heated disputants, 
whose minds 

Seize with a frolic eagerness the doubts 

Which have i>erplexed all time. All 
these I found — 

Ah, life is wonderful ! We are the 
sport 

Of great laws swinging slowly through 
an arc 

Immeasurably vast. We doubt our 
doubts, 

We hug our faiths, anil fancy we are fiec 

Who are shnt fast of Time. 

What power it was 

Froze fast )iis life 1 know not, but 
sometimes 

1 think there must have come upon his 
life 

Some overmastering passion, some 
young love 

Such ns the poets feign, fur some young 
heart, 

Which hold him back and clogged him. 
Yet I know — 

I would stake my life uj>on it — naught 
of wrong 

C'nme nigh him. Only hardly love il 
was 

lliat bound him to our mother'-'tbe 
high daim^ 

lie spoke of seldom, mounted seldomer 

Still, 

Whom scarcely 1 recall ; whose clear 
cold lace 

Looks Drpm beneath its coronet in my 

hall. 

Statelier than any of our line. Voor 
mother! 

She left OS early’-^me and liitle Owen ; 

Gwen, whom men know as Lady 
Gwendoline, 


Our father's darling, who now comes 
with me 

When hither, after years of exUe spent 

From home and homely scenes, we turn 
and leave 

The turmoil of the Season and the chase 

Of selfish worldlings, eager to secure 

Those who are rich or fair. 

I had found of late. 

Mention among his letters here and 
there 

Of this Welsh village, where, when he 
\va.s young, 

lie N(>cnl a summer. So we left be* 
hind 

The senseless whirl, and now a week or 
nu»re 

In this unclouded weather, bright and 
fair, 

Have wandered careless o'er these 
purple hills, 

Where once our father, older scarce 
than 1, 

Roved in that far-ofi* summer. We have 
kept 

Our name and nink a secret, and arc 
fice 

To come and go at pleasure, os did he, 

Dear father, years oga Ah I sweet 
aiKl strange, 

The cycle of a life which turns and 
turns 

Round to the self-same spot, changetl 
yet the same ; 

The same but for the mystic beat of 
Time ; 

The same but for the inefioble change 
of Being, 

Which in the same life, grown another, 
works 

Inlinitc depths of change. 

Somehow-o^l know not 

If aught it be but fancy^bttt 1 think ; 



GWEN. 


The seercl of his life, if such there 1 would thut you were with us end 
were, | might breathe 

Lies hid within these hills ; and I re- n»is sweet cold air again as young as 1. 
member 

That day, when he was dying and his 

. , ! SCENE II.- Gwi.s. 

Came feebler even ihnn w<»nt— the un- , 

rufHcdsea | Ilow fair and fresh from this gray 

Was sapphire, and the orange -groves ‘ churchyard kIiowk 

behind I The rich green vale beneath. Upon 

Showed flecked wiili gold— we hcanl a , the deep 

far-off bell I Lush meadows, where the black herds 

Call from the campanile on the hill. grazing seem 

And then he rousodTTimself: “Hark! ; Like rooks upon the grass, a silvery 
*tis the IkjU— ' gleam, 

Ffbin the dear church-tower on the hill j Kow lost and now discovered, marks 
above - j the place 

They both are there — *ti.s a fair sp<»t — • Where winds the brimming river. Here, 
the path , thick woods 

Is steep from out the village, but the air ; Of oak and beech ui>oa the ilo{ung 
Is balmy — Tis the wclbremcmbercd > banks 

Ml— J Itend to the shadowy slrcam which 

They arc singing now in Welsh, and glides Iwncath, 

the sound soothes ' There, through the emerald meads, 

The sleepers by the yew.’* i shallow or deep, 

And now they tell me • It hastes or loiters, till the tall dark 
There is indeed a church on yonder ; elms, 

bill, ' (jruu()cd by the distance, hide it. And 

A little church half hidden l>y dark ! above, 

yews, I On either hand the eternal mouniairis 

Wbkh looks upon the long green vale ! rise, 

and scans | Fine-clad below, upon whose ttp|>cr 

The ever*winding river. So niy sister, | heights 

Who learnt in Italy the skctcher’s art, i The iinfenced heather pdtples. All the 

Has gone before, armed with all hi ^ sky 

devices \ U flecked with soft white fleecy cloiuh 

To snare the fleetii^ landscape. It is ; which cast 

time I Bewildering charms of shadow; and 

To join her. I . must hasten ; it may be | l>eyond, 

(She is not strong, dear sister, but soon { A shining sapphire drawn Twist earth 
tirm) j and sky, 

She tiree.of sketdiiog and awaits me. ! Glitters the summer sea. Most (leau* 
Father, < tiitil 
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GfV£M 


ACT VI. 


Thou art, oh motherland, which 1 
have known 

As yet so little. Beanlifui art thou 

My .second mother, sunny Italy, 

Where the blue heaven is brighter, and 
the sea 

Gives back a clearer nxurc. But for me 

There grows a tenderer charm from 
these green fields 

And purple hills and whitc-tlecked 
skies, denied 

To thy more brilliaid landscape. Ter- 
haps it is 

In (>art because my father loved them 
well, 

Dear father whom 1 IovvkI, and who 
loved me 

Closer than might a mother. 

Well ! enough ! 

1 will draw no more to-day, but let the 
scene 

Sink on my soul, and fix itself, and 
breed 

Fresh scenes of licauty to inspire iny 
hand 

When the short days are dull, and alt 
the sky 

A gloomy |>ali, and gusts of wintry 
rain 

Beat on the darkling city. 

1 will muse 

A little till my brother comes, and 
think 

11^ good he was whose memory 
brings us here; 

How careless of bimself, bow })rom|)t 
to give 

Whatever good a father's hand can 
give 

To his mothetlott girl 1 scarcely liad 
a thought 

He did not shaie» and as 1 thmk, 

i^deiKt, 


He kept no secret from his earliest years 
or which I knew not. He has told mo 
all- 

Ills Studious youth, his feeble health, 
the doubt 

Of Gofl and man which for a while 
olisciired 

Hi'> noble brain .ind left it imi>oiciit — 
And somehow it was here, upon ihc^c 

bills, 

Frfun out this very spot, it may 1)C, 
gazing 

On all the loveliness of c.arth and sky 
And silver sea, the waters of his soul 
Wcic looser), and flowed onward strong 
and clear, I 

To join the Infinite Deep! 

I'liere comes a cloud 
r}M>n the sky .ind gusts of sudden 
• wind 5 

The beauty fa<les, as treacherous as 
youth, 

Am) fleeting, and I thought I hcani a 
roll 

Df thunder drawing near. 1 would my * 
brother 

Were come. 1 am .ifraid. The church 
is closed — 

It is not here as 'tis in Italy, 

Where all who choose may kneel as 
welcome guests 

Witlun iiod's House; but yon thick 
yew that stands 

Above that gleaming ecosa will shelter 
me 

From heavier storms than this. 

Here 1 am talk. 
See with what tender care scmie loving 
hand 

Keepagieen the sward, and sett it t<mnd 
with doa'crs 

That bloom as in a guden 1 Oam smi 
rose 



ftPILOGt'E. 


GIV£M 




Twiacs round the orosi, and sheds In 
this rude wind 

Its crimson petals. Two graves stretch 
beneath. 

And three sleep under. Ah ! 'lis the 
old vicar’s 

Who lived here forty years and dictl 
last year. 

“ A1.S0 ah^ see my brother comes at 
last — 

“ A1.SO ov '’—strange, almost my name 
— GWENM-f \N, 

Ills nAl’GlITKR, WHO HIKI) AGED 
TWKNTV YEARS ”• - 

The year ?— one year before my father’s 
marriage ~ 

Ah me ! these two were parte<l long, 
long years I 

** Countess of” — What is this? My 
father’s title 1 

Father, what means it “ .^Nn her 

4. INFANT SON 

Henry, Lord What, my brother's ? 
What is this ? 

It is strange. Quick ! I am faint* 
ing . . . 

Henry! Henry! 


EPILOGUE. 

The silent Forces of the World, 

Time, Change, and Fate, deride us 
still ; 

Nor ever from the bidden summit, 

Med, 

Where sits Eternal Will, 

The clouds of Pam and Error rise 
Before our straining eyes. 

It is to*day as 'twas bcibire, 

Fram the fiw days when Man Iicgan to 
speak* 


Etc Momss preached or Homer sung, . 
Ere Buddha's musing thought or Plato's ] 
silvery tongue. 

We pace our destined path with failing 
root:atep8 weal^ r 

A little more we see, a little more 
Of that great orb which shineth day and 
night 

Through the high heaven, now hidden, 
now tern bright, 

rhe Sun to which the earth on which 
we are, 

labouring world, is as the feeblest 
star. 

Nor thib linn globe we know 
Which lies beneath our feet ; 

Not by what grades we have grown and 
yet shall grow, 

Through chains of mirai^le, more um! 
more complete ; 

By what dcrrccs the watery earth 
Compacte<l grew the womb of countless 
birth ; 

Xor, when the failing breath 
Is taken by the frozen lips of Death, 
Whither the Spoiler, fleeing with his 
prey, 

The fluttering, wandering Wonder l)ears 
away. 

The powers of Pain and Wrong, 
Immeasurably strong. 

; Assail our souls, and chill with common 
I doubt 

I Clear brain and heart devout : 

’ War, Pestilence, and Famine, as of old, 
The lust of the flesh, the bmr lust of 
-gold, 

Vex us and ham us still ; 

Fire comes, and crash and wreck, and 
lives are shed 

As if the Eternal Will itself were deadt 
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TifE ODE OF CREATION, 


And sometimes Wrong and Right, the Our trivial days, and calms the ignoble 
thing we fear, | strife, 

The tiling we cherish, draw confusedly Raises the waning life with his sweet 
near ; breath, 

Wc know not which to choose, we * And from the arms of I>eath 

cannot separate ! Soars with it to the eternal shore, 

Our longing and our hate. ! Where sight or thought of evil comes no 

more. 

But I..OVC the Conqueror, Love, Im- 
mortal Love, Love sitteth now above, 

Through the high heaven doth move, Fliuhroned in glorj', 

Spurning the bnilc cnrih with his purj>le And yet hath deigned to move 
wings, Thiough life's sad story. 

And from the groat Sun lirings Fair Name, we are only thine ! 

Some radiant beam to light the House Thou only art divine ! 

of Life, He with us to the end, for there is 

Tplifts our grosser thought , and makes none 

us pure ; Ihit thou to bind together Gorl and 

And to a Higher Purpose <lnth mature Man in one ! 


THE ODE OF LIFE. 


THE ODE OT CEE.4 7/O.V. 

A DARK and boundless deep, 

And a blind height al)ove, 

Untrodden fields of sleep, 

Wherein nq force may move, 

WTierc cvtfrry sound is still, 

Nor bteathes a living breath 
These are the hc^^hts, ihisc are the 
these are the voids of 

Death. 

But slowly on the lifeless plain 
'Jlierevwkes a for-sent ray, a Hate star, 
A tiny spark of from afar, 

A throb df precioas pain. 


It h done, it has been, it has risen, the 
glimmer c f Life, 

; The dark void withdrawing around, 

; It breaks with a \vbi.<q)er of sound, 

I Through the wastes of silence and sleep, 

1 llicre IS no more stillness nor Death, 

I The great Universe wakes with a deep- 
drawn singultieot breath. 

The great orbs cohere and spin on their • 
measureless ways--- 
—The great suns awaken and shine, 
ringed with girdles of Hre every 
one^ 

All the w*orlds are on lire and ablaze— 
The flaming globes circle and Whirl 
each one round Its sun 



THE ODE OF CREATION. »»7 


-^Tbc hot seas seethe and bellow— Waging through teoos of time the in- 
the fixed hills glow— | effable struggles which gain 

And the blast of Creation bums fierce | Order thro’ waste and thro’ wear. 

while the centuries grow ; | Till the mastodon stalks forth in might 

And Life and Time have begun ! i with hoof and with jaw, 

I And the law of the Higher prex’aitR, the 
Myriads on myriads of years ! ; Ultimate Law, 

Or was there indeed no lime except ] the cooler earth teems with life, on 
in the Infinite Mind ? ' land and in sen : 

And was there indeed no ceaseless Life organic in beast, fish, or bird, in 
circling of spheres? herb or in tree, 

Since no sentient eye might mark the Life dominant, life exulting with quick- 
IHjripheries wind, coming breath, 

And at length the great Life of the : Life that fades down and sinks in the 
worlds grown concentrate would silence and slumber of Ocatht 

' thrill : Ihit no soul to mark the struggle nor 

Through some lowly .s|>cck of matter, | thought which might turn 

which, waxing apart, j To uhciice those weird fires burn, 

drew conscious by slow degree*^, and ! Successions, progressions, a scheme of 
blossomed in Will ; insensible life, 

Weak centres of Force, which fionted < >nc Will alone directing the infinite 
as motes in a Iwaiu, , snife, 

Automatic, contracting, cxp»'inding, but I One Force, one Kye, one Sole and 
consciousless yet. I Regarding Mind, 

Till a stronger force working within [ In a Universe deaf and blind ! 
them would raise them once more, j 

Pushing W'ith inchoate fm as if with an j h some Inner Law, 

_ Some hidden poleftcy of Force, 

Afloat on the >Kw warm itream ; ; <>f ^me creative breath Divine, 

And another Creation has come an<l a j hich sped the cnaiiire on its upward 
new-begun strife, 1 course ? 

With this primal glimmer of life. j Until at last it woke and saw, 

I With visual forces fine, 


Myriads on myriads of years ! if Time 
there were yet, 

WTicn no soul was by to remeralier or 
toTorget ; 

The fin giowkig 'siyonger, and changing 
to wing or to claw« 

Struggle on straggle, sentience, con- 
«Cion$iKS8» ravin, ai^ {Miin, 

Monstroos and mail^ fimis in the 
oose, or hurtling thro’ air, 


The Godhead that was round it every- 
where, 

The spiritual essence fair, 

Which doth innerve this outward show 
of things — 

And filled the brute with high imagin- 
ings, 

And winging it with new-found wings 
Lifted its aspect to the infinite sky, 
\Mrerc, in the Light of the Creative Eye 
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aSS 

Its ancient slou^fh away it cant, 

And rose to Man at last ! 

ITow know we or can trace 
'i'he first beginnings of all Time, 

Who know not yet indeed how this our 
race 

Kises to heights sublime? 

In darkness docs our life l>egin, 

Hidden and fenced within. 

In darkness and obscurity 
Dwell the blind germs which yet shall 
be. 

In darkness the slow rolling months 
fiitfi) 

The pre-ordained will. 

And even in childhood^s earliest d.'iys, 
No memory-haunted ways 
Take our first footsteps j but in deep 
And unremembered tracts of sleep 
The immature creature dwells, nor can 
recall 

Its former self or primal st.ate at all. 


THE ODE OF /NFANCW 
On, little child ! 

Stretched on thy inolherV knees, w ith 
steadfast ga/.e 
And innocent aainrct mild, 

Viewing this novel scene in mute amaze, 
Following the moving light, thy 
mother’s smile, 

And storing up the while 
New precious knowledge till thou 
com'st to \ft 

Sage it may be or clown— 

Soaring or sinking down, 

To temmost heights of weal or depths of 
misery; 

How slmtl I dare to mark thy innocent 
Jook, 


And write as in a book 
Thy infinite possibilities of life ; 

What fate awaits thee in the coming 
strife, 

Wliat joys, what triumphs in the grow- 
ing years, 

What depths of woe and tears ? 

1 sec ibct* lie 

Safe in thy silken cradle, sunk in down. 
Within tliy father’s pa1ace-chaml>ers 
fair : 

Thy guarded sluml>ors hrenthing tern* 
pered air ; 

1‘hesufi eyes, full of yearning, watch- 
ing by ; 

Caressing arms w aiting thy waking cry ; 
AH luxury and state which can assuage 
Life's painful heritage ; 

The prayers of a people swell for thee 
Up to the careless skies which coverall. 
And yet it may be thine to fall 
Far from thy lovetl and native land, 
And end thy im[>erfcct, innocent life- 
talc here, 

Forsaken on a savage desert strand, 
I’ierccd through and through by some 
Itarlxirian spear. 

1 see thy tiny face 

Pale, worn witli hunger, and large 
hollow* eyes, 

UjKm the frozen way-side laid 
Stiffening in thy dead mother’s cohl 
• embrace, 

1 hear thy piteous cries 
When the sot flings thee down with 
limbs that bleed — 

Flings thee, and takes no heed ; 

Weak, helpless, bom to misefy, girt 
round 

With vice and sin and shame^ in sight 
and sound. 
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Poor life foredoomed^ already sunk, and j 
loot; 

Too often sent to tread the tvays of ; 

death ! 

With childish failing breath ; : 

Yet ofttimes holding power ‘ 

I'o bloom a virgin flower ; 

Upon the untrodden heights closed to j 
the multitude, 

Among the wise and good. 

Or with brown face thou tomest and i 
limb, I 

Naked, on the warm soil that I)ears the j 
, palmj j 

Or haply the young heir of all U)c dim j 
And half- forgotten realms whose ruins I 
stand 

Sown lion-haunted on the deathlike calm | 
Which wraps the Egyptian or Assyrian | 
sand, I 

Reared 'midst the dust of empires ; or > 
art now ! 

As through all history thou wert, the 
child 

Of savage parents, rude and wild, 
Springing and falling; born to flower 
and seed, 

Or sink upon the uncaring earth, a weed 
Trodden by the pitiless feet of cruel men 
With hearts that ope the tiger's ; or art 
bom 

In the oldf old empire, which hath long 
outworn 

God and the hopes of man, and yet 
o^eres. 

Propped bf Its own &r*neaching bulk, 
as sAen 

U did emexge Iram savagery and grew, 
Ob, ddW t as y^ may yon, ^ 

To Worldly ttragUi, and knowledge, 

^ S^dpsdlore 
Qfwi^om ladore^ 


And dull content, and aonlltsift 
and fears. 

Wliercvcr thou mayes| be, 

To me thou art wondetiul and strange 
to see— 

Buried with trifles, rapt with simple toys, 
As men with graver joys. 

I hear thy lisping accents slowly reach 
The miracle of speech ; 

I mark thy innocent smile ; 

1 treasure up each baby wile 
Which smooths the brow of thought, 
the front of care. 

Thou royal scion, born to 1)c the heir 
Of all the unrecorded days, since first 
Man rf^>$e to his full being, once blest, 
.ind then accurst ! 

In weal and woe and ill 
Thou art a miracle still. 

From snow-bound hut to cc|uatoria1 
strand, 

AlK>ve thee still regarding angels stand ; 
While thy brief life-tale fleeteth like a 
dream 

Across Creation's glass. 

Dark [)owers of ill press thee on cither 
side, 

As now thy swift years pass, 

Revealing on the young soul's tablets 
white 

The eternal characters of Right ; 

Or sometimes with the growing years 
grown strong 

The unhallowed signs of wrong. 

Oh, little child! thou bringest with 
thee still, 

As Moses, parting firom the fi«Cf 
Some dim reflection in thine eyes. 
Some sense of Godhead, someindeifiiiite 
wonder 

It 
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Af of one drifted here unwillingly $ 

Who knows no sj>eech of ours» and yet 
doth keep 

Sotne dumb remembrance of a gracious 
home 

Which lights his waking hours and fills 
his sleep 

With precious visions which unbidden 
come ; 

Some golden link which nought of earth 
can sunder, 

Some glimpse of a more glorious land 
, and sea ! 

Oh, precious vision fleeting past ! 

Oh, age too fair to last ! 

P'or soon new gifts and powers arc 
thine. 

And growing springs and summers 
bring 

Boyhood or girlhood hastening, 

And nerve the agile limb, and teach, 

With the new gift of speech, 


Of a long day in June, 

I Until the twilight dim, 

I The play field echoes with the joyous 
noise 

Of troops of agile boys, 

Who, barc-armed, throw the rapid* 
bounding ball ; 

Who shout and race and fall. 

I see the warm pool fringed with 
meadow-sweet, 

Where stream in summer, with eager 
feet 

' Through gold of buttercups and crested 
grass 

! 'rhe gay processions stripping as they 
pass. 

I hear the cool and glassy depths 
divide 

As the bold fair young bodies, far more 
fair 

i Than ever sculptured Nereids were, 

Plunge fearless down, or push, with 
front or side, 


llie wonders that stand round on every 
side, 

And Life^ imperial portals opening 
gradually wide. 


THE ODE OE CHILDHOOD. 

L Boyhood. 

Fair budding age, 

Whkk next upon life's stage 
; FiMdt A fidiy dream before the eyes, 
Hij^ and bounding limb, 

and stretching towards tlie 
wished-for prise; 

Whatever die passiiig care that Ukes 
thydiought, 

I catoh tl^ ittttl bridt scent of Uodden 
Wlulii Ihraug^ the golden afternoon 


{ Through the caressing wave. 

; I mark the deadly chill, thro' the young 
I blood, 

I When some young life, snatched from 
i the cruel flood, 

I Looks once upon the flowers, the fields, 

! the sun, — 

' Looks once, and then is done I 
' Or the grey, frosty field, and the great 
ball 

Urged on by flying feet. 

Or when the ^ate rings on the fiozen 
lake, 

The gliding phantoms fleet, 

Rosy with health, and latt|^ihig thmtgh 
they fall. 

Or by tbe rapid stream or swarBiig 
pod,. 

The fisher, with his pikot wand. 

Or by the covert-side, taking his stai^ 
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The shooter, watching patient hour hy 
hour, 

With that hard youthful heart that 
jroung breasts hold, 

Till the fur glances through the brake ; 

As when our savage sires wandered of 
old, 

Hungering through primal wastes. 1 
sec them all, 

The brisk, swift days of youth, which 
cares for nought 

But for the joy of living ; scarce a 
thouglit 

Of Love, or Knowlcilge, or at best 

Such labour as gives zest 

To the great joy of living. Oh, blot 
lime ! 

For which each pas:»ing hour rings out 
a chime 

Of joy-lKills all the )car ; ay, tho' 
through days 

Of ill thou farcst, and unliap}ty ways ; 

Or whether on the sun<struck laiuK 
Ihy feet 

Arc the young savage hunter lithe 
and licet, 

Turning at night Tall to thy father's 
cot, 

Bathed in the full while moonlight ; or 
dost stand 

*Mid the hushed . plains of some for- 
saken land 

Where’er thou art, oh, boyhooil ! thou 
art free 

And firesh as the young breeze in summer 

bom 

On 5 iin-ki»Mcl hills or on the boghing 

Or gay blnhmiitiic bieathiiig of the 

mom. 

Or some snrnel zose-bud fieaded with 
easfydetfy 
brief tdd bir as yon. 


11. Ol&LUOOD« 

Or in another channel still more sweet, 
Life’s current Hows along* 

Ere yet the tide Of' passion, full and 
strong, 

Hurries the maiden’s feel. 

Oh, sweet and early girlish years 
Of innocent hopes and fears 1 
Busied with fancies bright and gay, 
Which Love shall chase away, 

When, with the flutter of celestial 
wingK, 

He stirs the soul forth from its depths, 
and brings 

Healing from trouble. Oh, deep well 
Of fairy fancies undefiled ! 

Oh, sweet and innocent child ! 

Now with thy doll 1 see thee full of care, 
Or filled already with the mother’s air. 
Hushing thy child to sleep. 

And now thyself immersed in slumbers, 
deep 

Vet liglit, 1 see thee lie. 

And now the singer, lifting a clear 
voice * 

ill soaring hymns or carols that rejoice, 
Or busied with tby scam, or doubly fair 
For the unconscious rapture of thy look 
IxiHt in some simple book. 

Whate'er the colour of tby face, 

Thou art fulfilled with grace. 

Oh, little maiden, fair or brown ! 

Thine is the simple beauty which doth 
crown 

The dicams of happy bthefSi who have 
past 

By Love and Passion, and have oomc 
To know pure joys of home ; 

And for the hunyand haste of yotmger 
yearn, 

(lave taken the hearth that cheers^ 
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And the fair realm of duty, and delight 
Of innocent fiices bright 
And the sweet wells of deep untroubled 
love 

A daughter's name can move. 

In every clime and age 1 sec thee 

Htill, 

Since the rude nomads wandered forth 
at will 

Upon the unbounded Aryan pastures 
wild-- 

There thou wert, oh, fair child ! 

“ The milker" ’twas they called thee ; 
all day long 

Tending the browsing herds with high* 
voiced tong ; 

( >r on some 8un«wartne<l place 
Upon the flower«face<] grass, 

Watching the old clouds jutss, 

And weaving wreaths with such wild 
grace 

And sprightly girlish glee 
As Proserpine did once in stinny Sicily. 

Or maybe by some widowed hearth— 
'i'he fairest, saddest sight on earth, 
Filled too soon with sweet care, 

And bringing back the voice and air 
Of thy dead mother ; thou art set 
An Innocent virgin-mother, childlike 
yet. 

Tby baby sisters on thy loving arm 
iestf secure from harm, 

Utou bast no time for game or toy, 

’ Or o^er thought but this : 
iFindUtg thy full reward, tby chiefesi joy. 
In thy fond father's kiss. 

Or under palms to«day, 

Thy chSdhood fleets away ; 

Or by the brpadeDing shadow bid, 
etp^mid ; 


In stainless whiteness : or maybe 
FoHom in haunts of misery ; 

Thou keepest on thy rounded face 
Some unforgotten trace 
Of the old primal days unsung, 

Of the frei»h breezes of pure morn 
When the first maiden child was Imrn, 
And Time was young. 


Fair Mre.'niis which run lus yet 
Kach in its separate channel from the 
snows ; 

Boyhood and girlhood ; while Life's 
hanks arc set 

With blooms that kiss the clear lymph 
os it flows, 

One swift and strong and deep, 

One where the lilies sleep ; — 

Fair streams, which soon scmic stress 
t>f Life and Time 
Shall bring together, 

Under new magical skies and the 
strange weather 
Of an enchanted clime. 


/'///• ODE OF YOUTH 

Now ii))on the tree of life there rise 
Before our wondering eyes 
Two strange new flowers of varied hue. 
The tree is grown. 

The flowers are blown, 

There is nought wonting to ita enriy 
sweetness ; 

Hot with a foir completenem, 

The purple bloom and white ! 

Fill the entranced, 

The tree is grown, the ^ ai^j6jP0iig 
Oh t dear to art sQ^ I 
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Fair tUne of Flowm! within whoie 
chalice sweet 

Lurks Youth with fo»y feeti 
And Love with imrple folded wing, 

And birdlike thoughts that sing. 

L— Eakly Manhood. 

And first, oh youth, I see thcc with the 
plume 

Of thy thick lock«j upon thy foreliea<l 
set, 

And thy frank eyes kindling with fire, 
or dim 

With soaring thoughts of heaven, or wet 
With kindly dews of pity ; the straight 
limb 

And the strong arm, and force that 
never tires ; 

The cheek and lip touched with the 
early dowm 

Of manhood’s fullest crown ; 

The heart, which hardly thought of 
passion fires ; 

The mind, which opens like a flower in 
spring 

To all the wanton airs the seiisons 
bring;— 

The yotn^ existence self contained no 
longer, 

But pressing outward hour by hour, 
Fired with a thirst continually stronger, 
For some supreme white flower. 
Whatever be the prize— 

Whether upon the difficult heights of 

IChoui^t, 

0r 'miklit the white laborious dust of 
Duty, 

. Or on thd peaks of Power, ^ the bloom 

beabfljglit, 

Qli id ihh JNdh and ihrilt of the new 
Bom of ii maideii^s eyefe* 


Oh, happiest age of all 
Wlien hope is without measure 
And life a thrill of pleasure, 

And health is high aod three unspent 
Nor Disappointment yet, nor sordid 
Care, 

Nor yet Satiety, nor the cold chill 
Wliich creeps upon the world-worn 
heart to kill 

All higher ho}»e, and leaves us 1« 
despair ; 

Xor doubt of God or men can touch, 
but all 

The garden ground of Life is r»penerl 
wide ; 

And lo ! on every side 
The flowers of spring arc b?r>onnng, and 
the air 

Is siented, and sweet song is every» 
where, 

And young eyes read an cn- 

chanteil book, 

With rapt entranced look, 

Loves legend and the Dream of days tf» 
i>c, 

And fables fair of Life's mythology, 
ITirough the still hours till dewy 
twilight foil. 

Whatever be the page — 

Whether of metaphysical riddles foint. 
Or the rapt visions of some ancient seer. 
The burning thoughts of saint, 

Or maxims of the sage — 

Thou comest, oh youth, with thought 
as sure. 

With wind severe and pure ; . 

Thou takest afresh, with each return- 
ing year, 

The foitr thin dreams, the philosophic 
lore 

Of the great names of yoie— 
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Plato the wisCf Confudusy Socrates* Sits Fancy* disarrayed* in a deep wood ; 
The blessed Gautama-^all are tliinc ; And ah* but Youth runs swift and 
Upon thee year by year the words Pleasure is sweet ! 

divine 

Of our great Master, falling like the j And sometimes, too, looking with too 
dew, i bold eye 

Sway thee, to hate the wrong, to love | Upon the unclouded sky, 

the true ; ! Sudden the heavens are hidden, and 

For thee the fair pi>ctic page is spread | the great Sun 
t^f the great living and the greater \ Sinks as if day were dtme, 

dead ; j And the brain reels and all the life 


For thee the glorious gains of Science lie j grows faint, 

Stretched open to thine eye ; ! Smitten by too much light ; or a thick 

And to thy fresh and undimmed brain, \ haze 

The mysteries of Numlicr and of Space | Korn out of sense doth overcloud 
Seem easy to explain ; j *Flic soul, and leaves it blind and in 

Thou lookest w'ith clear gare ujmn the ; anwze, 

long* j And the young heart is dull and the 

Confusions of the Race, the paradox of ; young brain 

Wrong ; • Uark till God shine again* 


And dost not fear to trace, 

With youth's strong fiery faith that • Oh, fairest age of all I 

knows no chill, I Whale cr thy race or clime* 

The secret of Transgression, the prime ! To-day ten thousand cities on thee call, 
source ! Ilroad plain and palm-fringed isle. 

Of Good and Evil, and the unfailing j Thine is the swelling life* the eager 
course glance and smite* 

Of the tneffablc Will. j Oh, precious fruit of Life and Time 1 


• Oh, w'orkcr of the world ! to whose 


And lometimes life* glowing w ith too ! young arm 

fierce 6re^ j The brute earth yields and wrong* as 

O'er sea and land in rapid chase, , to a charm ; 

Snatches thee with tumultuous will, | Young seaman* soldier* student* toller 
And eareless* breathless pace. | at the plongh, 

Soaietjbiiei a darker thought j Or loom* or foige* or mine* a ktngly 

rComcit ^ ^ee as a shadow of niglit, growth art thou ! 

MarHof thy young hfe's white* Where'er thou art* though earthy . oft 

And some new longing in the post and coarse* 

untangh^ Thou bearest with fb^ Inddcn qaings 

And at thy a^e shamefisst Deshe of force, 

Stands imreproved and guides thy bash- Creative power* the ftower^ the fimitiU 
fulfwt strife* 

To whw*girU)y dim depths of solit^^ Thegerm* the potency of , 
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Which draws all things to thee un- 
wittingly. 

The Future lies within thy loins, and 
all the Days to be 
To thee Time giveth to beget, 

The Thought that shall redeem and 
. lift Man higher yet. 


II. MainENiiooD. 

But lo t another form appears 
Upon Life’s glass. Oh, pure and 
white ! 

Oh, delicate and bright ! 

Oh, iwimal growth of Time ! 

^weet maidenhood ! that to a silvery 
chime 

Of music, and chaste fancies undehied, 
And modest grace and mild, 

Comest, best gift of God to men, 

As fair to-day as when 

The first man, waking from his deep 

And fancy-haunted sleep. 

Found his strength silent, and at his 
side 

His fair dream glorified ; 

High-soaring note, leading harmonious 
song 

Through secular discords long. 

Oh, lUy of Life's garden I fair of hue 
And sweet of scent, watered with 
heaven’s own dew ; 

Fair being, holding hidden motherhood 
And undeveloped good; 

Implicit in thee, even as white blooms 
hold 

Ihignmt globes of gold. 

Men know no praise they can withhold 
Born thee, 

Oh, sweet virginity 1 
SioiioArleittis first trod the youngling 
■‘-i ' earth. . 

thou npd surpasrieg birth! 


The Vestal fires were thine, the convents 
eold 

Are thine os these of old. 

To thee, when strong sweet fikiwers of 
Life and Sense, 

Scent gross, we turn, oh white and 
gracious Innocence t 

Yea, still, while life flows fast and free, 
To thee we turn a world- worn eye. 
Throbbing delights are youth’s and 
pulses high ; 

Yet these at last will ebb, and then 
to thee 

We turn, oh fair |ui]c lily, clothed with 
purity I 

For sure it is indeed 
Two streams through I .ife’s ground flow, 
ami both are good— 

The one whose goal is gracious mother- 
hood ; 

The other in the cloister |)ale and dim 
Finding sufficient meed 
In pure observance, rite, and soaring 
hymn. 

We may not blame por hold them wrong 
Who through their lives their liturgies 
prolong. 

Even though the prize of motherhood 
be great. 

But always thine, oh, blest estate I 
Thine it is, under youth’s hot sun, to 
keep 

Celestial snows and pure abysses deep. 

1 see thy fair expanding mind, 

A predous blossom paicel-blpwn. 

Not with the young man’s noUe rsge, 
But with a gento radiance all thy own. 
Fixed now on history’s fabled page, 
Now on the bard’s ^vliter 
And now >>y some deep music stlnal, 



396 


THE ODE OF LOVE. 


Deeper than any spoken word. 

Or sweet love-story soft as southern 
wind. 

I )ear ilower and fair to mortal eye. 
Whatever t>e thy age, thy clime, thy race, 
Whether the gentle curve of thy young 
breast 

He hidden in white Inwn or stand confest 
In innocent brown nakedness and grace, 
I'hou art the liigh and tinattained prixe 
or all the generations that have been ; 
Upon Life's throne thou sittest a< n 
Queen, 

And at thy gracious feet 

The ages kneel to thy eternal Truth. 

Thy pure and spotless innocence, 

And free from stain of Time and Sense, 
Thy undefil^d youth. 

White flower of Life's tree, 

Love like a wanton bee, 

Shall fly to thee, and from thy deep 
cold cells 

Uifle the honey. Tranquil stream, 
That froih the chill heart of the un« 
trodden snow. 

So calm and clear dost flow ; 

Spring wakes beneath the gleam 
Of a new sun which swells 
A w'nrm and rapid torrent strong, 

Soon in the sunny balmy weather, 

To break its banks and bear together 
Vour mingled streams along. 


THE ODE OF LOVE, 

I AM afSraid 

To ling ihae^ ^ Immortal l/>ve, who 
know 

By whni majestic vwces long ago 
Thy anhigy was mid. 


1 do not dare 

To bring a voice w’hich thou didst never 
train. 

To the high-soaring difficult air 
Of thy celestial strain, 
j Yet how of Life to sing, and j-et not 
lf‘11 of Love ; 

I And since thou art the .source of song, 

; And all tiur hearts dost move, 

: I will essay ihy praise nor fear to do 
j thee wrong. 

i Lor sec, the lovers go 
• With lingering steps and slow, 
j By dim arcades where sunbeams scarcely 
! reach ; 

j On sca-stnick northern beach ; 

I Or breathless tropic strand, 
j By evening breezes fanned ; 

, Or through the thick life-laden air 
! Of some great city ; or through the 
j hush 

I Of summer twilights *inidst the corn ; 
\Vhen all the dying heavens glow and 
blush 

! Or the young moonlight curves its 
} crescent horn. 

j 

I Oh, wondrous Umd that binds 
I In one sweet concord separate minds, 

! And from their union gives 
; 1 o the rapt gazer’s eye 
I A finer essence and more high, 

A young and wing^ God, Who Itvei 
In purer air and seeks a loftier sky 1 
If growing cares and lower aims idumld 
banish 

All thought of heavenly hopes and 
higher things. 

While we can mount upmt . ihy loftHhg 
wings 

Th^ shall not whoify vant^ , 
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Thou (irt the imoioftal pfirt of tnao, the 
soul) 

Which, scorning earth’s control, 

Lifts os from selfish thought and grovel- 
ling gaui!». 

Thoil always, whilst fhy |>ower remains, 
Cans! pierce the dull dead weight of 
cloud. 

By which our thought is bowed, 

AimI raise our clear and cleansed eyes 
To the eternal skies. 

No .sting of sen.se it is 
That givc.s thee wing and lifts thee up 
to heaven. 

Tdb high art thou for this ; 

Ethereal, pure, free from earth s gro.sscr 
leaven. 

If ought of sense he thine, ’tis but the air, 
Whose weight can lift thee up to soar, 
Which can thy heavenward pinions hear 
From hrute earth more and more 
Up to the fount of Power ami Love 
Whence all things move. 

And see, the lovers go 
With lingering steps and slow% 

Over all the world together, all in all, 
Over all the world ! Great empires fall ; 
The onw'ard march of Man seems s]x*nt ; 
The nations tot in dull content ; 

The blight of war, a bitter flood, 

From continent to continent. 

Surges in waves of blood ; 

The li^t of knowledge sinks, the fire 
of diotight bums low ; 
Thmsouaisseuhttliotigh^ but 

yet 

One power there is men ne'er forget, 
And stilt throtlgh every land beneath 
ilbeskles^ 

lUipt, caiekssi lookiiig in eiudi other's 

, eyea, 


ni 

With lingering steps and slow, 

The lovers go. 

A pillar of light 

Goes cvennore before, Ihelt dassted eyes« 
Purple and goldco-brighf, 

\‘onth'.s vast horizons s(Wead and the 
unl)oanded skies. 

Oh ble.ss^d dream which for awhile dost 
hide * 

The sorrows f>f the world and leave life 
gh>rificd. 

Oh hlessfKl light that ri8e.s( still, 

Young eyes and souls to fill ! 

Linked arms and hcarbs aglow ; 
Wherever man is more than brute, 

To this self-sacrifice our natures grow. 
}ia])t each in each they go, and mute, 
Listening to the sweet song 
Which Love, with mystic accents, all 
day long 

Sings to them, like a hidden bird, 
.Sweeter than e*er was seen or heard, 
Which from life's tliick-leaved tree 
Sings sadly, merrily, 

A .strange, mixed^ song, a cluingeful 
strain. 

Which rises now to joy and jollity, 

Now seemeth to complain ; 

But with a sweeter music far than is 
Of carthbom melodies. 

Me sees within her eyes 
That which Ills nature needs to be com- 
plete— 

Tbegrace,thepureness,tbedivltiei*swect, 
Which to rude soub and strong oittr Life 
denies; 

The virion of his n^tfy dream ; 

More pure than e’er did tetitt 
Hie Nymphs of old, by wood, ot hitt, 
or stream. 
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Slie views in him the strong 
Deep note which adds the fulness to 
life’s song ; 

High aims and thoughts that glow 
She does not dream, she cannot know 
What turbid forces rude and wild 
Sully his youth’s tumultuous flow ; 

She, full of virgin fancies, pale and mild* 

They draw to each other, they flow to 
the deep as one, 

Together thro’ all lands beneath the sun, 
In twin attempered streams, set side by 
* side, 

So near that scarce n footpace may divide 
Their separate depths, and this mayl>e 
is best ; 

Or maybe in each other lost, 

In calm or tempest-tost, 

One broad full river they roll on l<i the 
sea, 

One fuU accordant harmony, 

High long and deep, one perfect note ; 
Or maybe troublous as the wintry wave. 
Or some hoarse accent of a tuneless 
throat, 

They know no longer peace or rest, 

1 11 -mated, hapless, sel^opprest, 

Till silent in the grave. 

Vet draw together, draw together still, 
Fair aouHand free, fair souls and young ! 
Still shall thy praise, Immortal I^ive, 
hesui^l 

Thou art the Spirit which doth animate ; 
The Unlveisal Will, 

i^MMsds the Race upon the ways 
ofFate; 

Whidi i^ieeds it onwards, gaining 
stiMtgth 

Utile by on line, 

Till, as otur hof^is, risen at leiigtli 


To plenitude Divine, 

It comes to what hi|^ issue rare 
The Future shall prepare. 


THE ODE VF PERFECT 
YEARS, 

Now flower and i>crfcct fruit 
Together dress the tree, 

High mulsummcr has come, midsum- 
mer mute 

Of song, but rich to scent and sight. 
'J'he sun is high in heaven, the skies 
arc bright 

And full of blessedness, 

High hope and wild endeavour 
Have fleil or sunk for ever ; 

Only the swifter seasons onward press. 
And every day that goes 
Is a full-sccuted, full-blown garden rose, 
Orlied, complete. 

And every hour brings its own burden 
sweet 

Of daily duty, precious qarc ; 
Wherefrom the visible landscape calm 
and clear 

Shows finer far, and the high heaven 
more near, 

Tlian ever morning skies of sunrise 
were, 

t miss the unbounded hope of old, 

The freshness and the glw of youth ; 
t miss the fever and the fret, 

The luminous base of gold. 

I see a mind cleaffer and caluMSr yet, 

A more unselfisli love, a more unclouded 
troth I 

Such gain 1 take, and this 
More gracious shows and frtfr than that 
Zmiss. 
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I. Fatherhood, 

Ob, father ! sitting at thy hearth* 

With sunny heads around and lisping 
talk, 

For whom the world without and all 
the earth 

Is nought to this; ami to the strong 
deep love 

Which, mixed with pity, all thy soul 
doth move. 

Strong worker, watching o’er the tot- 
tering walk 

And feeble limbs and growing thought 
and brain, 

Rejoicing in each new-found gain 

As the first sire, atone in Pamdisc ; 

And patient and content to work all 
day, 

If with the eve returning from thy toil 

Thou const pul off the sad world’s stain 

« and soil, 


Or now the worker with the furrowed 
brow 

On frozen wastes or snn^slrtick thou 
dost show $ 

By mart, or loom, or )ntAe, or bending 
down 

Chained to (hy desk within the stifling 
town, 

Thou toilest daily that thy brood may 
live. 

Caics are thine, cares, and the unMeltish 
mind 

Winch spends itself for others and can 
find 

How blest it is without return to give. 

Whate’er thy race nr speech, thou art 
the same ; 

Before tliy eyes Duty, a constant flame, 

Shines always steadfast with unchang- 
ing light, 

'I hmiigh dark days and tJirough bright. 


And bending downward to thy chil- 
dren's eyes, 

Rise cleansed and pure as they. 

I know not if life holds a more divine 
Or fairer Jot than thine. 

Strong, patient worker, king of those 
who can 

To its high ^oal of 'fhings to l>e, 

Its goal of Fate and Mystery, 

Lead forth the race of Man ! 


j Sometimes, liy too great misery bowed 
j - down, 

[ Or poison-draughts brought lower than 
I the beast, 

! 'fhou comest to bate the hollow eyes 
I around, 

I Dreading thy cares increased, 

And dost despise thy own, 

And canst thy dead heart steel against 
their cries, 

! And mark unmoved the hunger in their 


Thy way is offtimes bard, 

And toilsome off thy feet ; 

Thine ore the days of anxious care, 
Whiw the spent beuB reels, or the 
itudiigavih tires; 

Yet all the ease and charm of days that 
AndTIemmpaljk^a^^ : 


ey«; 

Or sometimes, filled with love, art 
powerless to aid. 

Oh, misery, to make our souls affaid ! 
Or if a happier lot 

Await thee, yet by precious wells of 
tears 


Adtuia no more, ^t the tired hunter | Thy lifers road goes, vain hopes an<t 


now. 


annious feara. 
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Thino ’tis, iierchance, to mark th^ 
grassy mound 

Which kee}>9« within the churchyard*^ 
narrow ground, 

Thy darling who U not. 

Hopes sunk in tears, tears that ascend 
to hope ; 

Such is thy horoscope, 

Oh father, standing by the little gra\*e, 
.\nd impotent to save ! 

Thy heart is moved witli pity 
For thy young growing lives, who needs 
must come 

To leave the safe and sacred walls (»f 
home; 

For whose young souls, Life, like a 
cruel city, 

Spreads out her nets of sin. 

Thou knowest well of old 
The strong allurements which they 
scarce may shun, 

The subtle wiles, titc innocent lives 
undone, * 

The tide of passion, scorning all con- 
trol, 

Aik) thou art filled with nn immense 
despair, 

Wherefrom thy heart Wats slow, thy 
eyes grow dim, 

As when of yore thou heardst them 
lisp a hymn 

With early childish li|)s: thou cans! 
not bear 

To thbik of that young whiteness soiled 

, i^d foul, 

Or ibM tHkk darkness blotting the 
yottUgSOuL 

Vet Item thy grief and pain 
Comm oftiunes greater gain 
Than att thy lees. 

Thou knowest what it ts to girie%*e. 


And from the burden of thy cross 
Thou comest to believe, 
lliou who hast lost and yet dost love, 
Thou, loo, a Father host in some dim 
sphere above, 

Who doth reganl thy joys, thy miseries, 
Thy petty doubts of Him, thy feeble 
learning, 

Thy faults, thy pains, thy childish doubt 
nnd yearning, 

Even as thou dost these. 


11. Motherhood. 

Hut here is one who over all the eafth 
Is worshipped and is blest, 

Who doth rejoice from holier springs of 
mirth, 

And sorrow from a dee;)er fount of 
tears, 

On whose sweet bosom is our earliest 
rest, 

Whose tender voice that cheers 
Is our drat memory, which still doth 
last 

Thro’ all our later |)ast— 

The love of love or child, the worid> 
worn strife, 

The turmoil ami the triumphs of a 
life — 

The sweet maid - mother, pure and 
mild, 

'fbc deep lo\*c undefiled. 

Thou art the univenud ptaiae 
Of every human hearty the aecteishHne 
Where seer and savage keep a dt^tm 
divine 

Thro^ growing and dediitlil^ dayst 

And but for thee 

And thy unsdifisb love, ^ 

Which brings heaven neater to 
our eyes, 
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Mtn whom the rude world stains, men | What strong instinctive UiHU 
chilled by doubt, | The mother's being doth fiil. 

Would find no ray of Deity ! And raises it from miry common ways, 

To fire a Faith gone out. Up to such heights of love. 

' We cannot tell what btoed forces 
Our life from a twofold root j move. 

Springs upwards to the sky, < And so transform the careless girlish 

One, surface only, shared with tree and ! heart 

brute, I To l>cnr so high a part. 

And one, as deep and strong as heaven | Wc cannot tell ; we can but praise, 
is high. 

Spirit and sense, I Fair motherhood, by every childish 

Each bears its part and dwells in inuo- ; tongue 

cence | Thy eulogy is sung. 

Vef only growti together can they hear j In every |)assing age 
The one consummate fruit. j The theme of seer and sage : 

The flower is gootl, the flower is fair, j The painters saw thec in a lifedoiig 
But bolds no lasting sweetness in its | dream ; 

petals thin, > I'hc painters who have left a world 

No seed of life within. more fair 

But the ripe fruit within iU orlwd gold | Than ever days of nymph and godtless 
Doth hidden secrets hold ; were— 

Within its honied w'ells set safe and Blest company, who now for centuries 
deep, Ha\'c fixed the virgin mother for our 

The Future lies asleep. eyes— 

Of shamefastness our being is born, 'i'he painters saw thee sitting brown or 
Of shamefitstness and scorn. fair, ■ , 

Under the I'uscan vines or colder 
OH^ wonder, that so high dost soar ! Xorlheni air ; 

Oh, virion, blest for evermore ! rhey saw pure love transform thy 

With every throe of birth I^easant gaze ; 

Two glorious Presences make glad the They saw ihy reverent eyes, thy young 

earth 

The stainless mother and the Eternal And left thee Queen of Heaven, wearing 
Child* ^ crown 

Of die heart comes love, of the heart Of glory ; and abased at thy sweet 
and not the brain ; breast, 

To facets where Thought comes not Spurning his robes of ktngridp down, 
can Love : The God-child laid at rest. 

Wr cmmqt tell at a1l| we may not 

IkiioW, I They found thee, and they fiaed thee 

]H(a 9 r i0 stature high our lower *■ for our eyes ; 

Wstniesgrow; But every day that goes 
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Before the ga2cr new Madonnas rise. 
What matter if the cheek show not the 
roset 

Xur look divine is there nor queenly 
grace? 

The mother's glory lights the homely 
face. 

In every land licneath the circling him 
Thy praise is never done. 

Whatever men may doubt, they 2)itt 
their trust in thee ; 

Kude souls and coarse, to whom 
virginity 

Seems a dead thing and cold. 

So always was it from the days of old ; 
So shall it be while yet our race doth 
lost { 

Though truth be sought no more and 
faith be past, 

Still, till all hope of heaven be vtead, 
Thy praises shall be said. 

Aye, thou art oui», or wctl, ere yet 
The lose wc ne'er forget, 

The loss which comes to all who reach 
life's middle way 
We see thee by the childish bed 
.Sit patient all night long, 

To cool the p.m*hing lips or throbbing 
head ; 

We hem thee still with simple song 
Or sweet hymn lull the wakeful eyes 
to al^p ; 

Through every turning of life's 
chequered page, 

Jfoying ^th thoac who joy, weeping 
ivith thoiic who weep. 

Ohf sainted love 1 cdi/ precious 
' sacrifice ! 

Oh, heaven-lighted eyes ! 

Best dream of c^ty youth, best memory 


in. Lakour. 

They do the Maker wrong 
Who with the closing days of youth 
Shut fast the gate of Song ; 

Nor ever shall I bold it truth, 

With those who feign to tell the tale of 
life, 

That only love is worth, the love that 
binds 

A youth and maid, nor care at all 
For the long summer ere the fruit shall 
fall, 

And deem until for song the glorious 
strife, 

The )oy of toil .irid thought, the clash 
of vigorous minds, 

When knowledge flies before and wc 
pursue, 

And who the Fair once followed, 
follow now the True. 

Ah, full fair life ! if something we have 
lust, 

if never more again 

W^c feel the ancient joy, the former pain, 

If no more passion-tost 

Upon the tides of life we hurry by, 

The white waves laughing as we plunge 
along, 

Nor watch the light clouds drift alimg 
the sky, 

While the glad South snatches us swift 
and strong 

To some blest isle beyond the purple 
wave, 

Where Love is Queen and Mirthy nor 
I^udence grave 

Nor Wisdom frowns,bttt to be glad iaidl. 
From jocund mom till deny eivtniag 
fall; 

Oh, if that sky Is dark*-tliQse winds 
are still— 
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Another day baa risen : again from the 
East 

Our treasure is increased ; 

And as the orient Lord b^n& to grow, 
New airs begin to blow ; 

And on the calin'inajestic tide. 

Our full-sailed galleon coines to glide, 
Love, with its little skifl*, has gone, 

But Life's great Ixirk sails on. 

Toil is the law of life, and its best 
fruit: 

This from the uncaring brute 
Divides this and the jucscient mind 
^ whose store 
Grows daily more and more. 

Toil is the mother of wealth, 

'Ibe nurse of health ; 

Toil *tts that gives the zest 
To wcll-carnetl rest ; 

The law of life laid broad and deep 
As are the fixed foundations of the &ca, 
The medicine of grief, the remedy, 
Wherefrom Life giveth his beloved 
slcq). 

Ob, labour truly blest 1 
Tbott Tulest all the race ; 

Over ail the toiling earth 1 see thy 
gracious face 
Stand forth confest. 

Wherever thou art least. 

In those fitir lands bmieath the tropic 
blatq 

The alotbfut savage, likened to the 
beast, 

Drags on his soulless lei^tb of days ; 
Whm most thon art, 

Man rites apwaid to a loftier height. 
And fkssa riie earth and heaven with 
dearer 

i^ad Jfawiyi a elcanq* heiit 


y>3 

I see the toiieis with the awaking morn, 
Ere yet the day is bom, 

Go forth to labour over all the earth. ' 
111 northern darkness, .’midst the wintry 
rain. 

The great bell clangs thro* the smoke- 
laden air : 

And cre light comes the workers 
gather there. 

While the great engines tlirob, the 
swift wheels turn, 

And the long, sickly gaslights flare and 
burn ; 

I hear the slow winch creak above the 
pit, 

While the black workers, who have 
toiled .ill night. 

Rise, dazed, to rest and light ; 

1 sec the fisher on the waking sea ; 

'I'he great ship, full manned, heaving 
silently 

Acro«)S the foam ; reapers in yellow 
corn ; 

'fhe fru.<>ty .shepherd in the early morn ; 
The naked worker bent among the 
canc 

Ur cotton; the vioeclresscr, .lean aivl 
brown ; 

'fhe thousand Ulmurs of the busy town ; 
The myriad trades which in each clime 
and race 

Build up man’s dwelling-place ; 

I see the countless toiling multitude ; 
And all I see is good. 

But to ends nobler still 
The nobler workers of the world are 
bent 

It is not best in an inglorious ease 
To sink and dull content, 

When wild revolts and hopeless 
miseries 

The unquiet nations fill ; 
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It M not beiit to rot 

In dull observance, while the bitter cry 

Of weak and friendless sufferers rends 
the sky. 

Wailing their hopeless lot : 

Or rest in coward fear on former gain, 

Making old joys supply the present 
pain. 

Nay, best it is indeed 

To s(>end ourselves upon the genet a1 
good; 

And, oft misunderstood, 

To strive to lift the knees and limbs 
that bleed 

This is the best, the fullest meed. 

I^et ignorance assail or hatred sneer ; 

Who loves hts race he shall not fear ; 

He suffers not for long, 

Who doth his soul possess in loving, 


Who 'midst art’s precious work dost 
choose to stand 

Amid the great ones of the days gone 
by. 

Oh, blest and glorious lot, always to be 
; With dreams of beauty compassed 
) round about ! 

} 'rhe godlike mother and the child 
I divine, 

! Or lan<l or sea or sky, in calm or 
storm, 

Nature’s sincercst verities of form- - 

'Fo see from canvas or from marble 
shine, 

Little by little orbing gradually, 

Some trace of hidden Godhead gleam*, 
j ing out ! 

I . 

. Or who, from heart and brain ins]>ired, 
create, 


and grows strong. ; Defying time, defying late, 

Some deathless theme and high, 

Oh, student 1 far into the night Some verse wliich cannot die, 

From youth to age Some lesson which shall still be said 

Hent low* upon the lilinding p.igc, : Altho' their tongue be lost and dead ; 
Content to catch some gleam of light ; Or w ho, in daily labour's trivial round, 
Art thou n<tt happy, though the world I Their fitting work have found ; 

pass by I Or w ho on high, gnidti^ the car of 

Happy though 1 toiiours seek thee not, | State, 

nor Fume, I Are set, a people's envy and their pride, 

And no man knows thy name ?-* Who, spurning rank and ease and 
Happy in that Uest company of old wealth, 

Wbgie names are writ in characters of j And setting pleasure aside and health, 
gold i And meeting contumely off and hate, 

Upon the socks of Time, the glorious \ Have lived laborious lives and all too 
band I early died. 

Who on the shining mwntains stand, j 

<ndnker and jurist, bard or seer, | Or shall I silence keep 

Whalmr name is brightest and most Of you, oh mimsterii^ women lair, 

dear? whUe the world lies sanh in caie^ 

less rieq>, 

Or thou Srith decile hand. Still ibr the love of God and nmn om 

ObedteWtotheiUoiiary ey^ bear 



THE ODE OF PERFECT YEARS, 


1 

To watch by alien aick-beds, and to 1 And sabbath rest comes with the even> 
gtiard j ing sun : 

With little hope and scant reward, The joyous sliouts conic up from pool 
Midst misery and foul infected air, or green ; 

The friendless and ilie dying ? Shall 1 Round the white clieatnabspikes the 
dare beetles hum ; 

To sing of labour’s meet!, noi hold you • And clown the hawlhorn»haunted by« 
dear ? ways conic 

Dear souls, your joys' arc great, and yet The loitering lovers, hanlly seen 

not wholly here ; 'J'ill springs aloft the clear, large moon 

In heaven they blossom l>cst ami grow f)f pleasant June, 
complete, 

Ami beautiful upon the eternal inmin- OrbythcpaliU'lhalchcdhulatshutufeve, 
tains arc your feet. The dusky toilers lie, when the red sun 

Is sinking or has gone. 

Ay, labour, thou art blest. . A cool wind rises landward from the sea ; 

From all the earth, thy voice, a con- The firc-flics glance like silver in the 
slant prayer, P®hn ; 

Soars upward day and night : Ou the fringed shore the thundering 

A voice of aspiration after right ; rollers heave ; 

A voice of effort yearning for its rest ; And all the simple souls are full of glee, 
A voice of high hopeconquering de-^pair ! And the fair earth of calm. 


IV. Rest. 

There is a joy in rest ; 

There is a joy to cease and to be still. 
This is the remedy of all the best, 

To cure the pain of too lalx>rious will. 
Ah ! It is sweet to lie reclined, 

Reaping the follow mind. 

When all the sweat and drouth of day 
b done, 

And a cool breeze breathes from the 
setting son. 

The toikr slu bcibre bb cottage door, 
Set with itttblc^lroiMSs, round, and eglan- 


III dtwjv twiKg^t^looins 

divinet 

When air tmtie of the week b 


Or on the hot and trackless sand, 

In the sweet dying day, 

, Beyond the unknown monuments of the 
dead, ' • 

The last muezzin calb, the prayers are 
said, 

And lurbaned faces stern relax a while 
, To some unwonted smile, 

Watching the large-eyed children at 
their play. 

' Or maybe busy brains, which day by day 
Life’s struggle frets away. 

Weary with fferce punmit of fotne or 
wealth, ^ 

And prizing only health ; 

Over the joyous waveinsome swiA , . 

White-win^, delight to iloat 
From land to Umd npon the tkipless sc» ^ 
Home careless sriH and ffte 

■ X. ■ 
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By hoary cape and gleaming southern 
town, 

And many an islet clothed with palm 
and vine, 

And on the wine-dark sca>depths look* 
ing down, 

High based on wave-worn fronts, the 
marble shrine ; 

Or see the white town flush with dying 
day, 

And the red mountain tire the glimmer- 
ing bay. 

Or maybe on the icy hill they creep 
Above the pines, across the huzen sea, 
Whose blue abysMts bare the unfnthoinetl 
deep ; 

Knch to the other bound, and silently, 
Fearful lest some chance step or spoken 
word, 

The avalanche trembling downward 
may have stirred ; 

And up the giddy height 
IJttle by liule, gaining slow. 

They gradually go, 

Till with hard toil of knee and hand, 
On the white summit panting but con- 
tent, 

With full hearts throbbing high and 
forces spent, 

At last the climbere slaml ; 

For this of old is sure, 

That chaitgeoftoil U toirssuflicicntcurc* 

Or the lovfdy classic shore, 

The Msctler sees with wondering 
The treasnr^htmse of art} the store 
, Of giodous memories 
•lieh ^ some euimbkg vanished hand^ « 
K% whose supreme coumiaiid 
Tlms^t of Wuty lose and 

the Illy: timiioortiMid> 


The fair Madonnas mild ; 

The deep ineffable Child ; 

The sweet boy-angels singing high and 
clear ; 

The lady with the mystic smile ; 

The kneeling Magi from the fabled East ; 
The blc&scd Presence at the sacred feast ; 
And many a virgin martyr sweet, 

And many a youthful saint, 

Gazing from heavenly eyes and free of 
guile ; 

Who, when the tortured life began to 
faint, 

Looking in agony al>ovc, 

Saw the heavens opened, and the Para- 
clete 

1 >ehcending like a dove. 

Or mnybe under secular trees 
Gld when his ancestors were young, 
The statesman, in the golden autumn, 
secs 

New glories for the eloquent tongue, 
New triumphs gained against the banded 
might 

Of selfishness and fear, new struggles 
for the right ; 

And in the falling evening and the sad 
Short light of waning days, 

Illumes his soul with subtle inward rays, 
And grows scdatdy glad. 

These thy refreshments are, oh blest 
And necessary Rest 1 
Peaceful delights, which bear not soil 
and fret 

As do the victories of toil, and y«( 

Bear their own fruit ettecedii^Bdr : 
Renewal of the labouring mkidf 
New hopes, new dlwnt, and, caihiag 
care 

A Uack night left behind. 
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THE ODE OF GOOD. 

Ki ehnal Sirring, and Source 
or hflppines!) and weal \ 

Indwelling and unfailing Force J 
Who dost Thyself reveal 
In every jocund day, and restful night ; 
In every dawn serenely bright ; 

In every tide of yearning which doth roll, 
Heaven wnrtl, some growing sovd t 

Wliat were life save f(»r Thcc 
But pain ami misery ' 

To have no more longing, but to he 
Ildbw the Iwutc, l)elo\v the tree, 

Uelow the little Ntone, or s|)cck of duM, 
Which are iheiiiJielves, ami are made 
just, 

Conforming to the law which Inulc them 
grow, 

Not dreaming dreams of heaven in their 
estate so low ! 


How shall a finite voiee 
Praise Thee who ait too high fbr ahy 
praise, 

Great Scheme, that Ity eternal, perlhct 

ways 

Farest and dost rejoice ! 

Thou wert before Life was, or 111. 

Thou rulcst all things still ; 

The i iuvcmanceand Regimen a re Thine, 
Dh lUenitude tlivinc ! 

Of nil the countless orl>s that roll 
rhrough all l*hy infinite space* 

We arc through Thee alone, each in its 
place, 

Organic, Inorganic, great and small ; 
'I'limt dost inspire and Keep uh all > 
Karth, sky, and sea ; herb, tree, iii«(ert,* 
and 1)1 utc ; 

All 'I'hy created excellences mule, 

To Man of large discourse, and the un- 
dying soul. 


The calm brutes live and arc, 

Tnim|ttil and unafraid, 

Keeping thetr nature only ; the faint 
star 

IHtrsues its orbit always though of I'hec 
It knows not, yet its vast periphery 
Is ordered liy Thy hand ; hy Thee w ere 
laid 

The fixed ibundaiions of the nnfachomed 
sea;— 

All these obey Thee, though they may 
Slot know 

What, lAir It is that holds them. Man 
ahme " ' 

Jlm» and hnoiriii^ Thee, averts 
Wfaoe, 

foehisdiigrace, 
Vthidhweie iiiii|^^piA4e lohiute^ or Uee, 
orniMiib 


I We know not by what Name our 
tongues shall call 

, Thcc or ’I’hy Kssence, nor can Thotigbb 
as yet 

Gain those ineffable heights w'bere Thou 
art set, 

; As from a watch-tower guardli^ all. 

Thou girdcst Thyself round wUh mys- 
tery, 

{ As Thy great sun liehind an embattled 
cloud, 

; Or some wrapt summit, never seen ; 

Yet ITiy veiled presence cheers us on 
our road. 

With eyes bent down too much on earth 
and bowed, 

We toll and do Ibiget ^ 

All but oitr daily labowr hitd Hi i 
art Thott there the whiles i^t yet 
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Oh universa] Good, and Thy great Will 
Directs our footsteps still — 

Directs them, though they come to stray 
From ITiy appointed pei^ect way ; 
Lights them, though for a while they 
wander far, 

Led by some feeble baleful star. 

Which can allure them when the blind* 
ing fold 

Of miht is on the hill side, and the cold 
Clouds which make green our lives, 
descending, hide 
Death’s steeps on every .side. 

We know not what Thou art— 
Whether the Word of some all-perfcct 
\Vill 

Inliorn and nonrishetl in each human 
heart, 

Some hiddett and mysterious goo<l, 
Obeyed, not understood ; 

Or whether the harmonious note 
Of some world "Symphony divine, 

To which the perfect Scheme of things, 
Ever advancing perfectly 
To high fulfilment, sings. 

We know not what lliou art, and yet 
we love ; 

We know not ivhere Thou dwell'st, yet 
still alxive 

\Yc turn our eyes to Thee, knowing 
Thou will take 

Our yearnings and will treasure them, 
and make 

Our little lives fulfil themselves and 
Theei 

And In this trust we liear td be. 

(ft so white and pure, 

Oft eknided and yet sure I 
Oh^Msr Hadiaikce of the hcaft* 

Tbit drawest atlmeii^ wbalsoeV Thoii 

ary ' V 


Spring of the soul, that dost remove 
Winter with rays of love, 

And dust dispel of Thy far-working 
might 

The cliHids of 111 and Night, 

For every soul which cometh to the 
earth $ 

That bcamest on us at our birth, 

And paling .lomcwhat in life's grosser 
day, 

Lightest, .1 pillar of Hre, our evening 
\v ay ; 

What matter l>y whai Name 
We call Thee? -still art Thoii the 
same, 

Cod call we Thee, or Good,— still 
through the strife 

Unchangeable alone, of all our change* 
ful life, 

With awe-struck souls we seek Thee, we 
adore 

Thy greatness ever more and more. 

We turn to Thee with worship, till at 
last, 

Our journey well-nigh past, 

When now our day of Life draws to its 
end. 

Looking, with less oi awe and more of 
love. 

To lliy high throne above. 

We see no rhuzling brightness as of old, 
No kingly splendours cold, 

But the sweet Presence of a heavenly 
. Frieml. 


THE ODE Of EVir^ 

Oh, who shall sing of Zife «nd not of 
III? 

llie essence of our will 
Is ffillcsl tiberty to st||y 4 
From out thegteai mid 
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Amid the desert wastes of drought and 
death. 

Tills is the power that makes us free, 

This of our Being is the penalty ; 

And maybe the Eternal Will, 

Clothing itself with form to bid Creation 
be, 

Took to itself some Umiutary, and 
awhile. 

Self-limited, made vile 

And subjected to Law the Majesty 

Which all the Universe of Space dbl till. 

Evil is Life, 

The ^conflict of groat laws pervading 
space ; 

Evil is strife. 


The very law and mt of Life, 

That it is sown in pain and nuned in 
woe and strife. 

The evil blight of war ‘ 

Torments the race from age 10 age, 

And man slays man through all the 
years that are, 

And savage lust and brutal rage 
Itoft^rm this glorious heritage of earth. 
Wo shudder and grow faint, 

Know ing the dim fair dreams of seer 
and saint 

Show thin and little w‘orth. 

The young life, rising, sinks in slotiglis 
of sense, 

And Avanders and is lost. 


Which keeps the creature in iu ordered Alas ! fordaysofyoung-cyed innocence. 

place. Alas 1 for the calm hours ere, ptssion- 

If any hand divine should e'er with- crost, 

draw The young soul grew, a white dower 

The fixed coercive potency of Iaw, sweet and pure. 

Surely the Universe of things would fade Yet not the less His sure 

And cease and be unmade. That not in tranquil xoncs of endless 

Where Law is, (here is Gof>d, calm 

And freedom to obey or to transgress ; Grows lK*st the victor's ]>alm, 

Else ’twere no Law, but, weaker far But blown by circKiig storms which 

and less, ^ blot the sky, 

If one created soul might nut the thing Nor fitting were it to tlie eye 

it would. Always to look upon a cloudless sun,—- 

Oown blind with too much light before 
Young lives spring up and faile, the journey done. 

Wither and are opprest,” 

Toil takes the world, and pain, 'I'he victories of Right 

And all (he things that God has made Arc born of strife. 

Travail and groan and fain would be at There were no Day were there no 

itst, Night, 

And Wrong prevails again. . Nor, witlmt dying, life. 

And we-i^wc lift a hopeless eye . There only doth Right trhamph, where 

Up to ^ infinite the Wrong 

Mominiag the 111 that is, and shall be | Is mightiest and most strong} 

^ [ There Were no Good, Indeed, wfiaihcie 

Wo^ eminres wkoloifct S no UK 
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And when the hiial victory shall cotne, 
Burat forth, oh Awful Sun, and draw 
Creation home. 

Not within Time or Space 
Lines drawn in opposite ways grow 
one, 

But in some Infinite place 
Before the Kternal throne ; ; 

There, ways lo-day divergent, Kiglu j 
and Wrong, I 

Approach the nearer that they grow ; 

more long. i 

There at the Kteroal foot, j 

Fused, joined, and grown complete, ; 
The circle rounds itself, the enclosing 
wall I 

Of the Universe sinks down, and Cod j 
is all in all ! ! 


77//? ODE OF AGE. 

Tiirrk is n sweetness in autuiiiiial 
days, 

Which many a lip doth praise ; 

When the earth, tired a little and grown 
mute 

tlf song, and having borne its fruit, 

Keats for a little space ere winter come. 

It Is not sad to turn the face towards 
home, 

Even , thovtgh it shows tlie j«iuniey 
nearly done ; 

H is not sad |o mark the we;4ering 

Even ihotti^ we know the imminent 
dolh come. 

Silence there is, indeed, ibr song, 

TwHljt^t fornoon; 

Bat Ibr the aiteed&st soal andstiong 

Life’s a;ig«mn is as June. 


As June itself, but clearer, calmer far ; 
Here come no passion-gusts to mar. 

No thunder-clouds or rains to beat 
To earth the blossoms and the wheat, 
No high tumultuous noise 
t)f youth’s self-seeking joys, 

But a cold radiance white 

A*, the iiKKUi shining on a frosty night. 

To-morrow is as yesterday, sca.i||^ 
change, 

Liitfc of new (^r strange, 

\o glamour of false hoi>c to da/e, 

Nor glory to amaze, 

Kven tlie old passionate love of love or 
child 

A temperate affection mild, 

And ever the recurring tliougbl 
Returning, though unsought : 

How strange the Scheme of Things* ! 

liow brief a span 
The little life of man I 
And ever as we mark them, fleeter and 
more fleet. 

The ilays and montlis and years, gliding 
with winged feet. 

And ever os the hair grows grey. 

And the eyes dim. 

And the lithe form which toiled the 
live-long day. 

The stalwart Umb, 

Begin to stiffen and grow slow, 

A higher joy we know : 

To spend the remnant of the waging 
year, 

Ere comes tlie deadly chilli 
In works of mercy, and io cheat 
The feet which toil agmoit fUe^a lagged 
hill; 

To have known the trouble ahd tlie fret^, 
To have known it, and to egnm ' 
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In a penrading peace, 

Too calm to suffer pain, too living to 
forget, 

And reaching down a succouring hand 
To where the sufferers arc, 

I'o lift them to the tranquil heights afar, 
Whereon Time's conriuerors stand. 

And when the fruitful hours arc done, 
How sweet nt set of sun 
Co gather up the fair lal>oriou'i day ! — 
To have struck some blow for right 
With tongue or jusn ; 

'I'o have smoothed the path to light 
For wandering men ; 

To have chased some fiend of 111 away ; 
A little backward to have tiirust 
The instant powers of Drink and Lust, 
To have home down gaunt Despair, 

'1 o have dealt a blow at C'are I 
How sweet to light again the glow ^ 
Of hotter fires than youth’s, iho’ all the 
blood runs slow ! 

(Jh ! is there any joy. 

Of all that come to girl or boy 
Or manhood's calmer weal and case, 

To vie with these ? 

Here is some fitting profit day by day. 
Which nought can render less ; 

Some glorious gain Fate cannot take 
away, 

Nor Time depress. ’ 

Oh, brotimr, fainting on your road ! 
Poor inster, whom the righteous shun ! 
There eomes for you, ere life and 

An am to bear your load. 

A feeble body, maybe bent^ and old, 
But bearing ^rnkiit the tfeilb of age 
A deeper |jh>w Q&an youth^t ; a noUer 
* ' ngtt 

A calfit heart yet not cold. 


A man or woman, weak perhaps, and 
silent, 

To whom pursuit of gold or feme 
Is as a fire grown cold, an empty name, 
Whom thoughts of Love no more allure. 
Who in a self-made nunnery dwelt, 

A cloialered calm ami pure, 

A bc.'itific |K‘ace greater than tongue can 
tell. 

And sweet it is to take, 

With something of the eager haste of 
youth, 

Some fainter glimpse of Truth 
For its own sake ; 

To observe the w^ays of bee, or plant, 
oc biid ; 

To trace in Nature the ineffable Word, 
Which by the gra<liial wear of secular 
time, 

Has worked its work sublime ; 

'lo have touched, wdlh strenuous grop- 
ingH dim, 

Nature's extremest outward rim ; 

To have found some weerl or shell uH' 
known liefore ; 

Ti» advance Thoughts infinite march a 
footpace more ; 

To make or lo declare lawn just and 
ioge; 

These are the joys of .Age. 

Or by the evening hearth, in the <drl 
chair, 

With children's children at our knce», 
So like, jYt so unlike the little ones of 
old— 

Some little lad with curti of gold, 

Some little maid demurely feir. 

To sit, girt round with ease. 

And feel how sweet it fe to live, 
Careless what fete may give j 
To think, with gentle yeainfng mind, 



THE ODM OF DECLINE. 


3ia 


Of dear souls who have crossed the In- 
finite Sea ; , 

To muse with cheerful hope of what 
shall be 

For those we leave behind 
When the night comes which knows no 
earthly morn ; ^ 

Vet mingled with the young in hopes 
and fears, 

And bringing from the Ircasurc-housc 
of years 

Some fair-set counsel long-time worn ; 
To let the riper days of life, 

The tumuk and the strife, 

Go by, and in their stead 
Dwell with the living past, so living, 
yet so dead : « 

The mother^ kiss u|ion the sleeper's 
brow, 

The little hsh caught from the brook, 
The dead child-sister's gentle voice and 
look, 

'i1ie school-days and the father's parting 
hand; 

The days so far removed, yet idi ! so 
near, 

So fitll of precious memories dear ; 

The wonder of flying I'iine, so hard to 
understand ! 

Not in clear eye or ear 
Dwells our chief profit here. 

We are rtoi as the brutes, who fade and 
make no sign ; 

We are stistaiiied where’er wc go, 
la happliiess ahd woe, 

%.MBM uidwelling faculty divine, 
Which lifts us from the deep 
Of faiUfltt senses dim, and duller brain, 
And wafts us back to youth again ; 

And as a vision fiur dividing sleq>, 
Pittrocs the va^ b^nd» the voids 


And ojiens to us an invi^ble gate. 

And sets our wing^ footsteps, scorning 
Time and Fate, 

At the celestial door. 


7//E ODE OF DECUKE. 

With furr^cs well-nigh spent, 

Uneasy or in pain, 

Or brought to childish weakness once 
again. 

With lx>dics shrunk and bent, 

We come, if Fate so will, to cold de- 
crepit age. 

'l*hc book of Life lies open at its latest 
page. 

Only four score of summers, and four 
score 

Of winters, nothing more, 

And then 'tis done. 

We have spent our fruitful days be- 
neath the sun ; 

We come to a cold season and a bare, 
Where little is sweet or fair. 

Wc, who a few brief years ago, 

Would passionately go 
Across the fields of life to meet the 
mom, 

We are content, content and not for- 
lorn, 

To lie upon our beds, and watch the Day 
Which kissed the Eastern peaks, grow 
gradually grey. 

Great Heaven, that Thou hast made 
our lives so brief 
And swiftly spent ! 

We toil our little day and nve conUmt, 
Though Time, the tiliief, 

Stands at our sidcj and smBeahb mystic 
smiles 
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Wc joy a little, we grieve a little while ; 
We gain some little glimpse of Thy 
great laws, 

Hulling in thunder through the voids 
of space ; 

We gain to look a moment on Thy 
face, 

ICtcrnal Source and Cause ! 

And then, the night descending ns a 
cloud, 

\Vc walk with aspect bowed, 

And turn to earth and see our Life 
grow dork. 

Was it for this the fiery spark 
Of Jhy Eternal Self, sown on the vast 
And infinite abysses of the Past, 
kevealed itself and made Oeation rise 
Before lliy Eternal Mind : 

This little span of life, with purblind 
eyes 

That grow completely blind ; 

This little force of brain, 

Holding dim thoughts sublime, 

Too weak to withstand the treacheries 
of Time ; 

This body bent and l>owed in twain, 
Soon racked by growing jxiin, 

Which briefer far than is the life of the 
tree, 

Springs as a flower and fades, and then 
must rot 

And perish and be nut, 

Passing feom mystery 16 mystery ? | 

It is a pain 

To move through the old fields, — e%'en 
though th^ lie 

Befinre bw eyes, we know that never 
again, 

Wbeye our daily feet were used to 
glass. 

any ittoierimli wwlder till we die ; 


Nor to the old grey diurch, with the 
tall spire. 

Whose vane the sunsets Are, 

Where once a little child, by kind hands 
led, 

Would spell the scant memorials of the 
dcad,-^ 

Never again, or once alone, 

When pain and Time are done. 

‘Fhe soaring thoughts of youth 
Arc dead and cold, the victories of 
Thought 

Arc no more prised or sought 
By eyes which draw too near the face 
of Truth. 

Whatever fiiiit or gain 
Fate held in store, 

To tcm[>t the growing soul or brain, 
Allures no more. 

It is as the late Autumn, when the 
fields 

Are bare of flower or fruit ; 

Nor charm nor profit the swept surface 
yields, 

.Sullen and mute ; 

So that a doubting mind might come to 
hold 

The very soul and life were dead and 
cold. 

Hut who can peer 
Into another soul, or tell at all 
What hidden energies befall 
The aged lingering here ? 

When all the weary brain 
Seems dull, the immeasurable fields of 
life 

Lie open to the memojy, ami again 
They know the youthful joys, the 
hurry and the strife, 

And feel, hut gentlier now, the osieieiit 
pain. 
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In the uneasy vigils of the nighty 
Itcforc the tardy light ; 

Or, lonely days, when no young lives 
arc by, 

'I’hcrc come such long processions of 
the dead, 

The buried lives and ho|)es of far-off 
years, 

S()cnt joys and dried up tears, 

That round them staiuK a blessed 
com|iany« 1 

Holding high converge, though no 
word l)e said, 

Till only what is past and gone <loth 
seem 

‘lo live, and ail the I'rescnl is a dream. 

Jso inoy the wintry earth, 

Holding her precious seeds within the 
ground, 

I'ause for the coming birtli, 

When like a trumpet-note the Spring 
dhall sound ; 

So may the roots which, buiicd <lccp 
And .safe within her sleep. 

Whisper ns ‘twere, within, tales of the 
sun, — 

WhUper of leaf and flower, of bee ami 
bird,— 

Till by a sudden glory stirred, 

A mystic influence bids them rise, 
liiursting the narrow sheath 
And cerement of death, 

And bloom as lilies again Uncath the 
recovered skies. 


THE ODE OF CHANGE. 

1 HAVE come to the time of the fatKiig 
of breath ; 

! have readied the cold ihresbold of 
Death! . 


Death ! there is not any Death ; only 
infinite change, 

Only a place of life which is novel and 
strange. 

Change ! there is naught but change 
and renewal of strife, 

Which make up the infinite changes 
we sum up in life. 

l/ifc ! what is life,' that it ceases with 
ceasing of breatli ? 

Death ! what were Life without change, 
but an infinite Death? 

As 1 lie on my l)cd, and the sun, like 
a furnace of fire, 

IhirnK amid the old pines in the west, 
ere the last ray expire, 

Can I drc^im he w'ill rise no move, but 
a fathomle.ss night 

Shall brood o’er Creation for ever, ami 
shut out the light ? * 

It is done, this Day of our Life ; but 
another shall rise, 

Day for ever following Day, in the 
infinite skies, 

Day following Day for ever ! 

Day followin^i Jay, with the starlit 
darknc.i.'i between ; 

('r, maybe in a world where Dawn 
comes, ere our sunset has been ; 

Day following Day for ever I 

For ever ! though wdu) shall tell in 
what seeming or where ? 

In what far-off secret space of Ciod^s 
limitless air ? 

It matters nothing at all what we are 
or where set. 

If a spark of the Infinite Ll[^ can 
shine on os yet. 

Life following Idle Ibr ever I 
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Life ibUowtog Life for ever \ for what 
if ibe Sun 

Grew cbilledi and the Universe cold, 
and the orbits undone. 

And all the great globes should fall 
back into chaos once more ; 

They would wake at a glance of the 
Light, as they wakened before. 
There is no Death for ever ! 

Cease ! but how should we cease while 
God's light shall remain ? 
lie that has lighteil life's dame shall 
light it again ! 

What if He lake back for a while, as 
^ the Sun from the Sea, 

Some spark of the radiance divine that 
bade all things to be ? 

We rest in Him, wc are sunk, we aie 
folded in Him, but wc arc : 

As the star which drow^ near to the Sun 
is obscured, but is still a star. 
There is only Change for ever ! 

Shall 1 fear that 1 shall be change^l aiul 
no more shall be I ?»• 

I who know not what 'tis that I am, to 
live or to die? 

Nay, while God is, I Uw must lie, else 
too weak were His hand ; 

The created is part of His essence,— 
how else could the Maker stand ? 
There U no Peath foe ever 1 

Takts me, oh infinite Cause, and cleanse 
me of wrong ! 

Tjiki tntv raisQ me to higher Being 
thmugh ^iurses long I 
Cleanse me, hf pain, if need be, 
through seons of days 1 
Tal^ me end pmge me, still I will 
answer with proise^ 
there » ho Dmtli for ever 1 


Shall 1 mourn for those who are not 
Nay, while love and regret 
Still linger within our souls, they live 
with US yet. 

If we love, then the souls that we love, 
they exist and they^otre. 

As memory which makes us ourselves, 
brings prcctous things from far. 
D>ve lives and is for ever ! 

Wc arc part of an Infinite Scheme, 

All wc that are ; 

Man the high crest and crown of 
things that be, 

The fiery-hcarted earth, the cold un- 
fathomed sea, 

The central sun, the intermittent star. 
I'hings great and small, 

We arc but parts of the Eternal All ; 
We live not in a barren, baseless 
dream ; 

No endless, incfiectual chain 
Of chance successions launched in 
vain ; 

But every beat of Time, 

Each sun that shines or faib to shine, 
Each animate life that comes to throb 
or cease, ^ * 

Each life of herb or tree 
Which blooms and fruit •» and then 
forgets to be. 

Each change of strife and peace. 

Each soaring thought sublime, 

Each deed of wrong and blood, 

Each impulse towards an unatuioed 
good,— 

AH with a sure, unfaltering working 
(end 

To one Inefiable, Beatific End. 

Oh hidden .Scheme, perfect Thyself, 
and take 

Our petty lives, and mould as 
Thou wilt! 
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All things that arc* are only for Thy 
sake, 

And not to ol^cy Thcc is our only 
guilt ! 

Terfect Thyaclf, and he fulfilled, oh 
great 

Unfathomable W'ill, who hrt our Life 
and Fate ! 

There is hope, but nothing of fear, 

Nought but a patient intncl* 

For him who waits with conscience 
clear 

And soul resigned 


Whate'er the mystic coming change 
Shall bring of new and strange. 

He looks l)ack once upon the fields of 
life, 

The go(Kl and evil locked in strife, 

The happy and the unhappy days* 

The Right we always love, the oft- 
triumphant Wrong ; 

And all his lleing to a secret song 
Sings with a mighty and unfaltering 
voice— 

** I have been ; Thou hast done all 
thiiig«i well ; I am glad : I give 
thanks ; I rejoice I ’* 


SONGS UNSUNG. 


PlCrUKES—h 

AuuvJK the abysmal uiidivide<l deep 
A train of |:Wy streaming from afar ; 
And in the van* to w*ake the worlds 
from sleep, 

One on whose forehead shines the 
Morning*Star, 


* Three peaks, one loftier, oil in virgin 
, white, 

PoiMrd high in cloud land w hen the day 
! is done, 

j And on the mid-most , forabove the nfghf , 
I The rose-red of the iong>dep«f^ sun. 


- * 1 A wild girl reeling, helpless, like to fall, 

; Down a hushed street at dawn in mid- 
l4>ng*roUing surges of a falling sea, summer ; 

the sheer clifis of an unknown ! And one who had clean forgot their 
shoK; post and oil, 

And by a fttuged rock, swaying help* ' Froiu a lit palace casement pities her. 
lessly 

A mast with broken cordoge^nothing ■■■■■ " ■ — ■ « 

more. f 


A young man, only clothed with fouth^a 
first bloom, 

In mien and form an anfd, not ini^ ; 
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Hard by, a fell w(>rm crawling from a A flare of lamplight in a shameful 
tomb, 

And one, wide-eyed, who cric^, The 
Enemy ! ” 


A lake of molten fires which swell and 
surge 

And fall in thunders on the burning 
verge ; 

And one a queen rapt, with illumined 
(ace. 

Who doth defy the (Kwlde*-*^ of the 
place. 


Eros lieneath a rcd-cuppetl tree, asleep, 
And ’mid the flowers, and thro' the air 
above, 

Fair boys with silver wings who smiling 
peep 

Upon the languid Imiscned limbs of love. 


A darkling gateway, thronged with 
entenng ghosts, 

And a grave janitor, who .seems to say : 
“Woe, woe to youth, to life, which 
idly boasts ; 

1 am the Eml, and mine the ap]>oinled 
Way/' 


A yotttig Faun making music on a ree<]. 
Deep ilia leafy dell to Arcady i 
Three ^l-nym]^ flOr, in musing 
though take heed 

Of the itiange' youth** mysteiious 

laeM^ 


place 

Full of wild revel and unchecked 
offence, 

And in the midst, one freidi scarce- 
sullied face, 

Within her eyes, a. dreadful innocence. 


A quire of seraphs, chanting row on 
row, 

With lute and \iol and high trumpet 
notes ; 

.\nd, al>ove all, their soft young eyes 
aglow — 

Child angels, making laud from flill 
clear throats. 


Some, on a cliff at dawn, in agony ; 
Below, a scaly horror on the sea, 
Lashing the leaden surge. Fast-bound, 
a maid 

Waits on the verge, alone, but unafraid. 


A poisonoius dead, sad sea-marsh, 
fringed with pine, 

Scarce lit by mouldering churches, old 
as Time ; 

Beyond, on high, just touched with 
wintry rime. 

The long chain of the autumnal Apen* 
nine. 


A god*likc Presence, beautiful as Dawn^ 
Watching, upon an ttAtiodden .iofltmft 
white, 
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The Earth’s last day grow full, and 
fade in night ; 

Then, with a sigh, (he Presence is 
withdrawn. 


A sheer rockdslct, frowning on the sea 
Where no ship sails, nor ever life may 
be : 

Thousands of leagues around, from pole 
lo jKile, 

'I'he unbounded lonely ix'eaii-i urrenls 
• roll. 


\'oii»g maids who wander on a flower* 
lit lawn, 

In springtide <»f their lives as of the 
year ; 

Meanwhile, ttnnolicerl, swifr, a thing 
of fear, 

Across the sun, a deadly shadow drawn. 


Slow, hopeless, overborne, without a 
word, 

'i'wo issuing, as if from l*aradise ; 

Ikhind them, stern, and with unptlying 
eyes, 

Tlwir A.aincr selves, wielding a two- 
edged svrord. 


A weary woman trkked with gold and 
gem. 

Wearing some alrange barbattc diadem, 
Soom onher Uj^and, like a hidden firev 
Within her eyes emd nndaked dcsife* 


Two agcal figoies, poor, and blurred 
with tears ; 

Their child, a bold proud woman, 
sweeping by ; 

A hard cold face, which pities not^nor 
fears, 

And all contempt and evil in her eye. 


Aroiiml a liarpMclumI, a bluc-e3Td 
throng 

Of long deatl children, rnpi in sounds 
devout, 

I 111 Home old grange, while on that 

I silent song 

. i’he salibnih twilight fades, and stars 
come out. 


The end of things created ; 1 headful 
night, 

Advancing swift on sky, and earth, and 
sea ; 

But at the zenith a departing light, 

A soaring countless blessed company 1 


YY/E LE.ISOH OF TIME. 

I.EAi> thou me, Spirit of the World, 
and I 

Will follow wlicre thou Icadcst, will* 
ingly ; 

Not with the careteas sceptic’s uUe 
mood, 

Nor blincUy seeili^ some OMal g«iCN$ ; 

For I have long siiicft to 
day 

WllQse motAiotg aixtits HaW ikd and 
curled aw«y-*» 
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That bfcathlcss afleniooii*ti<le when They marked iheii hqpesj their ftithi» 
the Sun their longing! fii^» 

Ha1ts» os it were, before his Journey And found ft koUtude tl^iiiselvee had*< 
done, made ; 

Calm ns a river broadening toward the j 'Hjvy came, as I, to hope which con* 
main, Mwtrs doubt, 

Which never plunges down the rocks i Though sun and moon and every star 
again, 1 go out ; 

But, clearly mirroretl in its tranquil ; *1 hey ceased, w liilc at their side a still 
deep, voice said, 

Holds tower and spire and forest as in “ hear not, have courage: blessed arc 
sleep. the dead.’' 


How old and worn the melapbor ap- They were my brothers- of f»ne bloo<l 
- pears, with me, 

Old a.-* llic talc <»f passing hopes and . As with the uniwn myriads who shall 
fears ! . be : 

New as the .springti<lc air, which day 1 am content to rise and fall as they ; 
t)y (iay i I waldi the ilawning of the Perfect Day. 

Breathes on young lives, and speeds 

them on ihcir way. ; Lead ihou me, Spirit, willing anil 

content 

The Roman knew it, and the Hellene j 'Y^^ Ik*, if thou wouldst have me, 
too ; i wholly spent. 

Assyrian and Egyptian proved it true ; I I am thine own, 1 neither strive nor cry : 

Who found for youth’s young glory and j Stretch forth thy , hand, 1 grasp it, 
its glow silently. 

Sereifer lifo, and calmer tides run ^low. 1 


And them oblivion lakes, and thoMr ; VENOREDf SAINT, 

before, I 

Whose veiy name and^ race we know j Tills is Paris, the l>eautiful city, 

no more, ’ ! Heaven’s gate to the rich, to the poor' 

To whom, oh Spirit of the World and j without pity. 

Idan, The clear sun shines on the fair town’s 

Thou didst reveal TliyseK wtieii Time j gtacta. 

And on the cold green of the ahruiilien 
river, 

And the chill East Idows, as would 
blow for ever, 

On the holiday gnmps with thdr ihiii* 
ing faoea. 


begiUA^ 

Tl^ foU* as I, wiua none may undcr- 
staiids 

Tliey tooclied thiwagti darkness on a 
JUddenhand^. .. 
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For this is the one solemn day of the 
season, 

^When all the saifl march of her gay 
unreason 

Pauses a while, and a thin veil of 
sadness 

Half hides, from strange eyes, the old 
riot and madness 

And the churches arc rrowded with 
devotees holy, 

Rich and poor, saint and sinner, the 
great and the lowly. 

« « V » 

Here is a roofless palace, where gape 

Hbck casements in rows without n>rm 
or sha|)C : 

A sordid ruin, whose swift decay 

Speaks of that terrible morning in 
May 

When the whole fair city was blood 
and fire, 

And the black smoke of ruin rose 
higher and higher, 

And through the still streets, ’ncath 
the broad Spring sun, 

Kvery where murder and rapine were 
done ; 

Women lurking, with torch in hand, 

Fvil eyed, sullen, who soon should 
stand 

liefore the sliarp Iniyonets, dripping 
with blood, 

"^And be stabbed through and through, 
or shot dead where they stood, 

4 « * * 

Thta is the bnuid-new ildtel de Vitk, 

WiMNre sis hundred wretches met death 
in the fire ; 

Klnfed round with a pitiless hedge of 
sted. 

Not one migjht escape that swifit ven* 
geanee. Tch^y 


j The ruin, the carnage, ore clean swept 
j away ; 

And the sumptuous facades, and the 
> high roofs aspire, 

I And, u|K»n the broad square, the white 
j palace face 

; I.o(As down w ith a placid and meaning- 
grace, 

Ignoring the bloodshed, the struggle, 
the sorrow, 

The doom that has l>een, and that may 
« l»e tomt)rro\v, 

l lu* hidden hatred, the mad ciuleavoui, 
The strife that still is and shall bo for 
ever. 

« • » • 

, 1 lore rise the twin-towers of Notre Dame, 
Through siege, and revolt, and ruin 
the same. 

Seo the people in crowds pressing 
onward, .slowly, 

Along the dark aisles to the altar holy— 
The altar, to-day, wrapt in mourning 
and gloom, 

Since He whom they worship lies dead 
in the tomb. 

I'hcre, by a liny acolyte tended, " 

A Tound-checketl child in his cassock 
white. 

Lies the tortured figure to whicli are 
bended 

The knees of the passers who gare on 
the sight, 

And the peo|>)e fall prostrate, and kiss 
and mourn 

’J1ie fikir dead limbs which the imits 
have torn. . 

And the poastonate idlnc coomu from 
the quiie. 

Full of soft ehen^s of a yearaiiig pity 
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The mournful voices accordant aspire 
To ihc fnr-ofT gales of the Heavenly 
City ; 

Ami the clear, keen nlio, soaring high 
and higher, 

Mounts now a surging fountain, now a 
heavenward fire. 

Ay, eighteen centuries after the day, 

. A world -worn populace kneel and pray, 
As they pa^s !>y and gaze on the limbs 
unbroken. 

What symbol is this? of what yearnings 
the token ? 

What ^(K*li this that leads men a jiart 
-r to Ik*. 

Of this old Judaan <lealh agtmy ? 

And 1 asked, Was it nought but a 
Kaiuic Uivine, I 

That for low'cr natures consented to 
die? 

t ould a greater than human sacritice, 
Still make (he tears spring t<» the w<irl<l' 
worn eye ? 

One thought only it was that replicrl, 
and no other : 
l*hiii man was our bixither. 

* • 

As I pass from the church, in the cold 
East wind, 

' living its solemn teachings behind : 
Once again, on the verge of the chill 
blue river. 

The blighted buds on the branches 
shiver; 

Here, again, stream (he holiday groups, 
with delight 

Gaping in wonder at some new right. 

'Tis an c^peii doclhray, .Mtualid and low^ 
Asid crowds which ceaselessly come and 


Careless enough ere they see the right 

Which leaves the gay fhces pallid and 
white ; 

Something is there which can change 
their iiukkI, 

And check the holiday (low of the 
blooil. 

For the face which they see is the face 
of 1 )calh. 

Strange, such a thing as the ceasing of 
breath 

shonhLwiirk such miraculous change as 
here : 

turn the thing that we love, to a thing 
of fear ; 

'tVansform the virdid, (he low, the 
mean, 

lo a phantasm, )M>intmg to OetKlis 
unseen. 

riierc they lie, the dead, unclaimed 
and unknown, 

Each on hU narrow and sloping stone. 

'lltc chill water drip.s from each to the 
ground ; 

No other movement is there, nor sound. 

With the look which they wore when 
they came to dife, 

'I'hcy gaze from blind eyes on the piti- 
less sky. 

No woman to-day, thank Heaven, L 
here ; 

Ilul men, old for the most part, and 
broken quite, 

Who, finding lhj.s sad world a place of 
fear, 

Have leapt forth hopclcs.riy into the 
night, 

llankrapl of faith, without love, un- 
friended, 

Dead-tired of life's comedy ere ’twas 
ended. 
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But here is one younger, whose ashy 
face 

Bears some faint shadow of former 
grace. 

What brought him here ? was it love's 
sharp fever ? 

Was she worse than dead that he bore 
to leave her ? 

Or was his young life, ere its summer 
came, 

Burnt by l'assit)n s whirlwinds as by a 
ilamc. 

I 

Was it Drink or Dcstio, or the dies j 
sure shame, 

Which led this jKior wamlercr to deep | 
disgrace ? I 

Was it hopeless inisfortuiie, unmised i 

with blame, | 

That laid him here dead, in this dread- 1 

ful place ? j 

Ah Heaven, of these nineteen long I 
centuries, ; 

Is the sole fruit this thing with the 
sightless eyes ! 

Yesterday, passion and struggle and’ 
s strife, 

'^9Hatrcd% it may be, and anger-choked 
breath $ 

Yesterday, fear and the burden of life ; 

To-day, Ute cold ease and the calmness 
of death : 

And that which strove and sinned and 
yielded there, 

in what hidden place of God's 
mysterious air ? 

Whatever he has been, here now he 
liesi 

Facing the stare of rnipitying eyes. 

1 turn from the dank and dishonoured 
face. 


To the fair dead Christ by his altar 
place, 

Ami the same thought replies to my 
soul, and no other— 

This., too, was our brother. 


MORE, NO more:' 

** N'o inort*, no more,” the autumnal « 
^hadows cry ; 

“No more, no more,*' our failing 
hearli reply : 

Oh \ that our lives were come to that 
calm shore 

Where change is tlonc, and fading is 
no more. 

But should Aomc mightier hand com 
pletion send, 

And smooth life's stream unrippled to 
its cud, 

( )ur sated souls, tilled with an aching 
pain, 

Would yearn for fleeting days andyear.s 
again. 

Thrice blessed be the salutary change 

Which day by day brings thoughts and 
feelings strange t 

Our gain is loss, we keep but what we 
give, 

And only daily dying may we live* 

% 

THE HE%V CREED. 

Ykstkiiday, to a girl 1 said*- 

“ I take DO pity on the unworthy dead, 

'fhe wicked, the the %ile who 

diej » 

Twere lietter thus that they shdiSld tot 
and lie* 
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The bweet, the lovable, the just I 

Make holy dust ; “There is nowhere else/* and in the 

Elsewhere than on the earth wintry ground 

Shall come their second birth. When we have laid the dorlii^s of uur 

Until they go each to his destined ' lovc^ 

place, The little lad with eyes of blue, 

Whether it be to bliss or to disgrace, . The little maid with curls of gold, 

'Tis well that both shall rest, aii<l for a . ()r the beloved aged face 

while be dead,** On which each passing year stamps a 

“ There is nowhere else,” she said- diviner grace— *' 

That is the end of all, the narrow 
“There is nowhere else.’* And this • bound. 

was a girl’s voice ’ Why look our C)’e» above 

Who, some short tale of summers gone To an unreal home prhich mortal never 
to-day, knew — 

Would carelessly rejoice, Fold the hands on the breast, the clay- 

As life’s blithe springtide passtxl u]»<m cold lingcis fold ? 

its way - No waking comes there to the uncaring 

And all yonlh’s inhiiite hope and bhxiiii dead ! 

Shone round her; nor might .iny ' “Tlicrc is nowhere else,” she said, 
shadow of gloom i 

Fall on her as she pasHil fiom flower Strange; is it old t>r new, this deep 
to flower ; ! distress ? 

Love sought her, with full dower Or do the generations, as they press 

Of happy wedlodc and young lives to Onward for ever, onward Klill, 
rear ; Finding no truth Uj fill 

Nor shed her eyes a (ear, Their starving yearning souls, from year 

Save for some passing pity, fancy-bred. to year ^ * 

AH good things were around her— Feign some new' form of fear 

riches, love. To fright them, some new tenor 

All that the heart and mind can move. Couched on the jmth of error, 

The precious things of art, the un- Some cold and desolate word w'hicli, 
defiled like a blow, 

^ And innocent affection of a child. Forbids the current of their faith to (low, 

Oh girl, who always sunny ways dost Makes slow their pulse’s eager beat, 
tread. And, chilling all their wonted heat, 

What curse is this that blights that Leaves them to darkling thoughts and 
comely head ? dreadsaprey, 

For right or wrong there is no further : Uncheered by dauning shaft cm* setting 
place j^btmhere, ray? 

No saDCtitiaKif hope, no chastening - 

' fear? 1 Ah, old it is, indeed, and nowise new. 

“ There is now^here else,” she said. This is the poison-growth that grew 
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1m U)C old thinkcrb’ fancy -haiuiled j 
groiitul. 

TIk 7 , bliiuleil by «ome keen tuo- vivid 
gleam 

Of the Unseen, to which all things did 
seem 

1 o shape themselves and tend. 

Solved, by some Giant Force, the 
Mystery of Things, 

And, soarAg all too high on Fancy's 
wings, 

Saw in dead matter both their Source | 
and Knd. 

"Jliey felt the self-same shock and pain J 
As I who hear these prattiings cold to- j 
day. : 

Not otherwise of old the fool to his I 
heart did say. j 

*• There is no other place of joy or 
grief. 

Nor wrong indoubt, nor merit in lx.*lief : 
Tlicrc is n<» Cod, nor LonI of quick 
and dead ; 

There is nowhere else/’ they siiid. 

And, indectl, if any to whom life's path ’ 
were rough 

Should say as you, he had cause mnyl)c | 
at sight. j 

Truly, the way is steep and hard enough, | 
And wrong is tangled and confused j 
with right ; ! 

Ami from all the world there goes a 
solemn sound 

Of lainentations, rising from the ground, \ 
C onfused as that which shocks the won- ' 
dering ear i 

Of one who, gliding on the still lagrinc, ! 
Finds the oar's liquid plash uikI tunc 
Lost tn wild cries of freniy and of 
fear, 

And knows the I&le of Madness draw* 
ing near ; 


j And the great scheme, if scheme there 
be indeed, 

Is a book deet>er than our eyes may 
read, 

Full of wild paradox, and vain endea* 
v(nir, 

I And hopes and faiths which 6nd com* 
piction never. 

Fur ^uch a one, in seasons of dismay 
And ftark ilcpression deepening to 
despair, 

Clouds come ofttimes to veil the face 
of day, 

And there is no rny left of all the beams 
of gold, 

The glow, the radiance bright, the un- 
clouded faith of old. 

llul you, poor child forlorn, 

Ah ! better were it you were never born ; 
Ucltcr that you had Hung your heat I 
away 

On some coarse lump of clay ; 

Belter defeat, disgrace, childlcb:xneai., 
all 

That can a solilaiy life befall, 

Than to have all things and yet be 
SelM>ound to dark despondency, 

And sclf*lormen(cd, lieyond reach of 
doubt. 

By some cold woi J that puts all yearn- 
ings out. 

There is nowhere else," Uie said ; 
This is the outcome of their crude Belief 
Who are, beyond all rescue and relief, 
Being self-slain and numbered with the 
dead. 

“ There is no God but Force, 

Which, working alwiqrs on its destined 
course, ^ 

Speeds on its way and knows no thought 
of change* 
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Withia the germ the molecule fares free, ' 
Holding the potency of what shall be ; ' 
Within the little germ lurks the heaven- i 
reaching tree : 

No break is there in all the cosmic 
show. ; 

What place is there, in all the Scheme 
Immense, 

For a remote unworking Excellence 
\X'hich may not l»e perceived by any 
sense, 

Which makes no humble blade of grass 
to grow. 

Which adds no single link to things and 
thoughts we know ? 

For everything that is, indccfl, 

Ikars with it its own seed ; 

It cannot change or ccasc and be no 
more ; ' 

All things for ever arc even as they * 
were liefore, 

Or if, by long degrees and slow, 

More complex doth the organism grow', • 
It makes no break in the eternal plan ; 1 
There is no gulf that yaw ns l>ctwecn i 
the herb and man.” 

Por^r child, what is it they have taught, ; 
Who through deep glooms and desert 
wastes of thought ' 

Have brought to such os you their dreary ' 
creed? 

Have they no care, indeed, 

For all the glorious gains of man’s long , 
post, ! 

For all OUT higher hope of what shall . 

be at last ? ’ 

** All things are moulded in one mould ; • 
Hiey spring, Ihey are, they fade by one ' 
compulsion cold— ; 

Some dark necessity we cannot know', j 
Which bids them wax and grow, — 


That is sutficient cause for all things, 
quick and dead ! '* 

** There is no Cause else,'* she said. 

Oh, poor indeed, and in evil case, 

Who shuuldst be far from sound of doubt 
As a maiden in some rehiful place 
Whose tranquil life, year in year out, 

I^ built on gentle worship, kpmely day< 
Lit each by its owm light of prayer and 
praise, 

For whom the spire ])oint8 alw'ays to 
the sky. 

And heaven lies open to the cloistered 
eye. 

For us, for us, w-ho mid the weary strife 
And jangling discords of our life 
Are day by day iqiprcst, 

’Tw’cre lit lie wonder were our souls 
distrust, 

God, and the life to be, and all our 
early trust 

Being far from us expelled and thrust ; 
But for you, child, w'ho cannot know' 
at all 

To what mysterious laws we stand or 
fall. 

To wliat bad heights the WTong within 
may grow, 

To w hat dark deeps the stream of hope* 
less lives may flow ! 

For let the doubter cavil as he can, 
'rhere is no wit in man 
Wliich can make Force rise higher 
still 

Up to the heights of Will,— 

No phase of Force which finite minds 
can know 

Can self-determmed grow, 

And of itself elect what shall its essence 
Ijc: 

The to all eternity, 
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Unchanged, unshapcd, it goes upon its 
blintled way ; 

Not' can all forces nor all laws 
llring ceasing to the scheme, nor any 
pause, 

Nor shape it to the mould in which to be-- 
Form from the winged seed the myriad - 
bronchiug tree, — 

Nor guide the force once sped, so that 
it turn 

To Water-floods that tpicnch or Fires 
tluit burn, 

% now to the electric curriMU change, 
^r draw all things by some atti action 
strange. 

t >r in the brain of man, working unseen, 
Rubliinc, 

'I'ransccnd the narrow bounds of Space 
and Time. 

Whence comes the innate Power which 
knows to guide 

The force deflecteil so from side to side, 
Tliat not a banen line from whence to 
where 

It goes upon its way through the un- 
fettered air ? 

\Mmt launched the prisoned atom on 
its fruitful course? 

Ah, it was more than Force 
Which gave the Universe of things it** 
form and face ! 

Fo»ce moving on its path through Time 
and .Space 

Would round no orb, but leave nil 
barren still. 

A higher Ft)wer, it was, the worlds 
could form and fill ; 

Am by some pre-existent harmony 
Were all things made as Fate would 
have them be— 

Fate, the ineffable Word of an Eternal 
Will. 


All things that are or seem, 

Whether we wake who see or do but 
dream, 

Are of that Primol Will phantasms, if 
no more ; 

Who sees these right sees G<m 1, ami 
seeing doth adore. 

Joy, suffering, evil, go<jd, 

W'h.iteV'f oin daily fowl, 

WhaleVr the mystery and paradox of 

ihing-^, 

Low creeping thoughts ami high im.i- 
ginings. 

The lauglilers of the world, the age- 
long groan, 

Hiing to his mind one name, one thought 
alone ; 

AH Iwjauiy, right, deformity, or WTong, 
.^ingto his ear one high unchanging song ; 
Ami cver>’lhing that is, to his rapt 
fancy bring? 

The huklen lieal through space of the 
I'lornal Wings. 

Where did the Idea dwell, 

At first, which was of all the germ and 
seed ? 

Which worked from Discord order, 
from blind Force 

Sped all the Cosmos on its upward 
course? 

' W hich held within the atom and the cell 
! The whole vast hidden Universe, shel- 
tered well, 

^ Till the hour came to unfold it, and the 
need? 

‘ \Mul did the evcr-npwaid growth con- 
ceive, 

- Which from the obedient maitad formed 
the herb, the tree, 

. The animal, the man, the high growths 
that shall be? 
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Ever from simpler to more complex Shapes all the forms of things* and 

keeps them still 

Tlie long processions from a suurce un* Oliedient to the Unknown Perfect 
known Will. 

Unfold themselves across the scene of Ami slmll the life that is the highest 
life. ibat we know, , 

Oh blessed struggle and strife* Shall this, alone, no more Increase, ex* 

Earc onw'ard to the end, since froni a pand and grow ? 

Source 

'Ihou art, which doth transcend and Nay, somewhere else there Is, although 
doth cktenninc Force ! ^ve know not where, 

Fare onward to the end ; nr>i from shape Ciod gives our 

Force, deatl and blind Ijvcs to wear. 

Thou comest, but from the depths of \Ve arc content, whatever it shall be t’^ 
the Creative Mind. Content, through all eternity. 

To be whatever the .Spirit of the Worhl 
Fare" on to the end, but how should deem best ; — 

ending bo, Content to be at rest ; 

If Will be in the Universe, and plan? Coiiicni to work and fare through end* 
Some higher thing shall Ihc, that which , Ics*; days ; 

to-flay is* Man. ! Uontenl {o spend ourselves in endless 

Undying is each cosmic force : ! praise ; 

Undying, but transformed, it runs its 1 Nay, if it be the Will Divine, 

endless course. ! ('ontenl to I>e, and through long lives 

It cannot wane, or sink, or In? no ' to pine, 

more. j Fnr from the light which vivifies, the 

Not even the du.st and lime which i fire 


clotlie ns round 

Lose their own substance in the charnel- 
ground, 

Dr carried far upon the weltering wind ; 
Only wdth other growths combined, 

In some new whole they arc for ever — 
Th^ arc, and perish naver. 

The great suns shed themselves in heat 
and light 


! Which breathe:* our lieing ami 

(loth inspire 

; All >.ciaring thoughts and hopes which 
light our pathway here ; 

’ Content, though with some natural 
I thrill of fear, 

i To l>e purged through by age-long 
j pain, 

• Till we resume our upward march 


On the %‘ast vacant interstellar air, ; again ; 

Till when their scattered elements unite j Content, at need, to take some lower 


Hiey are rq>lenished as before they j form, ^ 

were, j Some humbler herb or worm 

Nothing is lost, nor can lie : change ! To lie awhile, if e'er the eternal plan 
alone, I Go back from higher to lower, from 


Unceasing, never done, 


man to less than man. 
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Not so, indeed, we hold, but rather And, sickening for the dear lost lives 
this— again, 

That all Time gone, that all that was Through his o’ennastering pain 

or is, I Should break the awful bounds the 

The scarped cliff, the illimitable Past, j Kternal sets between 

ITiis troth alone of all truths else hold \ That whicli lives Here, and There, the 
fast 1 Seen and the Unseen ; 

From lower to higher, from simple to ■ 

comidete, : And having gained once more 

This is the pathway of the Eternal Feet; 'ITiis little Earth, should reach iho 
h’rom earth to lichen, herb to flowering scarce-left place 

tree, Which greets him with imchang<''l 

^From cell to creeping worm, from man familiar face — 

to what shall lie. 'fhe well- remembered door, 

Tilts is the solemn lesson of all time, fhe lose he watered blooming yet, 

This is the teaching of the voice Nought to remember or forget, 

sublime : ' No change in all the world except in 

Eternal are the worlds, and all that him, 

them do fill ; i Nor there save in some sense already dim 

Eternal is the march of the Creative ' Before the unaltered past, so that he 
Will ; j seem 

Eternal is the life of man, and sun, and | A mortal spirit still, and what was 
star ; ' since, a dream ; 

Ay, even thtmgh they fade a while, ' 

they arc ; And in the well-known room 

And Ihougli they pause from shiiiine, j pjnds all the blithe remembered faces 
speed for ever still. : (irown sad and blurred by recent traces 

5 Of a new sorrow and gloom, 

I And when his soul to comfort them is 
A GREAT GULF. fain 

j Mourns his voice mute, his form 
If any tender sire ! unknown, unseen, 

Who sits girt nmnd by loving faces ( And thinks with irrepressible pain 
And happy childhood’s thousand ^ Of all the happy days which late have 
gracest lH?en, 

TbnM^h sudden crash or fire j And feels his new life's inmost chambers 

2 i|ld 'scape from tills poor life to | stirred 

tome mysterious air, | If only of his own, he might be seen or 

, dwelling solitary there, ( heard ; 

his unfilled and yearning father’s < 
heart Then if, at length. 

Pierced through some intolerable The father’s yearning and overburdened 
smart ; soul 
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Burst into shape and voice wliich bcorn 
control 

Of its despairing strenglhi — 

Ah Heaven ! ah pity for the present 
dread 

Which rising, strikes the old affection 
dead ! 

Ah, better wore it far than this thing 
to remain, 

VoiceK'ss, unseen, un1ovc<1, for ever 
and in pain t 

So when a finer mind, 

Knowing its old self swept by some 
weird change 

An<l the old thought deceased, or el^e 
' gjown strange, 

Tiirns to thOf.o loft behind, 

W'ith passionate stress and mighty 
yearning stirred,— 

It strives to stand revealed in shajH! 
and word 

In vain; or by strong travail \i';iblc 
grown, 

Finds but a world estrangc<l, and lives 
and dies alone ! 


ONE DAY. 

One day, one day, our lives shall seem 
Thin as a brief forgotten dream : 

One day, our souls by life opprest, 
Shall ask no other boon^than rest. 

And shall no hope nor longing come. 
No memory of our former home, 

No yearning for the loved, the dear 
Dead lives that are no longer here? 

If this be age, and age no more 
Ketttl the 1iope% the fears of yore, 

The dear dead mother's accents mild, 
lisping of the little child, 


Come, Death, and slay os ere the 
blood 

Run slow, and turn our lives from good ; 
For only in such memories we 
Consent to linger and to be. 


SEASONS. 

Till-: cohls aiiuls rave on the icy 
river, 

The leafless branches complain and 
shiver, 

riic snow clouds sweep on, to a dre.iry 
tunc, — 

Can these be the earth and the heavens 
of June ?— 

When the t)lossoming trees gleaip in 
virginal wliiic, 

Ancl heavenV gale opens wide in the 
lucid night, 

And there comes no sound on the 
perfumed air 

But the passionate brown bird, carolling 
fair, 

• 

And the lush grass in upland and low- 
land stands deep, 

And the loud landrail lulls the children 
to sleep, 

And the white still road and the thick 
leaved wood 

Arc haunted by fanciful solitude ; 

And by garden and lane men and 
maidens walk, 

Busied with trivixd, loverlike talk ; 

And the while an<l the red rose, newly 
} blown, 

{ Open, each with a perfume and grace 
• of its own. 



330 


IIJE PATHOS OP ART— IN THE STRAND. 


The cold wind sweeps o’er the desolate 
hill, 

The stream is bound fast and the wolds 
are chill ; 

An«l by the dead flats, where the cold 
blasts moan, 

A bent Ixidy wearily plods alcine. 


THE PATHOS OF ART. 

Orr, seeing the old painters* art, 

We find the tear unbidden start, 

And feel our full hearts closer grow 
To the far days of long ago. 

Not burning Aiith, or godlike [lain, 
t 'an thus our careles-s thought enchain ; 
fhe heavenward gare of souls sublime, 
At (i^ice transcends, and conquers time. 

Nor pictured form of seer or saint, 
Which bands inspired delight to paint ; 
Art’s highest aims of hand or longue. 
Ago not, but are for ever young, 

Ihit some imperfect trivial sccoc, 

Of homely life which once has been, 

Of youth, so soon to |)a.ss away, 
or happy childhood's briefer day ; 

Or humble daily tasks portrayed— 

The thrifty mistress with her maid ; 
The flowers, upon the casement set, 
Which in our Aprils blossom yet ; 

'Die long processions, never done ; 

Tile time-worn palace, scaroc begun ; 

gondolier, who plies his oar 
For stately sirs or dames of yore ; 

The girl with fair hair morning-slurred, 
Who swings the casement for Her Idid ; 


The hunt ; the feast ; the simple mirth 
Which mark^ the marriage or the 
birth ; 

The burly forms, from side to side 
Swift rolling on the froxen tide ; 

The long-haired knights ; the ladic=» 
prim ; 

Tlu* chanted madrigal or hymn 

The opeia, with its stately throng ; 
The twilight church aisles stretching 
long : 

I'he spires upon the wotnlcd W'old ; 

The dead pathetic life of old ; — 

Thcjse all the musing mind can fill— 
.So dead, so past, yet living still : 

Oh dear dead lives, oh hands long gone, 
Whose life, whose Art still lingers on ! 


/X THE STRAN/h 

In the midst of the busy and roaring 
Strand, 

Dividing life’s current on either hand, 

A time-w»orn city church, sombre and 
grey, 

Waits, w hile the multitude passes away. 

Beside it, a strait plot of churchyard 
ground 

Is icnccd by a time-worn railing 
around ; 

I And within, like a pavement, the 
; ground is spread 
I With the smooth worn stones of the 
nameless dead. 

\ 

But here and there, in the spaces 
between. 

When the slow Spring bursts, and the 
fields grow green. 
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Every year that comes, *mul the graves 
of the dead 

Some ]arge*1eaved flower-stem lifts up 
its henrh 

In the Spring, though yet the sharp 
East l>e here, 

This grtten stem burgeons forth year by 
year : 

'rhrtmgh twenty swift sunmicrs and 
more, have I seen 

This tender shoot rise fmm it** sheath 
of green. 

New busy crowds pass on witli hurry* 
ing feet, 

The young lives grow old and the old 
pass away ; 

Hut unchanged, ’mid the graves, at the 
fnleil day, 

The green sheath bursts upwards and 
grows complete. 


CCFl VM NON AN 1 MUM. 

Oil fair to l>c, oh sweet to be 
In fancy’s shallop faring free, 

With silken sail and fairy mast 
To float till all the world be ]m»sI 1 

Oh happy fortune, on and on 
To wander far till care be gone, 

Round l>celling capes, ti» unknown 
seas, 

Seeking the fair Hc'^pcrides ! 

Hut is there any land oi sea 
Where toil and trouble cease to be— 
Some dim, unfonnd, diviner shore, 
Where men m.ay sin and nuutrn ilo 
more ? 

Ah, not the feeling, but the sky 
We change, however far we fly ; 

I low swift soe'er our bark may Kpci*<l, 
Faster the blessed isles recede. 


From the gras'c it bursts hjrtii, ’mid the 
graves it shall die, 

It shall die as we die, a> it livc^ we 
shall live ; 

And this poor flow'er has stronger 
assurance to give, 

TImn volume.s of learning, which 
blunder or lie. 

V 

For out of the dust and decay of the 
tomb, 

It springs, the sun calling, to beauty 
and bloom ; 

And amid the sad city, *mid death and 
’mid strife^ 

It preaches Us mystical promise of life. 


j Nay, lx.*st it is at h(»me to find 
{ Fo(m 1 for the lal muring heort and mind, 
’ Ami take, since llm# |he world grows 

I 

j I>u(y an<l pleasure everywhere. 

I 

i Oh wcH-uorn road, oh homely W'ay, 
Where pace our footsteps, day Ijy day, 
The homestead and the church which 
Ixiund 

The tranquil seasons' circling round ! 

Ve hold experiences which reach 
Depths which no change of skies can 
teach, 

The saintly thought, the secret strife 
Which guide, which do perturb our 
life. 
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NIOBE. 

ON Sli'YLUS. 

An me, ah me! on this high mountain 
peak, 

Which far ahovc the Rcclhing Ly<lian 
plains 

Takes the first dawn-shaft, and the sun- 
set keeps 

When all the fields grow dark— T, 
Niohe, 

A mother’s heart, pent in a prison of 
stone, 

Staml till day in the vengeful siin-gtHl’s 
eye, 

Stand all night in the cold gaze of the 
moon, 

Who lioih long ages since conspiring, 
•^Icw 

My children,— I a childless mother 
now 

Who was most blest, a grieving woman 
still, 

Who am bereft of all, yet cannot die. 


Of rhythmic grace, and musical utter- 
ance 

As when, in far-off Thebes, the en- 
chanteil wall 

Rose perfect, to the music of his lyre. 

Ah me, the fatal day ! f'or at high noon 

1 sale within my Theban palace fail* — 

: Deep summer-time it was— and marked 
the crowd 

I'rom the thronged city street, to the 
smooth plain, 

Sticam joyously ; the brave youths, full 
of life, 

Slrippctl for the mimic fray, the leap, 
the race, 

The wrestling; and the princes, my 
strong sons, 

The fair limbs I had borne beneath my 
zone 

Grown to full stature, such as maidens 
love,— 

; The sinewy arms, the broad chests, and 
strong loins 

. Of manhood ; the imperfect flower-like 


forms. 

Ah day, ill-ftUed day, which wrecked , Ivager with youth’s first fires; my 
my life ! youngest born, 

1 was the happy mother of strong sons. My darling, doffing his ephebic robe 
brave, beautiful, all in their bloom of Which late he donned with pride, a 
age : ! child in heart, 

From him my first-born, now a bearded . In budding limbs o youth;— I see them 


man, ; 

Through the fair promise of iro)>erfcct < Their fair young bodies glistening in 
youth, the sun, 

To the slim stripling who had scarcely i Which kissed the shining olive. As 
left they went. 

The women's chambers, on whose lip The joyous concourse winding towards 
scant shade the plain, 

Of Iwdding manhcKxl shoued, I loved j My happy eyes o'erfiowed, and as 1 
them all; ! turned 

All with their father's eyes, and that ; And saw my daughters round me, fair 
Rtrange chgm grown liv'es 
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And virgin, sitting spinning the while 
flax, 

Each with lier di>tafr, beautiful and 
fit 

To wed witli any stately king of men 

And reign a queen in Hellas, my glad 
heart 

Broke forth in pride, and as I looked 1 
thought, 

“ Oh happy, happy mother of such 
sons ! 

Oh happy, happy mother of such girls ! 

For whom full soon the joyous nuptial 
rites 

Shall bring the expectant brkli-gnioni 
and the bride, 

And swn once more the little childish 
hands 

Which shall renew my early wedded 
years, 

When the king loved me Hr>t. Thrice 
blest indeed. 

There is no queen in Hellas such as I, 

powered with such fair-grown off- 
spring ; not a queen 

Nor mother o'er all earth's plain, around 
which flows 

The wide salt stream of the encircling 
sea. 

As blest as I. Nay, in Olympus* self 

To all-compelling Zeus, what offspring 
bare 

I„clo of yore ? Pliujbus and Artemis, 

A goodly pair indeed, buMwo alone. 

Poor mother, that to such a lord os 
Zeus 

Bare only those, no fairer than my owrn. 

Nay, 1 am happier than a goddess* 
self; 

1 would not give this goodly train of 
mine 

For that scant birth. 1 ask no lioon of 
^ Zeus, 


Nor of the Olympian Gods ; for I am 
glad. 

No fruitful mother in a peasant's hut, 

Scorning the childless great, thinks 
scum uf me, 

Being such as I. Nay, let Queen Lcto's 
self 

Know, that a mortal queen ha,s chaticetl 
to bear 

As fair as she, and more.” 

Even as 1 spoke, 

While these unhallowed boastings 
flushed my pride, 

'I hrough the closed lattice pierced one 
angry shaft 

Of blinding sun, which on the opposite 
wall 

Traced some mysterious sign, and on 
my mind 

Such vague remorse .and consciousness 
of ill, 

That straight, that arrogant bohlncss 
sank and died 

In a gicat dreatl, nor hardly could I bear 

To look upon the fairness of my girls. 

Who, seeing the vague trouble in my 

eyes, 

Grew p>ale, and shuddered for no cause, 
and gazed 

Chilled 'midst the blaze of sunlight. 

Then I strove 

'fo laugh my fears away, as one who 
know^s 

Son)e great transgression weigh on him, 
some load 

Which wdll not l>c removed, but bears 
him dow'n. 

Though none else knows it, pressing 
on his heart. 

But when the half unuttered thought 
grew dim 

And my feat with it, suddenly a cry 
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Kotte from the city Ktreet, and then the Frenzied my brain, and all distraught 
sound with woe 

< )f measured hurrying feet, and looking 1 to the palace tottered, while they 
forth bore 

'I'o where the youth had passed so late, Slowly the comely corpses of my sons. 

jt>y» ^ 

C.'amc two who carried tenderly, with That day [ dare not think of when 
tears, i they lay, 

A boy's slight form. 1 had no need White shrouded, in the darkened palace 
to look, I 1 * 0 ' «ms, 

For oil the mother rising in me = l.ike sculptured statue'> on a marble 
knew hearse. 

That 'twas my youngest born they bore: How calm they looketl and happy, my 
I knew dear sons ! 

What fate !)efell him —'twas the venge- j I'heie was no look of pain within their 
fill sun, eyes, 

And I alone was guilty, I, his mother, j The dear dcatl eyes which I their 
WJio iKu'ng tilled with imfuous pride, | mother claserl ; 

had brought Me miserable ! I saw the priests ai»- 

Death to my innocent child. 1 hurried proach, 

<k)wn .\nd ministers of death ; I sftw my girls 

The maiblc stair and met them as they p iung weeping on the brothers wHom 


came, they loved. 

Ikariiig his corp-sc, and kisscil his lips i jj^w it all .is in a dream. I know no|. 

and called ' How often the dead night woke into 

His name, yet knew that he was dead ; , 

and all j How often the hot day-time turned to 

Ills brothers stood regarding us with j night. 

! I did not sbuddci even to see the Sun 


And would have soothed me with tbcir ! which slew my sons ; but in the still, 
loving words, ■ jead night, 

Me guilty, who were guiltless, oh, my j when in that chill and lifeless place of 
* death, 

Till as I looked up from the dead, a j clear, rrud moonlight seemed 


to play 

Of agony,— and then another fell Upon the ranged corpses, and to mock 

Struggling for life upon the earth, and My mother's heart, and throw on each 

a hue 

Another, and another, till the last qj corruption ere its time, 1 knew 
Of all my slaiwiirt boys, my life, my s^me secret terror lest the jcalons gods 

Might 6nd some further drtadinl ven> 
I^y dead ujxm the ground, and the geance still, 

Taking what yet was left. 
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At set of sun j Theif dead eyes turned to the unpitytitg 
The sad pioccssion to the place ofj orb, 

graves I '^eir white lips which should offer 

Went with the rites of royal sepulture, i prayer no more. 

The high jtricst at its head, the nobles j 


round 


Such vcngcanLC wreaked Phwbus aud 
The dear whit^shrouded corpses: Last] Artemis 

of all Uix>n a loo proud mother. Duton me 

I went, the guilty one, my fair sweet | Who only sinned no other punishment 
girls I They look, only the innocent lives I 

Clinging to me in tears ; but I, I shed j loved-* 

not I If any punishment, indeed, were more 

A single tear— grief dried the fount of j Than this to one who had welcomed 
tears, 1 death. I think 

I had shed all mine, \jy children happier far in death than I 

Only ocnimsteiing dread i Who live to muse on these things. 
Held me of wh:U. might come. ' When my gills 

When they were laid, » Were laid in earth, I, niy lone palace 
( III, wretched me, my dear, iny well- ^ 

loved sons ! I Leaving without a tear, s|n*d hithei in 

Within the kingly tomb, the dying '»un , haste 

14ad set, and in his stead ihe rising . ^his high rock of Sij)ylus wlicrc er»l 
moon, ^[y father held his court ; and here, 

^ Uehind some lofty mountain -peak con* , years, 

ccaled, . Summer and winter, stay I, day and 


Relit some ghostly twilight. As we 
knelt, 

The people all withdrawn a little space, 

1 and my daughters in that place of 
death, 

I lifted up my suppliant voice, and they 
With sweet girl voices pure, and soaring 
hymn, 

To the great Powers above. 

But when at last 
1 heard my hollow voice pleading alone 
And all Ihe others silent, then 1 looked, 
And on the tomb the cold malignant 


night 

(jazing towards the far-off plain of 
Thebes, , 

Wherein I was so hapjiy of old time, 
W'hercin I erred and suffered. Turned* 
to stone 

They thought me, and 1i.s true the 
mother's heart 

Which knows such grief as 1 knew, 
turns to stone, 

And all her life ; and pitying Zeus, in- 
deed, 

Seeing my suffering, listened to my 
prayer 

Bursting wiA pale chill beams of light, | seeming stone, but still the 

revealed heart 

My fair girls kneeling mate and motion- jhc mother grows not hard, and year 
lw*» by year 
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When comes the summer with ib cloud- 
less skiesi 

And the high sun lights hill and plain 
by day, 

And (he moon, shining, silvers thenn 
by night, 

My old grief, rising dew-like to my 
eyes, 

Quickens my life with not unhappy 
tears, 

Ami through my penitent and yearning 
heart 

There throbs again ;i pulse of love and 
grief : 

Love triumphing at last o’er Fate and 
Death, 

Grief nil divine and vindicating Love. 


PICrUKES^-JL 

\ l.UHlLJ Miusct, red as blood. 
Firing a ?^inbrc, haunted wikkI ; 
h roin whose recesses, dark and fclk 
One hurries with n face of Hell. 


Two at a banquet board alone, 

In dalliance, the feast being done. 

And one behind the arras stands. 
Grasping an axe with quivering hands. 


A high dill*ineadow lush with Spring ; 
Gay bnlterflies upon the wing ; 
Beneath, beyond, unliounded, free, 

The foam-flecked, blue, |)ervading sea. 


A clustering bill-town, climbing white 
From the grey olives up the height, 


NIGHT IN NAPLES. 

’ And higher on the glaring sky 
A huge sierra, dead and dry. 


A rain-swept moor at shut of day, 
.And by the dead unhappy way 
A lonely child untended lies : 
Again>i the W'csl a wretch who flies. 


Cold dawn, which flouts the abandoned 
hall, 

Ami out* worn face, which loathes all ; 
In his ringed hand a vial, while 
'I'lie grey lips wear a ghastly smile. 


Ct>rimhian pillars fine, which stand 
in moonlight on a desert sand ; 

Others oV'i thrown, in whose dark shade 
borne iiie-cycd brute its lair has made. 


Mountainous cloiuls cmlxilllcd high 
Around a tiark bine lake of sky ; 

And from its cJc.ir dqnhs, shining fas 
The calm eye or|be evening star. 


A moonlight chequered avenue ; 

Alxivc, a starlit glimpse of blue : 

And fiv>m the thick -laccti shade be- 
tween 

The grey gliost of a woman seen. 

* 

A NIGHT IN NAPiMS 

This is the one night in all rbe year 
When the faithful of Naples who love 
their priest 
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May find thdr &ith and their wealth 
inaeased ; 

For just as the stroke of midnight is 
here, 

fThose who with faithful undoubting 
** mind 

Their ‘*Aves^’ mutter, their rosaries 
tell, 

llicy witliout doubt shall n rcoompence 
find ; 

Yea, their faith indeed shall profit them 
well. 

Therefore, to-night, in the hot thronged 
street 

l?y San Geimaro’s, the ])copIc clcvoiil. 
With banner, and relic, and thurible 
meet, 

With some sacred image to mantha) 
them out. 

For a few days hence, the great lottery 
Of the sinful city declared will be, 

And it may be that Arcs and Paters 
said 

Will bring some aid from the realms of 
the dead. 

And so to the terrible place of the tomb 
They issue, a pitiful crowd, through the 
gloom, 

To where all thedeai^ of the city decay, 
Waiting the tramp of the judgment day. 

For every day of the circling year 
Dringa its own sum of oorraption here ; 
Evety day hot iU great pit, led 
With its dreadful heap of the shroudless 
dead. 

And hehind a grated rust^calen door, 
Matfccd each with their fitted month 
and day,' 


The young and the old, who in life 
were poor, 

Fester together and rot away. 

Silence is there, the m lance of death, 

And in silence those poor pilgrims 
wearily pace, 

And the WTetched throng, pitiful, hold- 
ing its breath, 

tViines with shambling steps to the 
dreadful place. 

Till befme these dork portals, (he 
m uttering crowd 

breaks at length into passionate sufT- 
/bges loud, 

W.^iting the flickering vapour thin, 

bred the dreadful corruption within. 

And here is a mother who kneels not 
in woe, 

by the vault w'here her child was flung 
months ago \ 

And there is a strong man w’ho peers 
with dry eyes 

At the mouth of the gulph where his 
dead wife lies. 

fill at las!, to rew.'ird them, a faint blue 
fire, 

Like the ghost of a soul, flickers here or 
there 

At the gate of a vault, on the noisome 
air, 

And the wretched throng has its low 
desire ; 

And with many a praise of favouring 
saint. 

And curses if any refusn to he^ 

Full of low hopes and of aordkl greed. 

To the town they file backward, weary 
and faint. 
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And n few days hence, the great lottery 

Of the sinful city declared will be, 

And a number thus shewn to those 
sordid eyes, 

May, the saints being willing, attain 
the prize. 

Wherefore to Saint and Madonna be 
said, 

All praise and laud, and the faithful 
dead ! 

* ♦ * 

It was long, long ago, in far-off Jiidxa, 

That they slew Him of old, whom 
these slay tfi-day ; ^ 

They slew Him of old, in far-off 
Jud;va,— 

It is long, hmg ago j it wa> far, far away ! 


UFE. 

LtRR to a star, or to a tire, 

Which ever brighter grown, <»r higher, 
Doth shine forth fixed, or doth aspire ; 

Or to n glance, or to a sigh ; 

Or lu a low wind whi&pering by, 

Which scarce has risen ere it die ; 

Or to n bird, whose rapid flight 
Eludes the dazed observer’s sight, 

Or a stray shaA of glancing light, 

Hint for on instant breaks the gloom 
Which wra|)S some dark, forgotten 
tcrmb, 

Or some sweet Spring-flower’s Aecling 
bloom 

Mixed part of reason, pari Irelief, 

Of pain and pleasure, joy and grief. 

As changeAil as the Sjwing, and 
brief 5— 


A wave, a shadow, a breath, a strife. 
With change on change for ever life 1 - 
This is the thing we know as life« 


CEADLED IN MUSIC. 

A itRn:iiT young mother, day by day, 

I meet upon the crowded way, 

Who turns her dark eyes, deep and 
mild, 

Upon her little sleeping child. 

For on the i>rgan laid asleep, 

.In childish slumbers light, yet deep, 
Calmly the rosy infant lies ; 

The long fair lashes icil its eyes. 

J'hore, 0 er its childish sliimlrcrs sweet, 
The winged hours steal with noiseless 
feel ; 

Far ofi’ the music seems to cheer 
'I'he rbild’s accustomed drowsy ear. 

Hymn tune and song tunc, grave and 

gay, 

Comfort him all the joyous day ; 

And, half remembered, faintly 
To mingle uith hi.s happy dream. 

} Poor child, for whom the summer long 
Our dull days slip by, winged with 
i J’Ong ; 

Sleeping for half the tuneful day, 
Waking ’neath loving looks to play ; 

Whose innocent eyes unconscious see 
Nothing but mirth in misery* 
lliy mother smiles, thy sister atanils 
Smiling, the tambour in her hands. 

And with the time of bord-camed rest, 
: Tis thine to press that kindly lureost ; 
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Nor dream of ali the toU. the pain, { 
The weary round begun again, — | 

The fruitless work, the blow, the curse, 
The hunger, the contempt, or worse ; 
The laws despite, the vague alanns, 
Which pass not those protecting arms. 

Only, yet, 'tis thine to know 
The bright young faces all aglow, 

As down the chikbencumbered stiect 
The music stirs the lights<ime feet, 

Only to crow and smile, as yet. 

^oon shall come clouds, and cold, .ind 
wet ; 

And where the green leaves whisper 
now , 

The mad Kast tiinging sleet and snow*# 

And if to childhood thou shall come— 
Childhixxl tliat knows not hearth or 
home,— 

Coarse woids maybe, and looks of 
guile, 

Shall chase away that constant smile. 

Were it not bcttdf, child, than this. 

The burden of full life to miss ^ 

And now, while yet the time is May, 
Amid the music pass away. 

And leave the dissonant cries of wrong 
For the immortal, perfect song ; 

And take the changeless heavenly life 
For earth’s poor vagrant toil and strife ; 

And keep!, within those opened skies, 

A vtdon of thy mother’s eyes ; 

And hear those old strains, faint and 
. dim, 

Grown dne, within the eternal hymn? 


Nay, whatsoe'er our thought may deem, 
Not that is lietter which may seem ; 
’Twere better that thou earnest to 
If Fate so willed, in misery. 

What shall be, shall be— that is all ; 

Til one great Will wc stand and fall, 

“ 'l*hc Scheme hath need ” — we ask not 
why, 

An<l in this faith we live and die. 


(WA77.S\ 

AN iii.i) i.ovi: TAi.r-:. 

CltARhs of Myliicne, ages gone, 

W hen the young Alexander’s concpier* 
ing star 

Klnmcd on the wondering world, being 
indceil 

The comrade of In’s arms, from the far 
East 

Hrought back this story of requited 
love. 


A Prince there was of Media, next of 
blofKl 

To the great King iJystaspcs, fair of 
foi ai 

As brave of soul, who to his flower 
of age 

Was come, but never yet had known 
the dart 

Of Cypris, being but a soldier bold, 

Too much by trenched camps and wars’ 
alarms 

Engroessed, to leave a thought for things 
of love. 

Now, at this selfsame time, by Tanais 

Omaftes ruleil, a just ami puissant 
king. 
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No fion was hLs, only one daughter fair, 
Odatis, of whose liequty and whose 
worth 

Fame filled the furtliesl East. Only as 
yet, 

Of all the suitors for her hand, came 
none 

\Yho touched her maiden heart ; hut, 
fancy free, 

She dwelt unwedded, lonely as a star. 

'fill one fair night in spiingtidc, when 
the heart 

lUossoms as docs the earth, Cypris, the 
Queen, 

Seeing that love is su»eot for all to taste, 
And (litying these loveless parted lives, 
Deep in the sacred silence of the night, 
From out the ivory gate sent down on 
them 

A hajipy dream, so that the Prince had 
sight 

Of fair Odntis in her diadem 
Ami habit as she lived, and saw the 
charm 

And treosiire of her eyes, and knew I 
her name | 

And country as it w'ms ; while to the | 
maid ! 

There came a like fair vision of the 
Prince 

Leading to 6ght the embattled Median 
hosts, 

V’oang, comely, brave, cla«l in his 
panoply 

And pride of war, so strong, so fair, so 
true. 

That straight, the virgin cotdness of 
her soul 

Melted beneath the vision, ns the snow 
In Hpringtitne at the kisses of the 


And when they twain awoke to coni' 
mon day 

From that blest dream, still on their 
tranced eyes 

The selfsame vision lingered. He a form 

Lovelier than all his life had known, 
more pure 

And precious than all words; she a 
strong soul 

Yet tender, comely with the fire, the 
force 

Of youthful manhood ; saw both night 
and day. 

Nor ever front their mutual hearts the 
fc^rm 

Of that celestial vision waned nor grew 

Faint with the daily stress of common 
life, 

As do our mortal phantasies, but still 

lie, w'hilc the fiery legions clashed and 
broke, 

Saw one sw'cet face above the flash of 
spe.ars ; 

She in high palace pomps, or house- 
hold tasks, 

Or *mid the glittering courtier-crowded 
halls 

Saw one brave ardeni gace, one manly 
form. 

Now while in dreams of love these 
lovers lived 

I Who never met in waking hours, who 
knew not 

Whether with unrequited love they 
burned, or whether 

In mutual yearnings blest; the King 
Omartes, 

Orown anxious for bis only girl, and 
knowing 

How blest it is to k>ve, would tnd her 
choose 
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Whom she would wed, and summoning 
the maid, 

With fatherly counsels pressed on her : 
hut she : 

** Father, I am but young; I prithee, i 
ask not 

That I should wed ; nay, rather let me 
live 

My life witliin thy house. 1 cannot 
wed. 

I can love only one, who is the Prince 
Of Media, hut I know not if indeed 
Ills love is his to give, or if he know 
My love for him ; only a heavenly 
vision, 

'Sent in the sacred silence of the night, 
Revealed him to me as 1 know he is. 
’^Wherefore, my father, though ihy will 
be law, 

Have pity on me ; let me love my Io\o, 
If not with recompense of love, alone ; 
For I can love none else.” 

Then the King sai<l : 
** Daughter, to me thy happiness is 
life, 

And more ; but now, I pray thee, Jet 
my words 

Sink deep within thy mind. Thou 
canst not know 

If this strange vision through the gate 
of truth 

Came or the gale of error. Oftentimes 
The gods send strong delusions to 
ensnare 

Too credulous hearts. Thou canst not 
know, in sooth, 

If 'twas the Prince thou saw’st, or, 
were it he, 

If love be h» to give ; and if it were, 

1 could not bear to lose thee, for indeed 
1 have no son to take my (dace, or pour 
libadoDs on my tomb, and shouldst 
thon wed 


A stranger, and be exiled from thy 
home, • 

What were my life to me? Kay, 
daughter, dream 

i No more, but with some chieftain of 
I my realm 

I'rep.'irc thyself to wed. With the new 
moon 

A solemn banquet will I make, and bid 

Wbate'er of high descent and generous 
youth 

Our country holds, 'llierc shall thou 
make thy choice 

Of whom thou wilt, nor will I seek to 
bind 

Thy unfettered will ; only I fain would 
sec llicc 

In happy wedlock hound, and feci the 
touch 

Of childish hands again, and soothe my 
age 

With sight of thy fair offspring round 
my knccb.” 

Then she, because she loved her sire 
and fain 

Would do Ills will, left him without a 
word, * 

Obedient to his best ; but day and 
night 

The one unforling image of her dream 

Filled all her longing sight, and day 
and night 

The semblance of her Prince in all (be 
pride 

And bravery of battle shone on her. 

Nor was there any strength in her to 
heal 

The wound which love had made, by 
reasonings cold. 

Or musing on.the phantasies of steep } 

But still dte Geree dart of the goddess 
burned 
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Within her soul, as when a stricken 
(leer 

O’er hill and dale escaping bears with 
her 

The barb within her side ; and oft alone 

Within her secret chamber she would 
name 

The name of him she loved, and ofl by 
night, 

When sleep had bound her fast, her 
pale lips formed 

The syllable^) of his name. Through 
the long hours, 

W'aking or sleeping, were her thoughts 
on him ; 

,So that the quenchless yearning long 
deferred 

Made her heart sick, and like her heart, 
her form 

Wasted, her fair cheek paled, and from 
her eyes 

Looked out the silent suffering of her 
soul. 

Now, when the day drew near which 
brought (he feast, • 

One of her slaves, who loved her, 
chanced to hear 

I Icr sweet voice wandering in dreams, 
and caught 

The Prince’s name ; and, being full of 
grief 

And pity for her pain, and fain to aid 

The gentle girl she loveil, made haste 
to send 

A mcsseitger to seek the Prince and tell 
him 

H<>w he was loved, and when the feast 
should be, 

And how the King would have lus 
daughter wed. 

But to the Princess would she breathe 
no word 


Of what was done, till, almost on the 
eve 

Of the great feast, seeing her wan apd 
pale 

And all unhappyi falling at her knees, 

She, with a prayer for pardon, told her 
all. 

But when the Princess heard her, viigin 
shame— 

I.ove drawing her and Pride of Maiden- ^ 
hood 

In opi>osile ways till all distraught was 
she — 

Flushed her pale check, and lit her Ian- , 
guid gaze. 

Vet since she knew that loving thought ^ 
alone ^ 

Prompted the deed, being soft and 
pitiful, 

She bade her have no fear, and though 
at first 

Unwilling, by degrees a newborn hope 

Chased all her shame away, and once 
again 

A long unwonted rose upon her clieek 

Bloomed, and a light long vanished 
fired her eyes. 

Meanwhile u,K>n the plains in glorious 
war 

The brave Prince led his conquering ^ 
hosts ; but still. 

Amid the shock of battle and the crash 

Of hostile spears, one vision filled his 
soul. 

Amid the changes of the hard-fought 
day, 

Throughout the weary watches of the 
night. 

The dream, the happy dream, returned 
again; 

Always the selfsame vision of a maid 
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Fairer than earthly, filled his eyes and 
1 took vi 

I'hc savour from triumph, ay, and 
touched ^ 

tlie warrior's heart witjf' an unwonted 
r> ruth, 

So that he shrank as never yet before 
From every day’s monotony of blood, 
Ami saw with unaccustomed pain (he 
sum 

^pf death and woe, and hopeies't dial- 
^ tcred lives, 

' liecause a softer influence touchetl his 
soul. 

Till one night, on the day before the feast 
illl'h ich King Oinartes destined for his 
j)eer.s, 

While now his legions swept their con* 
(jUGring way 

A hundred leagues or mure from Tanais, 
'riicrc came the message from the slave, 


And faded in the dawn ; the, hoi red 
{ sun 

* Leapt from the plain ; noon faded into 

eve; 

j Again the same stars lit the lucid night ) 
! And still, with scarce a pause, those 
■ fierce hoitfs dasited 

i Across the curved fdain onward, till he 
saw 

Far off the welMit palace casements 
gleam 

• Wherein his love was set. 

Then suddenly 
i lie checked his panting team, the rapid 
wheels 

; Ceased, and his mail and royal garb he 
; hid 

I Beneath a rich rol>e such ns nobles use 
j By Tanais ; and to the lighted hall 
j He passed alone, bidding his charioteer 
I Await him in the darkness by the gate, 


and he 

Within his tent, after the wcU fought 
day, 

Resting with that fair image in his eyes, 

Woke suddenly to know that he w'os 
loved. 

Then, in a moment, putting from him 
sleep 

%Vnd well-earned rest, he bade his 
charioteer 

Yoke to his chariot dbrec unbroken colts 


Which lately o'er the endless Scythian | 
plain 

Careered, untamed ; and, through the 
^ sleeping camp. 

Beneath the lucid aspect of the night. 


Now, when the I’rincc drew near the 
vestibule, 

The feast long time had sped, and all 
the guests 

Had eaten and drunk their fill ; ami he 
unseen, ■ 

Through the close throng of serving men 
and maids 

Around the door,likc some belated guest 

To some obscurer station slipped, and 
took 

The wine-cup with the rest, who mar- 
velled not 

To see him come, nor knew him ; only 
she 

Who sent the message whispered him 
a word : 
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Even then (he King Omartes, where he 
.sate 

( >n high among hi» noblci(» gave com* 
mand 

'I'o summon from her maiden chamber 
forth 

The Princesb. And oUsiienl to the call, 

Uobed in [>ure w'hite, clotlied round 
with maiden shame, 

Full of vague hope and tender yearning 
love, 

To Ihc high royal throne Odatis came. 


And when (he Prince l>ehcld tlio maid, 
and saw 

The wonder wliich so long had filled 
his soul — 

Ilis vision of the still niglit clothed with 
life 

And breathing earthly air - and marked 
the heave 

Of her while breast, .ind saw the tell- 
tale flush 

< 'rimson her cheek with maiden 
modesty, 

Scarce could liis longing eagei aims 
forbear 

To clasp the virgin round, so fair Nhe 
seemed. 

Eat, being set for down from where the 
King 

Sat high upon the daYs ^midst the crowd 

Of eager emulous faces looking love, 

Ifone marked his t^uisiofiate gaxo, or 
stretched-forth hands ; 

Till came a pause, which hushed the 
deq>*dmwn sigh 

Of admiration, as the jovial King, 

FuU tender of his girl, but flushed with 
wine. 

Spake thus to her : 

** Daughter, to this high feast , 

Art bidden aiyhe nobles of oiir land, j 


Now, therefore, since to wed is^ goixl 
and life 

To the unwedded wAiion seems a load 
Which few beaf)! and ncme de^re 
I prithlf, ’ ' . 

This jewelled cluilicc taking, mingh 
wine 


Ah wdl thou knowcht, and the hontj^ 
draught 

One to some noble youth of tliusc thot 
sccsl ^ 

Along the w'cll-iangcd tables, knowl^ 
well 

That him to whom thou givest, ^thot 
hhalt wed. ^ 

I fetter not thy choice, girl. I gi ow oMt 
1 have no son to share the weight of rail 
And fain would see thy children 

die.’’ " • 


A 


Then, with *a kiss upon her blushio{ 
check, ’ 

I le gave the maid the cup. The cressets 
light 

Fell on the jewelled chalice, Ufliicl 
gave back 

A thousand answ'cring rays. Silent aiM 
stood * 

A moment, lialf in doubt, then dawta 
the ule 

Of close-ranked eager faces flashed witl 
hope, 1 

And eyes her beauty kindled more than 
wine, 

Passed slow, a breathing statue. Hei 
white robe 

Among the purple and barbaric gblA^ 

Showed like the snowy plumage 9F% 
dove, 

As down the hall, the cup within her 
hands, 

She, now this way regarding and now 
that, 
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:'as*ed, whli a1>orning bluiih upon her 

ci)^ki *■ 

Oft cAcli ycrathful noble her large 

i^eufteu a moment only, icy coldf * 

rbo\ig{| many indeed were thcrcp br(i\c, 
fair to bee, 

-It for a luaidenS love ; but ncvci at 
all 

I'ho me o*«rma&1ciing \ision o( bci 
dream 

'^o;»c on hei longing c>c‘s, till hojic 
itself 

itew faint, ainl, cre she gained the 
end, she turned 

<^ckf Tiing to where, along the opposite 

VN 11, 

7il »ifior nobles )oung *iml brave as 
those, 

But not the fated visum of hei drcuni. 

ideanwhilc the rnneo, who 'mid the 
clobO'bet throng 

humbler guests was hidden, ijw' her 
tome 

tarn cie she had marked him, and 
* ' ‘ again 

Dovrn the long line of princely levelleis 

l*ass slow as in a dream; and alt his 

Hfk wih dread lest haply, seeing 
^ iftt 

rhe one expected face, and being 
meek 

Uid dutiful, and reverent to her sire, 

Hitt in despair might make some sudden 
choice 

ud leave him lovelorn. And where’er 
she went 

-le could not choose but gase, as oft in 
sleep 

iome dreadfnl vision chains us that we 
fail 


To speak or move, (hough to be still is 
death. 

And onre he feared that she had lookcii 
on him 

And passed, and once he thought he 
saw her pause 

Ity some tall nunely youth: and then 
she reached 

'J*hc furthest w.dl, and as she luincfl 
her face 

And came toward liim again to wheu 
the j.irs 

t)f sweet w'ine stood fur mingling, with 
a bound 

ills heart went out to hei ; fui now lui 
cheek 

As [>ale and life Ie<-s as the icy moon, 
And the dead hope within her eyes, 
and piUn 

Of hardly comiuere<l tears, made 'ure 
his soul, 

Knowing that she was his. 

llul she, dear heart, 
iking »ick indeed with love, and in 
despair, 

Yet tevcicncing her duty to her sire, 
Turned halfdislraught to fill the fotul 
cup • 

And with it hci life. 

But as she stood 
Alone within the vestibule and pourcil 
The sweet wine forth, slow, trembling, 
blind with tears, 

A voice beside her whispered, “ Love, 
I am here 1 ” , 

And looking round her, at her side bhe 
saw, 

A youthful mailid form — the festal robe 
Flung backward, and the face, the 
mouth, the eyes 

Wheieof the vision Ailed her tught and 
day. 



346 


AV IP7LI> fVALES. 


'rhcn straight* without a word, with ' 
one deep sigh, I 

She held the wine-cup forth, ilc | 
poured out first 

I^ibaiion to the goddess, and the test 
])rained nt a draught, and cast his 
arms round her. 

And down the hing-drawn bounding 
colonnade 

Snatched her tn where without, licneath 


/AT WALES. 

I.— Ar TIIK KlSTEDqfOl). ‘ 

TtrV diosc-ranked faces rise, 

With their watching, eager eye:|| 

.\nd the banners and the mottoes blaze 
ai>ove ; 

' And wilh<mt, on either hand, 

The eUrnal mountains stand, 


the dawn, | 

The bin VC steeds waitevl and the • 
clmiiotccr. 

Ills robe he round hei tlircw ; they saw 
the flare 


And the salt sea river ebbs and flows 
again, 

And through the thin-drawn bridge the 
\\ andering winds complain. 


<• 

f 


Of torches at the gate ; they licard the ! 
shouts I 

Of hot pursuit grow fainter ; till at i 
last, 

In solitude, across the rounding plain . 

'L'liey flew through waking day, until | 
they came [ 

To Media, and weic wed. And .soon 
her sire, 

Knowing their love, consented, and 
they lived 

Long happy lives : such is the might of 
I.a)vc. 


1 lere is the Congress met, 

The bardic senate set, 

.Vnd young hearts flutter at the voice of 
fate ; 

All the fair August day 
.Sung echoes, hatpers play. 

And on the unaccustomed ear th<. 
stKingc 

reiiillion rise and fall through cluing)p 
and counter-change. 

Oh Mona, land of b<mg ! 

Oh mother of Wales I how long 
From thy deai aliores an exile jiavc I 
l^ccn ! ' 


'1'lial is the talc the .soldier fiom the 
Last, 

Chares of Mytilcni^, ages gone, 

Ti^d oftentimes at many a joyous feast 
In Hellas; and he said that all the 
folk 

In Media loi-ed it, and ihcii painters 


Still from thy lonely plains, j 
Ascend the old sweet strains, 

And at the mine, or plough, or humble 
home. 

The dreamily |H;asant hears diviner 
music come. 


limned 


{ This innocent, peaceful strife. 


The story in the temples of their gods, This struggle to fuller life, 

And in the stately palaces of kings, Is still the one delight of Cymric souls— 

Because they reverenced the might of Swell, blended rhythms I still 
Love. The gay pavilions fill 
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Soar, oh young voices, resonant and 
Mr; 

Still let the slicatlicd sword gleam 
above the bardic chair. 

* * ft * 

The Menai ebbs and flows, 

And the song-tide wanes and goes. 

And the singers and the harp-players 
arc dumb ; 

The eternal mountains rise 
Like a cloud upon the skies, 

And my heart is full of joy for the 
songs that arc still, 

The deep sea and the soaring IuIIm, and 
the steadfast Omnipotent Will, 

IL— At the Meeting Fieid. 

Here is the complement of what 1 saw 

When late I sojourned in (he halls of 
song, 

Xfce greater stronger Force, the higher 
Law, 

Of those which carry Cymric souls • 
# along. 

No didft Catliedrar.s fretted aUlcs wcic 
there, 

No gay pavilion fair, with banners 
^ hung 

The eloqu^t pleading voice, the 
deep hymns sung, 

Thtf bright sun, and (he clear un- 
fettered air. 

These were the only ritual, this the 
fane, 

A poorfluie doubtless and a feeble 
rite 

For those who find r^igaon in dim 
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But the rapt crowd, the reverent mute 
throng, 

When the vast listening ’semt-circle 
round, 

Kang to the old inan*s voice serenely 
strong, 

Ur swept along in stormy bursts of 
sound. 

Where found we these in temples made 
with hands? 

Where, the low moan which marks 
the awakened soul ? 

Where, this rude eloquence wliohc 
strong waves roll 

Deep waters, swift to bear their Lord’s 
commands ? 

Where found we these? 'ncath what 
high fretted dome ? 

I know not, I have knelt ’ncath 
many, yet 

(lave heard few words so rapt and 
burning come, 

Nur marked so ipany eyes divinely 
wet, 

As here I knew — “ What will you do, 
oh friends, 

When life ebbs fast and the dim light 
is low, 

When sunk in gloom the day of plea- 
sure ends, 

. And (he night cometb, and your 
being runs slow, 

I And nought is left you of your revel- 
ries. 

Your drunken nights, your wanton- 
ness, your ill— 

And lo ! the last dawn rises cold and 
chIJI, 

Ami lo ! (he lightning of All-sieeingeyes, 
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Wlmt will y<ni do?*’ And when the 
low voice ceased y 

And from the gathered thousands 
surged the hymn, 

S<)me strong power choked my voice, 
my eyes grew dim. 

I knew that old man eloquent, a priest. | 

'rherc is a consecration not of man, 

Nor given liy laid -on hands nor 
acted rite, 

A priesthood fixed since the firm earth ■ 


They are .starvetl, they arc sick, they 
die, * 

And there is none to help or heed ; 

They come with a great and bitter 
cry, 

They hardly dare to whis|)er, as they 
plcatl ; 

And there is none to hear them, God or 
. man ; 

I And it IS little indeed that all our pity 
can. 


iMjgan, 

A dedication lo the eye of Light, 

And (his is of them. What the f«)rm 
of creed 

1 care not, hardly the fair tongue I 
know, 

llul this I know, that when the con- 
course freed 

From that strong influence, went 
sedate and slow, 

1 thought when on the Galilean .shoie 

By the Great Priest the muUilodcs 
were led, 

The bread of life, iniiaculously more, 

Sufliccd for all who came, and they 
were fed. 


SUFFRAGES. 

^^Su&ELV,'* said a voice, “O Lord, 
*rhy judgments 

Are dreadful and hard to understand. 

Thy laws which Thou madest, they 
withstand Thee, 

They stand against Thee and Thy 
command : 

Thy poor, th^ fure with us evermore ; 

Th^ sufe terrible things and sore ; 


What, and shall 1 be moved to tears, 

As I sit In this still chamber here alone, 

By the pity of it, — the childish lives 
that groan, 

'Hic miseries and the sorrows, the h»qH;s 
and the fears 

Of this wonderful legend of life, that is 
one and the same 

Though it differ in weal and in hai>i>i> 
ness, honour and fame, — 

Shall 1 turn, who am no more than a 
worm, to Thee, 

Kiom the pily of it— the want, ttt 
inisciy. 

And with .strong yearnings beat, and 
rebcllioiu wild, 

Seeing death w'l itten, and pain, in th^ 
face of a child 

And yet art Thou unmoved 1 

Ah, Lord, if TTiou sawest surely !— and 
yet Thou dost see ; 

And if Thou knewest indeed I— and 
yet all things are clear to Thee. 

For, Lord, of a truth Thy great ones. 

Who have not their wealth of fhetr own 
desert. 

Live ever equal lives and sure, 

are never vexed nor sufler hurt, 

But through long untroubled yeans 
endure 
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Uatj) th<^' jotn Thee, and are in bliss ; 

Or, mayb^ are carried away from 
Thee, and miss 

Thy Face, which is loo pure for them 
to see, 

And are thenceforth in misery ; 

But, nevertheless, uiion the earth 

They come to neither sorrow nor 
fiearth. 

They arc great, and they live out their 
lives, and Thou let test them he ; 

Thou dost not punish them here, if 


But Thou art almighty for good | yet 
'fliy plagues, they come. 

Hunger and want and disease, in a 
terrible sum } 

And the poor fathers waste, and are 
stricken with slow decay ; 

And the children fall sUk, and are 
starving, day after day t 
And the ho$f>ital wards arc choked ; 

and the fire and the flood 
VcK men still, and the leagucred cities 
arc red with blood. 


they despise 

lliy poor and pass them hy with averted 
eyes. 

I'ht'y are strong and mighty, and never 
in danger to fall ; 

Ihit Thnu, Lord, art mighty and can^it, 
and }ct carest not at all. 


Ay, yet not thcjicss, O lAml, 

I know Thou art just and art good in- 
deed. 

This is it that doth perplex my thought, 
So that 1 le.st not content in any crcctl. 
If I knew that Thou wert the Lord of 

in, 


Km wherefore is it that such things ; 'n'«n were 1 untouched still, 

Hff. . i aViul, if I would, might worship at Thy 

Thfit w'anl and famine, and bl<KKl and > shrine ; 

^var ^ »nnd might prove no Will 


!Are everywhere, and do prevail? j L^ivinc 

And wherefore is it the same monoton- 1 Inspired the dull mechanical reign of 


ous tale I-^w. 

Ls ever told by the lips of men ? j But now, while Thou art surely, and 

For there is hardly so haril a heart art good, 

In the breast of a man who has taken I And wouULt Thy creatures have in 
his part * happiness, 

In the world, and has little children j Mway the sword, the plague prevail 
around his knees, ; no less, 

But is filled with great’love for them as | Not less, not less Thy laws arc based 
Thou art for these, S in blood. 

And would give up all for their good, | And such deep inequalities of lot 

and is vexed day and night ; Confiise our thought, as if Thy haml 
WItli &therly doubts and fears and I were not. 

yearuiiigs fin* right, .All blessings, health and wealth and 

And grows sick, if come nigh them : honours spent 

body or soul, , On some unworthy sordid instrument $ 

And yet is W a feeble thing, withdif ; Thy h^hest gift of genius flung away 
.stiengib 'Or control* ' On some vUe thing of meanest (day, 
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Who fouls the ingrate lips, touched 
with Thy fire, 

With worse than common mire : 

How should 1 fail alone, when all things 
groan, 

To let my w'eak voice take a pleading 
lone ! 

How should I speak a c<)n)ft»rtable 
word 

When such things arc, O Lord ! *’ 

This is the cry that goes up for ever 

To ITcnvcn from weak and striving 
souls : 

Jim the calm Voice makes answer to 
them never ; 

The undelaying chariot onward rolK. 

Hut another voice : “O Lord of all, I 
bless Thee, 

1 bless Thee and give thanks for all. 

Thou hast kept me from my cliiUlI^ood 
up, 

Thou hast not let mo fall. 

All the fail days of my youth 

Thou wast beside, me and Thy truth. 

1 bless Thee that Thou didst withhold ; 

Th^ blight of fame, the curse of gold ; | 

Because 'iliou hast sp.ai'cd my soul as 
yet, 

Amid the wholesome toil of each swift 
day, 

'fhe tumult and the Het 

Which carry worldly lives from Thee 
away. 

1 thank Thee for the sorrows Thou hast 
kint, 

'/JMng in all things content 

To see in eveiy loss a gronter gain, 

,A Joy in every pain ; 

The losses 1 have known, since still I 
know 

Lives, hidden with Thee, arc and grow. 


1 do not know, I cannot tell, 

How it may be, yet death and pain are 
well : 

I know* that Thou art good and mild, 
Though sickness take and break the 
helpless child ; 

•Twas Thou, none else, that gav^st the 
mother's love, 

And even her anguish came from Thee 
alK)ve. 

1 Am content to be that which Thou 
wilt : 

Tho’ humble be my pal1iw.ay and ob' 
scure, 

Vet from all stain of guilt 
Keep Thou me pure. 

Or if Thy evil still awhile must find 
Its seat within my mind, 

Be it as Thou wilt, I am not afraid. 

And for the world Thy hand has made, 
Thy iK^aiitiful worKl, so wondrous fair ; 
Thy mysteries of dawn, Thy cloudless 
days j 

Thy mountains, soaring high through 
Thy pure air ; 

Thy glittering sea, sounding per)>etual 
praise ; 

Thy starlit skies, whence worlds un- 
mind>ered gaze ; 

Thy earth, which in I'hy bounteous 
summer-tide 

Is clad in flowery robes and glorified ; 
Thy still primeval forests, deeply stirred 
By Thy great winds as b}* an unknown 
word ; 

Thy fair, light-wing^ creatures, blithe 
and free ; 

l^y dear brutes Jiving, dyings silently ; 
Shall I from them no voice to praise 
Thee find ? 

liy praise is hymned by every balmy 
wind 
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lliat wanders o’er a wilderness of ; This is the answering ety that goes for 
flowers ; ever 

By every happy brute which asks not i To Heaven from blest uiitronbled souls : 

why, I But the calm Voice makes answer to 

But rears its brood and is content to die. ! them never ; 

Krom Thcc has come whatever good is The undclaying chnriof onward ndls. 


On starlit waves ancl skies like iljese. 


The gift of love that doth exalt the 

The gift of childhood with its nameless : iOOA' OUT, 0 l.Ol’S. 

'!.<)( IK nut, O Love, across the sea : 

I he gift of age which slow through r.|ic ^ 

< ccay, I The low waves murmur lovingly, 

lake some fair fading sunset dies away ; ! 

I he gift of hornet happy with honest 
- wealth, 

And fair lives flowering in unbroken l>cichance, when I am gone, 

And muse ly far-ofl* tropic sen-i, 

All these'are Thine, au.l the g..,xl gifts i "’-7 , 

f . . On starlit waves «Tnd skies like iliesp, 

ol ijrain, 

Which to heights greater than the earth | 

can gain, t>erliaps together, you and f, 

Ami can our little minds iirojeci to ‘■‘“th in each, no other liy, 

' Shall Wsitch again that (ilful flame, 

Through Infinite Space-across Elcr- | And know that we arc not the same, 
nity. j 

For these 1 praise Thy name ; but ! Or maybe wc r»ha!l ciiinc no more, 

above all ' But prisoned on some unknown shore, 

The precious gifts 'I'liy bounteous hand In dreams shall see that light again, 
lets fall, ; And hear that starlit sea complain. 

1 praise Thee for the power to love the 1 
Right, ! 

Thon^ Wrong awhile show fairer to CI.YTjKMNESTRA IN PARIS. 
the sight ; 

The power to sin, the dreadful power j seemed to pace the dreadful corridors 
to choose Of a still foreign prison, blank and 

The evil portion and the good re- j white,- 

» ' And in a bare and solitary cell 

And last, when all the- power of ill is ; To find a lonely woman, soft ©f voice 


spent. 

The power to seek Thy face and Jo 
repent.*’ 


And mild of eye, who never till lifb's 
end 

Should pass those frowning gates* Me* 
thought I asked her 
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The story of her crime, and whnt hard 
fate 

Left her, 80 gentle seeming, fettered 
there, 

Hopeless, a murderess at whose very 
name 

Men shuddered still. And to niy rptes- 
lioning 

Methought that dreadful soul made 
answer thus : 

‘ Ves, I suppose 1 liked him, though I 
know not ; 

I hardly know what love may be ; how 
should I ?— 

I a young girl wedded without my will, 

As h OUT custom here, to .a man ohi. 

Not perhaps in years, but dark expe 
ricnccs. 

Whnt bad we two in common, that 
worn man, 

And I, an untrained girl? It was not 
strange 

If when that shallow boy, with his Md 
longwo. 

And his gay eyes, and curls, and bud- 
ding beard, 

Flattered me, 1 was weak. 1 think alt 
women 

Arc weak sometimes, and overpitmc to 
love 

When the man is young, and straight, 
at\d ’twas a triumph 

To see the disappointed envious jades 

Wince as he passed them carelessly, 
nor heeded 

Th«dr shallow wiles to trap him,— ay, 
a triumph I 

And* that was ail ; I hardly know, in- 
deed, ^ 

If it was love that drove, or only pride 

To hold what others grudged me. Vain 
he was, 


And selfish, and a coward, as you siiall 
hear. 

Handsome enough, I grant you, to 
betray 

A stronger soul than mine. Indeed, I 
think, 

He never carcil for me nor I for him 

(For there were others after him}: I 
knew it, 

Then chiefest, when our comedy of life 

Was turning at the last to tragedy. 

“Now that 1 was unfaithful, n false 
wife, 

I value not men’s sneers at a pinV 
point, 

We have a right to love aud to be 
loved ; 

Not the mere carele-S.s tolerance of the 
spouse 

Who has none to’*^ivc. True, if I were 
a nun, 

Vowed to a white and cloistered life, no 
doubt 

*Twere otherwise. They tell me there 
arc women 

Who are to rapt by thoughts of Ute 
poor, of churches. 

Of public ends, of charity, of school^, 

Of Heaven knows what, they live their 
lives untouched 

By jiassion ; but for us, who are but 
wromen, 

Not lired on moonlight, made of 
common clay, 

I- nt rained for aught but common bour- 
geois life, 

Life is no mystical pale proee»toti 
winding 

Its way from the cradle to the graven but 
rather 

A thing of hot swll\ flushes, fierce de* 
lights 
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Good eatings dances^ wines, and all the 
rest, 

When the occasion comes. I never 
loved him, 

I tell you ; therefore, maybe, did no 
sm. 

** lUu when this fellow must presume to 
lx>ast, 

Grow cold, have scruples for his soul 
and mine, 

And turn to other younger lives, and 
pass 

My door to-day with this one, then with 
that. 

And 'aH the gossips of the quarter 
sneered, 

And knew 1 was deserted, do you think 
it I 

A wonder that my eyes, opc*ne<l at last, i 
Saw all the folly and the wickedness | 
(If sweet it were, where were the j 
wickedness ?) | 

Which bore such latter fruit ? Think ; 

you it strange I 

That 1 should turn for aid, ay, and rc- ’ 
vengc, 

To my wronged spouse— if wronged he 
indeed, 

Who doth consent as he did ? Wlien I ; 
told him, 

Amid my tears, he made but small ! 

pretence i 

Of jealousy at all ; only his pride j 

Was periiaps a little wounded. And | 
iadc^ 

It tool; snob long ooofenions, such I 
gittvepain | 

Of soul, such agony of remorse of: 

To mofve tarn but a little, that 1 grew 
So wptty of itjidOi, it almost checked 
My peniteoo«,aiid left ine 


Another for my love ; but at the last, 

Long labour, feigned reports, the 
neighbours* sneers, 

These drove him at (he last, good easy 
man, 

To such a depth of hat^d, that my 
task 

Grew lighter, and my heart. 

Me bade me write 

Loving appeals, recalling our past 
days 

'i\igethcr ; and I wrote them, using all 

The armoury of loving cozening words 

With which craft arms us womtm : but 
ill vain. 

For whether some new love engrossed, 
or whether 

He wearied of me and my love, I know 
not, 

Only, in si>ite of all, no answer came. 

** At length, since I could get no word 
from him, 

My husband bade me write— or was 
it I 

Who thought of the device? Pray 
you believe me, 

I would 8()eak nothing' else than the 
whole truth. 

But these sad drcailful deeds confuse 
the brain. 

Well, perhai>s *twas I, who knew his 
weakness well ; 

I do not know, but somehow it came to 
pass 

I w'rotc a crafty letter, begging of him, 

By all our former kindness, former 

WlOllg, 

If for the last time, recognising well 

That all was done between ns ever* 
more, 

We mig^c, for one last evening, me^ 
and porU 

2 A 
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And, knowing he was needy, and his 
greed,— 

* If only he would come,' 1 wrote to 
him, 

' 1 had some secret savings, and 
desired — 

For what need comes there closer than 
a friend's ? — 

To help him in his trouble.' 

Swift there came — 

The viper 1— hypocritical words of love: 

Yes, he would come, for the old love 
still lived, 

lie knew it, ah, too well ; not all the 
glamour 

Of other eyes and lips could ever quench 

The fire of that mad passion. He 
would come, 

Loving ns ever, longing for the day. 

“Now when we had the answer, 
straight we three— 

My husband and myself, and his weak 
brother, 

Whose daughter to her first communion 
went 

Tliat very day, — and I, too, took the 
Host 

As earnest of changed life,— we three, 
■ i*Byf 

At a little feast we made to celebrate 

The brothers reconciled (in families 

There come dissensions, as you know), 
devised 

His puniidiment. We hired, in a still 
mbnrb, 

A cottage standing backward from the 
street, 

Beyond an avehue ofsyaaoQtes ; 

A lonely place, unnoticed, l^y by 
dUiy 

We went, we three togetlwi^ibr I 
leai^ 


Lest, if there were no third, the strength 
of youth 

Might bear my huslmnd down— we 
went to make 

All needful preparations. First we 
spread 

Over all the floor a colour like to blood. 

For deep's the stain of blood, and what 
I shall cleanse it ? 

Also, my liusband, from a neighbour* 
ing wood. 

Had brought a boar* trap, shcirp with 
cruel knives 

And jagged teeth, tu close, with a snap 
and tear 

The wild beast caught within it. But 
1 deemed 

Hie risk too great, the prey might slip 
away; 

Therefore, that he might meet his 
punishment, 

And to prevent the sound of cries and 
groans. 

My husband fashioned for his lips a 
gag, 

And on the mantel leA it, and the 
means 

To strike a light. And beiiig thus 
prepared, 

We three returned to Paris } tkere long 
time 

We sate eating and drinking of the 
best, 

As those do who have taken a resolve 

Whence no escape is, save to do and 
die. 

“Then the two men went ktfdt dad 
IcA me there, 

With all my )>art to do. li wes 
hour 

Or more before the ttiiie triitn poor 
dupe 
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Had fixed to meet me. Wandering | Till lo the hour was come when 1 
thus alone { should go 

Through the old streets^ seeing the ! To meet him for the last time^ 

common sights I 

Of every day, the innocent child-faces [ ^‘ When we left 

Homing from «chool. so like my little j ^Kc city far behind, the Sweet Mey 

, . J 

1 rcem^ to lose aU count of time. At , . 

length, ... ! There was a scent of hawthorn on the 

Because it was the Ascension reasi, ; 

I I air 

there came . passed on with feint of loving 

A waft of music from the open doors j words — 

Of a near church, and. entering in, I j passed slow like lovers lo the appointed 

found I 

'IV incensecl air. all I remembere.! j punishment and 

The lights, the soaring chants, the ' 
kneeling crowds, 

When I believed and knelt. I hey i “ when wc reached the darkling 
seemed to soothe j avenue 

My half Vwildcrcd fancy, and 1 Of sycamores, which to the silent 
thought— house 

What if a woman, who mayhap had ; through a paliwhle gloom, I felt 
sinned ' ’*'•" shudder 

Hut lightiy, wishing to repair her i "‘t*' *"»;« '>'•"'1 vague presentiment 
wrong, ! “f 

And bound ttoeby to some dark daring i f*® would go no further; but I 

deed i clung - • 

Of peril, should come here, and kneel ; Around him close, laugVd all his fear 

•wfailet . “> 

And ask a blessing for the deed, of ! Whispered words in his ear, and step 
tie, hy step, 

Whob Heaven’s Queen and knows our ; % reparation being bent, 

wreknreiirnj f^rew him reluctant to the fated door 

Beii« hemrif a woman ! So I knelt ! lay my sponse in ambusb, and 

In emship, and the soaring voices i •’viH death, 

dear j 

'ikad ONdba beii^ and mffnge-iaden j ** 1 think f hear the dieadfol nobe of 
dr. j the key, 

Ftfledmewidi comfort for my font, and | Torntiig within the dfanied k«k, ike 

faaU 

Breathing a false desertion, the Md 
sound 


My Nliptg keatki and ariaged time’s 
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Of both our footsteps edioing through 1 heard low cries of rage, and knew 
the house. despair 

I could not choose but tremble. Yet And youth had nerved the unarmed in 
1 knew such sort 

'Twas but a foolish weakness. Then As made the conflict doubtful. Then 
I struck I rushed * 

A match, and in the burst of sudden Between them, threw my arms around 
light him, clogged 

I saw the ruddy cheek grown ashy Ilis force and held him fast, crying the 
pale, while, 

And as he dofled his hat, I marked the . ‘ Wretch, would you kill my husband ! * 
curls — held him fust. 

On his white forehead, and the boyish j As coils a serpent round the escaping 
grace deer, 

Which hung around him still, and al- i Until my husband, hissing forth bis 
most felt I hate, 

Compassion. Then the darkness came j ‘ Villain, I pierce thy heart as thou 
again, ' hast mine,’ 

And hid him, and 1 groped to find his Stabbed through and through his heart, 
hand, 

Clutched it with mine, and led him to oBut oh, but oh 

the door. The lonely road,«beneath the dreadful 

I stars \ 

“But when within the darkling room j To the swift stream, we three— nay, 
we were nay, we four — 

Where swift death waited him, not I One on the child’s poor carriage 
dalliance, j covered o’er, 

Three timet my trembling Angers failed | And three who drew him onward, on 
to wake I the road, 

The twinkling light which scarce could | That dead thing, having neither eye 
pierce the gloom nor ear, 

WhUflt hid my husband. Oh, to see Which late was full of life, and strife, 
kts face and hate. 

When the dark aspect and the furious On that dumb silence, came no way* 
<^es I &rer, 

Glared out on him 1 * I am lost ! ’ he ! And once the covering which conemded 
cried, ^ 1 am lost ! ’ j opr load 

Atiid then the sound of swift and Slipped down, and left the g^mtfy 
desperate flght blood-stained thing 

And a death struggle. Listening, as I Open to prying eyes, bal noi^ weie 
stood there ; 

.Without, with that mean craven lumiid. And then die darldiug ifver, and 
our.lfother, ‘ sound 
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When, with kad coiled around it, the 
dead corpse 

Sanic with a sullen plunge within the 
deq>, 

And took with it the tokens of our crime. 

Then with a something of relief, as 
those 

Who have passed through some great 
peril all unharmed, 

We went and burned the blood-stained 
signs of death, 

And left the dreadful place, and once 
more sped 

To Paris and to sleep, till the new day, I 

Now ri^en to high noon, touched our I 


The petty ctafta which make the 
pleader^s art, 

The dolts who sit in judgmenU when 
the one 

Who knows all most be eilmt % but yon 
know not 

The intolerable burden of suspense, 

The hard and hateful gaze of hungry 
eyes 

Which gloat upon your safTering. When 
doom came 

It was well to know the worst, and 
hear no more 

The half-forgotten honors. But I 
, think 

The sense of common peril, common 


sad dreams. 

And that day, since we could not 
work RS yet, 

Wc to the Picture Gallery went, ami 
there 

Wc took our nil of nude voluptuous 
limbs. 

Mingled uith scenes of horror bathed 
in blood, 

Such as our painlen love. So week 
by week, 

Careless and unafraid, we .spent our 
days. 

Till when that sad night faded ; swift 
there rose. 

Bursting the weights that^ kept it, the 
pale corpse, 

A damning witness from the deep, and 
^ , brought 

The dreoid^ past again, and with it 
doom* 

hnow how we were tiiad, and 
how (biiigs went, 

the^owuilng «peedw% the browbeat* 


wrong. 

Knits us in unity indissoluble, 

Closer than years of converse. When 
my husband. 

Braving his doom, emUaced me as he 
went : 

* Wife, so thou live I care not,* all my 

heart 

Went out to him for a moment, and 1 
cried, 

* Let me die too, my guilt is more than 

his.* 

** Some quibble marred the sentence, 
and once more 

The miserable tale was told afnnii t 
Once more I stood before those hungry 
eyes, 

And when *twa8 done we went forth 
alavei for life. 

Both with an equal doom, and ever ^nce 
We suJfer the same pains in solitade, 
Slaves lettered Ikst, whom only death 
seta free. 

^^That is my ude told truly. Kowjrdw 
know, 
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Sir, of what fashion 1 am mode ; a 
woman 

Gentle, yon tee, and mild eyed. If I 
sinned 

Surely there was temptation, an<l 1 
sought 

Such reparation as I could. There are 
here 

Tigresses, and not women, black of 
brow 

And strong of arm, who have struck 
down or stabbed 

Husband, or child, or lover, not as 1, 

But driven by rage and jealousy, and 
drink, 

These creatures of the devil, as 1 pass 

I see them shrink and shuilder. The 
young priest 

Of the prison, a well-favoured lad he 

When I confessed to him bore on his 
brow 

Cold drops of agony ; the Sister grew 

So pale at what I told her, Uiat I 
thought 

She was like to swoon away, until I 
soothed her. 

Poor wretch, she has much to Icam ; 
and here 1 am, 

And shall be till my hair turns grey, 
my eyes 

iirow dim, and I have clean forgotten 
all 

Tf»t Iwought me here, and all uiy 
fotiaer life 

Fades like a cmce^heanl tale. In the 
long nights, 

Aa J iie gtemc in my cell like any 
aun, 

1 wake sometimes with a start, and 
aeem to hear 

That mtyloch tium aqd thowaclioing 
feet 


Down that dark passage, and 1 seem to 
see 

The dreadful stare of those despairing 
eyes, 

And then there sounds, a plunge in 
the deep, and 1 

Lie shivering till the danm. I have no 
comfort, 

Except the holy Mass; for sec you, 
sir, 

I was devout until they scoffed at me. 

And now 1 know there is a hell indeed, 

Since this place is on earth. I do not 
think 

I have much cause to fear death, should 
it come ; 

for whoso strives for Duty, all the 
Saints 

And the Madonna needs must love, 
and I, 

I have done what penitence could do ; 
and here ^ 

What have I of reward ?— my children 
taken 

As clean from me as if they were dead 
indeed. 

Trained to forget their mother. Sir, I 
sec. 

Beyond these shallow phantasms of 
life; 

And this 1 hold, that one whose con- 
science shows 

As clear as roiiie must iieeds be 
justifieil. 

1 love the holy Mats, and take the 
Host 

As often as 1 may, being ^ good 
heart. 

For what was it she did in Holy Writ, 

The Kenite’s wife of old? I do got 
read 

Hat ihraitk fiiMt bK 

da draw 
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The nail through her guest’s brain . 
nayi rather, praise 

Was hcrsi yet was she not betrayed 
as I, 

Nor yet repentant of her wrong and 
seeking 

To do what good was left. Bat look 
you, sir, 

]f I was once repentant, that is past : 

1 hate those black-browcd women, who 
turn from me, 

That smooth priest and that poor fool 
with her cross, 

And that strange pink-and-whitcncss 
of the nun. 

And sometimes when they come I let 
them hear 

Such things as make the pious hypocrites 
turn 

And Vross themselves. And for that 
tigress crew, 

if I might only stc4 to their cells at 
nigiit 

With a knife, I would teach them, 
what it is to stab ; 

Or even without one, thal ihesc little 
hands 

Can strangle with the best. 

Ah, you draw back, 

You too are shocked forsooth. Listen, 
you wretch, 

Who are walking free white f am 
prisoned here : 

How many tboughtf of murder have 
you nursed 

Wkhiii your miserable heart I how 
liiaay 

fodl Miett which would degrade 
the ixate! 

DoyM thkaik 1 do not know you men ? 
Whfttwasit 

Thm kept your hands unsUined^ bojt 
^ keddent?;*- 


Accident, dkl I uejf} or was it rather 

Cowardice, (hat you feared the stripes 
of the law. 

And did not dare to do your will or 
die?— 

Accident 1 then, I prapyou, where the 
merit 

To have alistained? Or if you claim, 
indeed. 

Such precious self-restraint as keeps 
your feet 

From straying, where the credit ? since 
it came 

A gift as much unearned as othcr^s ill, 

Which lurked for them a little tiny 
speck 

Hidden in the convolutions of the 
brain, 

To grow with their growth^ and wai 
with their years, and leave 

The wretch at last in Hell, Do you 
deem it just, 

The Potter with our clay upon His 
wheel 

Should shape it in such form ? 1 love 
not God, 

Being such; I hate Him rather: I, 
fits creature^ 

1 do impugn 11 is justice or His power, 

I will not feign obedience-*'!, a 
woman, 

Of a soft nature, who would love my 
love, 

And my chUd, and nothing more ; who 
am, instead, 

A murderess, as they (ell me, pining 
here 

In bell before my time/’ 

£Ven as she spake 

I seemed to be again as when I saw 

The murderess of old time; ihd elloe 
again 
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And one colossal idol ; on its face 
A changeless sne«r» blighting the 
solitude. 


Within that modern prison* blank and 
white* 

There came the viewless trouble in the 
air 

Which took her, and the sweep of 
wings unseen* 

And terrible sounds which swoopc<l on 
her and hushed ^ 

Her voice, and seemed to occupy her ! 
soul 

With horror and despair; and as I 
passed 

The crucifix within the corridor* 

** J low long ? ” I cried, “ How long ? ’* 


PICTURES-^llL 

Tim sad slow dawn of winter ; frozen 
trees 

And trampled snow within a lonely 
wood ; 

One shrouded form* which to the city 
flees; 

And one, a masquer, lying in his 
blood. 


A full sun biasing with unclouded day* 

Till the bright waters mingle with the 
okys 

And on the dassling veige, uplifted 

b«bt 

White sA mysterious slowly pass 

awi^» 


HtddetK in n trackless and priimml 
wood* 

Lfong-butkd tempks of an unloioiirii 
nee» ^ 


A fair girl half undraped* who blithely 
sings ; 

Her white robe poised upon one budd- 
ing breast ; 

While at her side* invisible* uncon- 
fesseri, 

lx>vc folds her with the shelter of his 
wings. 


Black clouds embattled on a lurid sky, 

And one keen flash, like an awakened 
soul, 

Piercing the hidden depths* while 
momently 

One waits to hear enormous thunders 
roll. 


Two helpless girls upon a blazing wail* 
The keen flames Icajflng always high 
and higher ; 

But faster, faster than the hungry fire* 
Brave hearts which climb to save them 
ere they fall. 


A youthful martyr* looking to Uie skies 
From rack and stake* firom torment and 
de^cc 1 

And suddenly heaven opmd to Idi 

A beckoning hand* a lendm heaven)^ 
face. 
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A home on a /air Kn^lisli hill ; away 

Stretch undulating plains* now gold 
now green, 

With park and lake and glade, and 
homesteofl grqr ; 

And crowning all, the blue sea dimly 
seen. 


A urdess, voiceless, world of agedong 
snow, 

Where winter crawls on slow through 
endless night, 

And safe within a low hut's speck of 
light, 

Strong souls alert and hopeful, by the 
glow. 


A great ship forging slowly from the 
shore. 

And on the broad deck weeping iigurcs 
bent; 

And on the gliding pierhead, sorrow- 
spent, 

Those whom tlte vc^agers shall see no 
more. 


CONFESSION. 

Who is there but at times has seen, 
While his post days beYorc him stand, 
In all the chances which have been. 
The guidaaoe of a hidden Hand, 

Wli^ hoii.hiled his gtowing Uk, 
Thfoi^ weal and wcn^ through jey 
nddpaiii, 

Thfodgli fimeied good, through useleu 
stiife, 

^ JUd m|^y pleasstija «ou|i^t in ran ; 


Which often has withheld the meed 
He longed for once, with yearnings 
blind, 

And given the truest prise indeed. 

The harvest of a blessed mind ; 

And so Accepts the common lot 
Content, whatever the Ruler would. 
Since all that has been, or has not. 
Springs from a hidden root of good ? 

« « » • 

Yet some there are inayl)e to-day, 
Whose childhood at the mother's knee 
Was taught to bow itself and pray, 

Nor ever thirsted to be free, 

WHio now, 'mid warring voices loud, 
Have lost the faith they held Wfore, 
Nor through the jangling of the crowd 
Can hear the earlier message more. 

A l>rute Fntc vexes tlien), the reign 
Of dumb laws, speeding onwanl still, 
Regardless of the waste and pain, 
Whicl) all the labouribg earth do fill. 

They lor>k to see the rule of Right ; 
They find it not, olid in its stead 
Rut slow survivals, bom of Might, 

And all the early Godhead dead ; 

They sec it not, and droop and faint 
And are unhappy, doubting God ; 

Yet every step their feet have trod 
Was trodden before them by a saint. 

• • « • 

Oh, doubting soul, look up, behold 
The eternal heavens above tfiy head, 
The solid earth beoeach, its tnonld 
Compacted of the unnumbered dead. 

Here the eternal probkns gfow, 

And with each are solved and done, 
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When Home spent life* like melting 
snow, 

Tircathes forth its essence to the sun. 

As dcAth is, life is— without end ; 

Wrong with right mingles, joy with j 
pain $ 

Forbid two iheeting streams to blend, 
Twere not more hopeless, nor more 
vain. 

Though Death with Life, though Wrong 
with Right, 

Are bound within the scheme of things, 
Yet con our souls, on soaring wings, 
Clain to a loftier purer height, 

Where death is not, nor any life, 

Nor light nor wrong, nor joy nor pain ; 
Hut changeless Beit^t, lacking strife, 
Doth through all change, unchanged ! 
remain. 

Should 'Wrong prevail o*cr all the 
earth, 

Twere nought if only we discern 
The one great truUi, which if wc Icam, 
All else beside is little worth. 

That Right, is that which must prevail, 
if not here, there, if not now, then, 

Ts the one Truth which shall not fail. 
For all fhe dovhti and fears of men. 

Wlml 1C a iivviad ages still 
Of wrong «nd pain, of waste and blood, 
Omftite oiir thodn^ V triumphant Good 
At length, at lost, our aouli eon fill 

With aadh alisufnhce oi the Voice 
Which from the fiery mountain peakd, 
And bide the kneeliig hosU n^eloe 
God Wit in His laws fcmWL 


Nay even might our thought conceive 
The final victory of 111, 

Not BO, were it folly to, believe 
Ihat Right is higher, purer still. 

Who knows the Eternal Ought’* 
knovrs well 

That whoso loves and seeks the Right, 
For him God slitues with changeless 
light, 

Ay, to the lowest deeps of Hell. 

And whoso kuoivcth God indeed, 

The fixed foundations of bis creed 
Know neither changing nor decay, 
Though all creation pass away. 


LOVE UNCHANGED, 

Mv love, my love, if I were old. 

My iKHly bent, my blood grown cold. 
With thin white hairs upon my brow, 
Say wouldst thou think of me as now ? 
Wouldst thou cling to me still. 

As down life’s sloping hill 
We came at last through the unresting 
years ? 

Art thou prepared for tears, 

For time’s sure-coming losses, 

For life’s despites and crosses. 

My love, my love ? 

Ah I brief our little, little day ; 

Ah ! years that fleet so fast away ; 
Before our summer scarce begun, 

Look, spring and blossom^tide oiie 
dimel 

When oU things hasten post. 

How should love only liiitl 
How riiOttM our sottb ahMm 
remain?— 

Come pteoittiu mmie pu^ 
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In days of joy and sladness. 

In years of grief and sadness, 

Lewe sha 4 be love 1 

AT THK END. 

When the five gateways of the soul 
Arc dosing one by one, 

When our being’s currents slowly roll 
And day is done, 

What shall our chiefest comfort be 
Amid Ibis misery ? 

Not to have stores heaped up on high 
Of gold and precious things, 

Not to have flown from sky to bky 
On Fame’s wide wings,— 

These things a litlle space do last, 

And then are overpast. 

Nor to have worked with patient brain 
In senate or in mart, 

To have gained the meed which those 
attain * 

Who have played their part, — 

Effort is fair, success is sweet, 

Bui leave life incomplete. 

Nor to have said, as the fool says, 

Be merry, soul, rejoice ; 

“Thou hast laid up store for many days." 


Oh, foolish voice 1 
Already at thy gate the feet 
Of the corpse-bearers mcet^ 

Nor to have heaped up precious store 
Of all the gains of time. 

Of lougHlcad sages' trcaniired lore, 

Or deathless rhyme,— • 

Though I^earning be a comely maid. 
Death maketh her afraid. 

Nor to have drmned the cup of youth, 
To the sweet maddening lees; 

Nor, rapt by drdlms of Hidden Truth, 
To have spurned all these 
Pleasure, Denial, touch not him 
Whose body and mind are dim. 

Not one of all these things shall I 
For comfort use, or strength, 

When the sure hour, when I must die, 
Takes me at length ; 

One thought alone shall bring redress 
For that great heaviness 

That 1 have held each struggling soul 
As of one kin and blood, 

Thai one sure link doth all control ^ 
To one close brotbisrhood ; 

For who the race of men doth love, 
Loves also fliin above. 


THREE BRETON POEMS. 


I. 

TME ORPHAN GIRL OF 
LANNION. 

Is sevcntMii huadfed and eighty-tlisee, 
To Isuuikm tBm dole eiid misery. 

' ly, 

t^ed ia Jbe fittlebos^ tfaeie. 


One darkling night, when the boor waa 
late, 

Two travellers mug at the outer gate. 

Quick, hostess $ supper, ted wine, 
and food ; 

We bave money (o pay, so Usd jtl be 
good." 
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When they bad drunken enough, and 
more, 

** Here is white moni^ to pay the score. 

'*And now shall your little serving- 
maid come, 

With her lantern lighted, to guide us 
homtff” 

** Gentles, in all our wide Brittany 

There is no man would harm her, so let 
it be.” 

Forth went the maid,*futl of innocent 
pride, 

Fearless and free, with her light by her j 
side. 

« « • • 

When they were far on their lonely 
way, 

They liegan to whisper, and mutter, 
and say, 

** Little maid, your face is as fair and 
bright 

As the foam on the wave in the morn- 
ing light.” 

**lc»entlcs, I pray you, flatter me not : 

It is as God made it-— no other, God 
wot; 

** And were !t fairer, 1 tdl you true— 

Ay, a hundred times fmrer^'twere 
nought to yon.” 

'*To judge, little mtud, by your sober 
afeedi, 

You know all the good priests at the 
school can teach ; 

**To Judge from yeur accents, discreet 
and mild, 

You wen in die tonvent doister, 

^ niychQd.** 


** No teacher had I, neither priest nor 
nun; 

There was no one to tepch me on earth, 
nut one. 

** But while by my father's poor hearth 
I wrought, 

God fdied me with many a holy 
thought.” 

*‘.Set down your lantern and put out 
the light. 

Here is gold : nunc can help you, 'tis 
dead of night.” 

** Good sirs ! for my brother the yonng 
priest's sake ; 

If he heard such sayings his heart would 
break,” 

# « ♦ 

** Oh, plunge me down fathoms deep in 
the sea, 

Of your mercy, rather than this thing 
be! 

“Rather than this— 'twere a lighter 
doom— 

Oh buiy me quick in a living tomb ! 

• • ♦ # 

The motherly hostess, sore afraid. 

Waited in vain for her little mdd. 

She watched by the chill heifUi*s flicker- 
ing light 

Till the bell lolled twice thioogh the 
blade dead night 

Then cried, “Up, serving-ueiif deep 
no more! 

Help t— litdeBudd Bf%iiaiiIicsdfowiied 
in lore.” 

« » # ‘ a 
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THE FOSTSK BROTHER. 


0y tlie cross she lay dead, in the dead 
cold night, 

But beside her her lantern was still 
alight ! 


She woke her, ere the darkling dawns, 
while yet *iwas dead of ni^t, 

To sweep the floors and cleanse the 
house, and set the fires alight i 


THE FOSTER BROTHER. j 

1 

Of all the noble damsels, in all our ! 
Brittany, 

Gwennola was the sweetest far, a maidtMi 
fair to sec. 

Scarce eighteen summers shed their 
gold upon her sha]H!ty head, 

Yet all who loved the fair girl best were 
numbered with the dead- 
lier father and her mother, and eke 
her sisters dear. 

Ah ! Mary, pity 'twas to sec her shed 
the bitter tear 

At her casement in the castle, where a 
stci>-dame now bare sway, 

Her dim eyes fixe<l upon the sea, which 
glitnitiercd far away. 

• -r " ^ 

For three long years she watched in 
vain, in dole and misery. 

To see her foster brother's sail rise up 
from under sea ; 

For three long years she watched in 
vain, hoping each day would send 

Tile only heart which beat to bers, her 
lover and her friend. 


To fetch the water from the brook, 
again and yet again, 

With heavy toil and panting breath, 
and young form bent in twain. 

« « • ft 

One darkling winter morning, l>eforc 
(he dawning light, 

With ringing hoofs, across the brook 
there rode a noble knight : 

*'Gooil morrow, gracious maiden, and 
art them free to wed ? " 

And she, so young she was and meek, 
“ I know not, sir,” she said. 

** I prithee tell me, maiden, if thou art 
faneyfree?” 

“ To none, sir, have 1 plighted yet my 
maiden troth,” said she. 

**Then take, fala maid, this ring of 
gold, and to your stepHlame say, 

That to-day your troth is plighted to a 
knight from far away } 

*' Thai at Nantes a battle fierce was 
fought, wherein hb squire was 
slain. 

And he himself lies stricken sore upon 
his bod of pain t 


Go, get yon gone and tend the kine,” 
the end stefHSame said ; 

** Leave broodhig over tong^peal years: 
go; earn yonv daily bread,” 


** Bui when three weeks are overpast, 
whatever fate hetide, 
lie will come himself full gaily, god 
claim thee for hb bride,” 
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Affrighted rau she to her home, when, 
)o, ti wondrous thing 1 
For on her slender finger blazed her 
foster brother's ring. 

ti. 

The weeks crept onward slowly, crept 
slowly— one, two, three ; 

Hut never came the young knight, no 
never more came he. 

Come, it is lime that you were wed, 
for 1 have sought for you 
A bridegroom fitted to your rank, an 
honest man and true.'* 

“Nay, nay, I prithee, stcp-daine, there 
is none that I can \vc<1, 

Only my foster brother dear 1 love, 
alive or dead, 

“ With this ring his troth he plighted, 
and whatever fate Udide, 

He will come himself full gaily, and 
claim me for his bride.’* 

“ Peace, with thy golden weilding-ring I 
peace, fool, or I will teach 
With blows thy senseless chattering 
tongue to hold discrecter speech ; 

“ TcHiiiiMrrow thou shall be the bride, 
whether thou wilt or not, 

Of Gilua the neftt^herd, honest nmn i 
^y, this shall be thy lot.** 

**0( Giles the neat-herd, saklat thou? 

oh, I shall die of pain t 
Oh mother, dear dead mother, that thou 
wm in life again I** 


“Go,. cry and wail without the house; 
go, feed on misery : 

Go, take thy fill of moans and tears, for 
wedded thou shalt be." 

in. 

Just then the ancient sexton, with the 
bell that tolls the dead, 

Went up and down the country side, 
and these the W'ords he said 

“ Pray for the soul of one who was a 
brave and loyal knight. 

Who bare at Nantes a grievous hurt, 
what time they fought the fight : 

“To-morrow eve, at set of sun, amid 
the gathering gloom, 

From the white cliurch they bear him 
forth, to rest within the tomb.” 

IV. 

“Thou art early from the wedding 
feast ! ’* “ Good truth, 1 could 
not stay ; 

I dared not see the piteous sight, and 
therefore turned away ; 

“1 could not bear, the pity and the 
horror in her eyne, 

As she stood so fair, in blank despair, 
within the sacred shrine. 

“Around the hapless maiden, all were 
wcepuig Utterly, 

Ai^ the good old rector at the ilintidt, 
a heavy heart had he ; 

“ Not a dry eye was aiouiid her, sire 
the step-dame stem abunv 

Who looked on wkh an eril as 
from a heart of stone; 
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** And when Ihe ringere ting a peal, as i 
now they came again^ 

And the women whispered comfort, yet { 
bet heart seemed rent in twain, j 

“High in the place of honour at the j 
maniage feast she sate, j 

Yet no di<^ of water drank she, and j 
no crumb of bread she ale ; | 

“And when at la^t, the feast Inking 1 
done, they nould light the bride ; 


“ And have we (hr to go, brother ? 1 
would that we were eome.*' 

“ Have patience^ sister | bold me fast ; 
*tis a long way to our home,'* 

The white owl shrieked around them, 
tlie wild things shrank in fear 
As through the night a cloud of light 
that ghostly steed drew near. 


to lied, 

'I'he ring from off her hand she tluiig, 
the wreath from off her head, 


How swift your charger is, brother ! 
and your armour oh, how bright ! 
I Ah, no more you arc a l>oy, brother, 
but in troth a noble knight ! 


“ And with wild eyes that spoke dc* j 
spair, and locks that streamed j 
behind, | 

Into the darkling night she fled, as | 
swiftly os the wind.” 


“ Ifow beautiful you urc, brother ! but 
I would that we were come.” 

“ Have 2 >atic&ce, sister; hold me fast; 
we are not far from home.” 


V. 

The lights within the ca.slle were out, 
and all asleep ; 

Only, with fever in her brain, the maid 
would watch and weep. 

The chamber door swung o{)en. “Who 
goes there ? ” “ Do not fear, 

Gwen; *lis T, your foster brother,” 
“ Oh t at last, my love, my 
dear I" 

He raised her to the saddle, and his 
strong arm clasped her round, 

As, through the oi^^t, his charger white 
'Hew oa urithout a sound. 


“ Vour breath is icy*cold, brother, y(mr 
locks are dank and wet ; 

Your heart, your hands arc icy*cold; 
oh ! is it further yet?” 

“ Have ])atiencc,»«i8ter ; hold me fast ; 
for we are nearly there ; 

Hist 1 heat you not our marriage bells 
ring through the midnight air ? ” 

Even with the word, that ghostly steed 
neighed suddenly and shrill, 

Then trembled once through every limb, 
and like a stone stood stilL 


“How ftttt we go, my brother!” 

a bimdfed leagues and 

mote,” 

“ Eofw^lttpiqr ^ happier than in all 
mytUhhelhfct 


And lo, within a land they were, a land 
of mirth and pleostUre, 

Where youths and moident hand in 
hand danced to a joyohi mea- 
sure ; 
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A verdant orchard closed them round 
with golden friijt bedight, 

And above themi from the heaven- 
kiftsed hills« came shafts of golden 
light ; 

Hard by, a cool spring babbled clear, 
a fountain without stain, 

Whereof the dead lips tasting, grew 
warm with life again. 

There was Gwcnnola's mother mild, 
and eke her sisters dear : 

Oh, land of joy and bliss and love I— 
oh, land without a tear ! 

VI. 

liut when the next sun on the earth, 
brake from the gathered gloom, 
From the white church, the young 
maids bore, the virgin to her 
tomb* 

III. 

AZENOR. 

** Seamen, seamen, tell me true, 
is there any of your crew 
Who in Armor town has seen 
Axenor the kneeling queen ? 

We have semi her oft indeed, 
Kneeling in the self-same place ; 

Artve her heart, though pale her face, 
¥^te her aoni, though dark her weed.’* 

I. 

Of a long-past lammer^s day 
Envoys came from far away. 

Mailed in silver, clothed with gold, 

1 Hgh on Porting chaigers bold. | 


When the warder spied them near. 

To the King he went, and cried, 

** Twelve bold knights come pricking 
here: 

Shall I o|>en to them wide ? ” 

** Opened let the great gates be ; 

See the knights arc welcomed all ; 
Spread the board and deck the hall, 
We will feast them royally.*’ 

“ By our Prince’s high command, 

Who one day shall be our King, 

Wc come to ask a precious thing—- 
Azenor your daughter’s hand." 

Gladly will we grant your prayer : 
Brave the youth, as wc have heard. 

Tall is she, milkwhite and fair, 

Gentle .as a singing bird.” 

Fourteen days high feast they made, 
Fourteen days of dance and .song ; 

Till the dawn the harpers played ; 
Mirth and joyance all day long, 

** Now, my fair spouse, it is meet 
That we turn u.c toward our home.'* 

“ As you will, my love, my sweet ; 
Where you are, there 1 wonld come.” 

If. 

When his step-dame saw the bride, . 
Well-nigh choked with ^leen was she : 
‘'This pale-faced girl, this lump of 
pride— 

And shall she be preferred to me^ 

** New thii^ please men best, Hit tme. 
And the old are cast aside, 

Natheless, what is old and tried 
Serves far better than the new/* 



AZMNOii. 


3 ^ 


Scarce eight months had passed away 
When she to the Prince would come, 
And with snhtlety would say, 

** Would you lose both wife and 
home? 

** Have a care, lest what 1 tell 
Should befall you ; it were best 
To have a care and guard you well, 
*Ware the cuckoo in your nest.** 

Madam, if the truth you tell, 

Meet reward her crime shall earn. 

First the round tower's strailcst cell, 
ITicn in nine days she shall burn.” 

111 . 

When the old King was aware, 

Bitter tears the greyl^iard shed. 

Tore in grief his while, while hair, 
Crying, ‘•Would God that 1 wcrcdc.id.'* 

And to all the seamen said, 

•' Good seamen, pray you tell me true. 

Is there, then, any one of you 

Can tell me if my child \/e dead ?”* 

" My ltege« an yet alive is she, 

Though burned to-morrow shall she be : 
But from her prison tower, O King ! 
Morning and eve wx hear her sing. 

•• Morning and eve, from her fair throat 
Issue* the same sweet plaintive note, 
•Tficy ate deceived; 1 kiss Thy rod: 
HBvejrity on them, O my God 1’*’ 

> IV. 

Even as n Uinb who gives iu life 
All meeieljr to the cruel kiiiftf, 
Widto-fohed «h« went, her soft feet 

hnwt- ‘ ’ 


And as she to her dieadful fete 
Fared on, poor innocent, meek and 
mild, 

•• Grave crime it were,*' cried small and 
great, 

To slay the mother and the child," 

All wept sore, both small and great ; 
Only the stcp*dajne smiling sate : 

Sure *twerc no evil deed, Inat good, 
Tt) kill the vi|>cr with her brc»od.*' 

** Quick, good firemen, fan the hie 
Till it leap forth fierce and red ; 

Fan it fierce as my desire : 

She shall burn till she is dead.** 

Vain their efforts, all in vain. 

Though they fanned and fanned again ; 
The more they blew, the embers gray 
Faded and sank and died away. 

When the judge the portent saw, 

Da4eil and sick with fear was be : 

“ She is a witch, she flouts the law s 
Come, let us drown her in the sea.” 

V.* 

>Vhal saw you on the sea? A boat 
Neither by sail nor oarsman sped ; 

And at the helm, to watch H float. 

An angel white with wings outspread ; 

A little boat, far out to sea, 

And with her child a fair ladyci 
Whom at her breast die sheltered well, 
Like a white dove upon a shelL 

She kissed, and clasped, and kissed 

Hjs little back, hit little feet^ 

Crooning a soft and tender stf^ 

m^dear; da-da, my av^, 

gg 
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** Ah, couM your father see you, sweet, 

A proud man should he be to-day ; 

J)ut we on earth may never meet, 

Hut he is lost and far away.*' I 


In Armor town u» such affright 
As never castle knew before, | 

For at the midmost hour of night | 
The wicked step-dame is no more. { 

** T see hell open at my sulc : 

Oh, save me, in God's name, my | 
son ! 

Your s|>oufce was chaste ; ’twas I who 
lied ; * 

Oh, save me, for I am undone ! *' 

Scarce had she checked het lying tongue, ^ 
A viper from her Ups would glide, t 

With threatening fangs, which hissed , 

and stung, t 

And pierced her marrow till she died. * 

Eftsoons, to foreign realms the knight 
Went forth, by land and over sea \ 
Seeking in vain his lost delight, I 

O'er all the round, round world went 
he. 

lie sought her East, he sought hei ‘ 
West, 

Neat to the hot South sped he forth, 
Then» after many a fruitless quest, 

1I« soun^t her in the gusty North. 


When by a brooklet’s fairy spray, 
lie spies a little lad at play. 

Fair are hU locks, and blue his eyes, 

As his lost love’s or as the sea ; 

The good knight looking on them, sighs, 
“ Fair child, who may thy father he ? *' 

“ Sir, 1 have none save Him in heaven ; 
Long years ago he went away, 

Kre 1 w'as born, and I am seven ; 

My mother mourns him night and day.” 

“Who is thy mother, child, and 
wheic?” 

“ She cleanses linen white and fair. 

In yon clear stream." “ Come, child, 
and we 

Together will thy mother see.*' 

He took the youngling by the hand. 
And, as they passed the yellow strand. 
The child’s swift blootl in pulse and 
arm 

lx:apt to his father’s and grew warn. 

• 

“ Rise up and look, oh mother dear ; 

It is m> father who is here : 

My father who was lost is come— 

Oh, bless God for it I — ^to his home.” ' 

They knelt and Messed Ills holy name. 
Who is so good, and just, and mild. 
Who joins the sire and wife and child : 
And so to Brittany they came. 


ibM by some namelcaH island vast. And may the Messed Trinity, 
Hlb anchor o'er the side he cast ; I Protect all iMlcrs on the sea ! 
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DRAMATIS rERSONvK. 


PEOPLE or BOSPHORUS, 


Th^ King or llosi'iioitus. 

Asandcr, Priucti ,*/' 

LVSIMACH us, <* #/«/««««• , 

Meoacuks. a chatnhterlainfrAm the Im^ruti Court o/ CoHsiuHtmofiio, 
Tkrtc ComriHrs, accofu/OHying^ Asaudgr. 

SoUftrrs, €U. 

people op CHER soy. 

Lamacmi'S, Ar<hon o/ the Keftth/ic oJ'Chertort. 

7xv\\Ot his SHCcetsor. ^ . 

'ri*R«>oottt's, a young ttohle (brother to /rfue)t tn love loUk irytus. 
fUvuAKKA.yirt/ Senator, 

Amhasseuior to Jt^fs/korus. 

The Senators o/Cherson, 

7'Vfq Labourers, 

OvciAy daughter of Lamaekus 

IRBMI^ a lady-^ker friend, in Eve^ ndtk Asander. 

Mblissa, an elderly la*fy in vtaiiing tnt Cycia- 

Ckiid^ daughter if Ike Gaoler, ^ 

Citsmns, etc. 


ACli I. 

SCENE I,— Bosphorus* The 
King’s Palac^r. 

7yi«,KiKG, in etnjcidus thought. To 
, him EYStMACHVS, ajlenvards Asan- 
DKR. 

Lvsim AC» US. 

£^, 'Whak aU« the Kingt tlwt thus 
his brow is bent 
By mcb a load cd orto? 

je^ tSfOmaOm, 

■Titti hwd wcBtjr wel^c. 


CIn fige^worn brains ; tho* skies and 
seas may Kmale* 

And bieadfast (avouring Fortune sU 
serene, 

Gttuling the helm of State, but well 
thou knowest — 

None lietler in my realm— through 
what wild waves. 

Quicksands, and sock^fiuiged . stialte, 
our Bosfiiior os. 

Laden with all our love, reels madly on 

To shipwreck and to ruin. From the 
North, 

StGiin<^cloiid on stonn-^loiid isstthig 
voBeys Ibitir 
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ACT 1. 


Fresh thunderMts of war. The Em* 
pcror 

Dallies within his closed seraglios* 
Letting his eunuchs waste the might 
of Rome* 

While the tierce Scythian, in a sujfgc of 
blood, 

Bursts on our barc-swept plains. Upon 
the South, 

Our rival Cherson, with a jealous eye, 
Waits on our adverse chances, taking 
joy 

Of her reput)licai\ guile in every check 
And buffet envious Fortune deals our 
State, 

Which doth obey a King. Of all our 
foes 

I hate and dread these chiefly, for 1 fear 
Lest, when my crown falls from my 
palsied brow, 

My son Asandcr's youth may prove too 
weak 

To curb these crafty burghers. S|H;ak, 
I pray thee, 

Must trusty servant. Can tliy loyal 
brain 

T>evisc some scheme whereby onr dear- 
loved realm 

May Itrcak the mesh of Fate? 

Lys, Indeed, my liege, 

Too well I know our need, and long 
have tossed 

ThipOti^ sleepless nights, if haply I 
mig^t tod 

Spme itmedy, but that which I have 
found 

woiae then tto dtotte. 

Nay, tqpeak } what is it f 
I kmnr how wiwt thy thought 
lyt* My Uege, it ehauces 

The, Arehon Lamachus is old and spent. 
Me has m oohr oMMi a daipi^lec, 
Gycia. , 


The treasure of his age, who now 
blooms forth 

In early maidenhood. The girl is 
fair 

As is a mom in springtide ; and her 

, father 

A king in all but name, such reverence 

His citizens accord him. Were it not 
well 

The Prince Asander should contract 
himself 

In marriage to this girl, and take the 
strength 

Of Cherson for her dowry, and the 
pow*cr 

Of their strong fleets and practised arms 
to thrust 

The invading savage l)ackward ? 

Nay, my lord ; 

No more of this, I ))ray. There is no 
trilm 

Of all the blighting locust-swarms of 
w'ar, 

Which sweep our wasted fields, I would 
not rather 

Take to my heart and cherish than 
these vipers. 

lK»st thou forget, my lord, how of old 
lime, 

In the brtu^c days of good Sauromatus,^ 

These venomous townsuien, shame* 
lessly allied 

With the tobarian hosts, brought us 
to ruin; ^ 

Or, with the failing force of Carnr 
leagued, 

By subtle devilish aegiftefy of war, 

Robbed Bpsphonu of its own, i^ieo, 
but for them, 

Bysantium were oar pn^, and all its 

ndght. 

And wa Kamels masteia^ Majr; % 
swear to thm^ . 
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1 would rather see the Prince dead at Not more than Is my mind $ 1 cannot 
my (bet, reason. 

1 would rather see our loved State sunk But hark ! I hear the rliig df cOtttsera* 
and lost, feet 

lima know my boy, the sole hdr rd* my j Bespeak Asander comfri^.. What an 


crown, 

The sole hope of my people, taken and ! Of ycmth and morning breathei round 
noosed | him, and brings 


By this proud upstart girl. S])eak not 
of it ; 

Ruin were better far. 


A tight of hope again ! 

£n(a' Asandke iht ch<U€>, 


Lys* My liege, I bear I A^an. My dearest sire and King, 

No greater favour to these indolent ; art thou thus grave 

townsmen • Of choice, or does our good Lysimachus, 

Than thou thyself. 1, who have fought j Bringing unwonted loads of carking 
with them | care, 

From my first youth — who saw my < O’crcloud thy brow ? I prithee, father, 
fa^er slain, fret not } 

Not in fair fight, pierced through l)y Ihcrc is no cioud of care I yet have 
honest stoci, known— 


Out unawares, struck by some vilhnnous j And 1 am now a man, and Iwe my 
engine, j cares— 

Which, armed with inextinguishable * Which the fresh breath of morn, the 


fire, j hungry chase, 

Flew hissing from the walls and slew at j The echoing horn, the jocund choir of 
once j tongues. 

Coward and brave alike ; 1, whose ; ( >r joy of some 1|pld enterprise of 
young brother, war, 

IV stripling who to me was os a son, When the swiR squadrons smite the 
Taken in some sally, languished till he echoing plains, 

died. Scattering the stublxnti spearmen, may 

Chained in their dungeons* depths;— not break, 

must I not hate l^cm As does the sun the mists. Nay, look 

With hate os dc^ as hell ? And yet 1 not grave } 

know ^ My youth is strong enough for any 

There is no other way than that burden 

, Amnder Fortune can cast on me. 

.Should wed this womanw This alone Couldst thoui Asander, 

eaa sfaunch Consent to serve the States if H diould 

The bteediDg wemnds of the State. bid thee 

Lyihnachus, Wed without love f 

I am nidi my wtB Is weak, my body Asati. What, rather^ U that Ml? 
b|^ I do not know this tertian fovef, Jove, 
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or which too oft my comrades groan 
and sigh. 

This green-sick blight, which turns a 
lusty soldier 

To A hysterical girl. Wed without 
love? 

One day I needs must wed, though 
love I shall not. 

And if h were indeed to serve the 
State, 

Nay, if 'twould smooth one wrinkle 
from thy brow, 

Why, it might be to-morrow. 'Fell me, 
father, 

Who is this paragon that thou dcsignest 

Shall call me husband? Some bar- 
barian damsel 

Ucored on mare’s milk, and nurtured 
in a tent 

In Scythia? Well, ’twere better than 
to mate 

With some great lady from the Imperial 
Court, 

Part tigress and all wanton. I care 
not ; 

Or If the scheme miscarry, I care 
not. 

Tell me, good father. 

Wnuldst thou wed, Asander, 

If ’twerc to save the State, a Greek 
from Cherson ? 

Asau, From Cherson? 

liege ; that were too much. 

A girl fn>m out that cockatrice’s den— 

Take snob a one to wife? I ivoald 
take 

A eiporto ji^bfeastt Nay, t»y, you 
jesif 

My fiuher, for you hate this low-bom 
crew. 

Grown gron by huckstering ways and 
jmidid craft— 

Ay, mele ihim t 


King, It is no jest, my son. 

Our good Lysimochus will tell thee all 

Our need and whence it comes. 

Lys, My gracious Prince, 

Thus stands the case, no otherwise. 
Our foes 

Press closer year by year, our wide- 
spread plains 

Are ravaged, and our bare, un(M!fopled 
fields 

Breed scantier levies ; while the trea- 
sury 

Stands empty, and we have not means 
to l>uy 

The force that might resist them. 
Nought but ruin, 

St^eedy, inevitable, can await 

Our failing Bosphorus* unaided strength, 

Unless some potent rich ally should 
join 

Our weakness to her might. None 
; other is there 

I To which to look but Cherson ; and 1 
} know, 

From trusty friends among them, that 
even now, 

Perchance this very day, an embassy 

Comes to us with design that wa Should 
sink 

• Our old traditional hate in the new 
bonds 


the girl 

Gyeio, the daughter of old Lamachiis, 
Their foremost man|d|liere comes but 
one report— 

That she is fair as good. 

Amm, My lord, X fnuy yon, 
W’aste not good breath. If 1 ntttit sell 
myself. 

It matters not if she be ftilror fool, 
Angel or doubly damned) bating Uw 
race. 


Nay, iny \ Which Hymen binds together. For 
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Men, maidens, yoani^ and old, I would 
blight my life 
To save my oountiy. 

JCing, Thanks, my dearest son. 
There spake a patriot indeed. 

Servant* My liege, 

An embassy from Cherson for the King. 

Ambassador, wtfh retinue, 

Ambas. Sirs, 1 bring you a message 
from Lamachus, the Archon of Cher- 
son, 

Lys, Sirs, forsooth ! Know yc not 
the dignity of princes, or does your 
republican rndenem bar you from all 
courtesy ? 1 do not count myself equal 
to the King, nor, therefore should you. 

Kitt^* Nay, good Lysimachus, let 
him proceed. 

Ambas* If I am blunt of speech, I 
beg your forgiveness. I bring to you 
a letter from the citlecn I^amachus, 
which I shall read, if it be your 
pleasure. 

Xing, Read on. 

Ambas, ** To the King of Bosphorus, 
Lamachus sends greeting. We are 
both old. Let us forget the former 
enmities of our States, and make an 
alliance which shall protect us against 
the storm of barbarian invasion which 
Caesar is too weak t(» ward off. Thou 
hast a son, and I a daughter. Thy son 
Is, from ail report, a brave youth and 
worthy. My daughter is the paragon 
of her sex. 1 have wealth and posses- 
skwis and leepcet as great as if I were a 
scep^ Xi^. The youth and the 
Buitl tm of fitting age. Let us join 
thi^ hahds together, and with them 
those of our States, and grow strong 
imoiig^ to defy the barhanans, and 
.lEoiiie also.*' 


Asm* Aily liege, I am willing for 
tills marriage. Let it be. 

Xing. My son, we have not yet 
heard alL Head on, sir. 

Ambas, There is oqe condition 
which not my will, but the jealousy of 
our people enforces, vis. that the Prince 
Asunder, if he weds my daughter, shall 
thenceforth forswear his country, nor 
seek to return to it on pain of death. 
I pray thee, pardon the rudeness of my 
countrymen ; but they are Greeks, ami 
judge their freedom more than their 
lives.** 

Asan* Insolent hounds ( 

This is too much. I will have none of 
them. 

Take back tliat message. 

Alng. Thou art right, my son. 

I could not Ixsar to loi>e thee, not to 
win 

A thousand Chersons. Let us fight 
alone, 

And sec what fortune sends us. 

Lys* Good my liq^, 

Be not too hasty. {To Ambassador) 
Sir, the King has heard 
The message which ^you bring, and 
presently 

Will send a fitting answer. [Exit Am* 
bossttdor. 

Nay, my Wtgt, 

1 lieg your patience. That these fellows 
make 

Their friendship difltcult is true ; Init 
think 

How great the value of it, and re- 
member « , 

How easy ’tis to piomiae and break 
faith 

With insotent dogs like these. IM* 
Lamachus 

Is older than your grace, and feeller fiir. 
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He will not live for ever, and, he gone, 

Will not the Prince Asander lie as 
great, 

The husband of his daughter and his 
heir, 

As he is now, and sway the power of 
Cherson 

For our own ends, and cast to all the 
winds 

This foul enforced compact, and over- 
turn 

This coni m(in wealth of curs? I will 
stake my life 

'rhat three years shall not pass ere he 
is King 

or Cherson in possession, and at once 

Of Ikisphorus next heir. 

*'The tongue hath sworn, the mind 
remains unsworn, ^ 

So says their poet. 

I'll liave none of it. 

1 am not all Greek, but |^rt Cimmerian, 

And scorn to break my wurik* 

Let us face ruin, father, not deceit. 

My noble son, I love thee. 

Good, ray liege, 

And thou, my Lord Asander, ponder 
it. 

Consider our jxxir country’s gaping 
wounds, 

And what a remedy lies to our hands. 

1 will iUe willingly if I devise not 

A wheme to liend these upstarts to 
your wilt. [XxeuHe mttes. 


SCENH tiik Pai.ac£. 

Msoaclks emd Courliefs. 

Well, my lords, and so it is 
all letried. We must all be on board 
in half an hour. His Altitude the 
Pr^e asib -nt, once for Chenooi and 


with a view to hb^mediate marriage. 
Wan ever such a rash step heard of? 
Not twenty-four bdhrs to get ready the 
marriage equipment of a Prince of Bos- 
phorus. Well, well, 1 dare say they 
would lie glad enough to take him with 
no rag to his Imck. I dare say these 
rascally republicans would know no 
l>etter if he were to be married in htt 
everyday suit, 

\t( Court. P faith, 1 should hever 
have dreamt it. Asander, who is the 
buldesl huntsman and the bravest 
soldier, and the best of good fellows, 
to go and tie himself to the apron- 
string of a Greek girl, a tradesman's 
daughter from Cherson, of all places on 
earth t Pah 1 it makes me sick t 

2*ui Court, But I hear she is beauti- 
ful as Artemis, and— Well, we are 
all young or have been, and beauty is 
a strong loadstone to such metal 21 s the 
Prince's. 

3n/ r aurt. Nay, he luis never set 
eyes on her ; and, for that matter, the 
Lady Irene was handsome enough, in 
all conscience, and a jovial young 
gentlewoman to boot. Ve gods I do 
you mind how she sighed for him and 
pursued him ? It was a sight to please 
the goddess Aphrodite herself. But 
then, our good Asander, who had only 
to liii Up his little finger, was so cold 
and positively forinddmg, that 1 once 
came upon the poor lady cryii^ her 
I eyes out in a passion of mortified 

I filing. 

[ l.r/ Court. Ay, she weh from tiib 
outlandish Cherson, was not irim? 
Aphrodite was a Grei^ wnman also, 
remember. 

2 nd Court. Bo she wns.^ 1 hod 
quite fiagotten where the My elme. 
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from. We&, if there now, and 
cannot get her Prince, and would like 
a gay, tolerably^eli-favoured young 
fellow for a lover, I auppose she need 
go no further than the present com- 
pany. 

My lords, 1 pray you leave | 
these frivolities, and let us come to j 
^rious matters. Think, 1 Itcg you. In 
what a piiinful position I am placed. 

I dm to go, without ]iro[)er notice, as 
Master of the (Ceremonies of the Court 
of liostdiorus, to conduct an im))oriant 
Court -ceremonial with a pack of scurvy 
knaves, who, 1 wilt l>e bound, hardly 
kiiCMV the difference lictween an Illus- 
trious and a Respectable, or a Ues{)ect- 
alilc and an Honourable. 1 must do 
my best to arrange all decently and in 
order, and as near as may lie \o the 
imperial model, and all these matters 
I have to devise on shipboard, tossed 
about on that villanous l^uxinc, with a 
smell of pitch everywhere, and sea- 
sickness in my stomach. And when I 
get to Cberson, if ever 1 do get there 
alive, 1 have not the faintest idea whom 
I am to consult witli->-whcthcr there 
is a Count of the Palace or anylKxly, in 
fact. I dare say tliere is nobody ; I ant 
sure tliere is nobody. A marriage of 
the heir apparent is a very serious 
ftffitir, let me teU you* What a comfort 
It is that I have got the last edition of 
thatjprectons work of the divine Theo- 
dosUts on Dignities ! If it were not for 
that, I should go mad. 

W CImrfi Hy good Megaeles, I 
warn yon the Prince cares as little for 
etiquette as he dees fiir tove-makiogt 

Veij likely, and that; m^es 

2 7 poriiion so dUBcuU, Just reffect 
r a moment Whenwe gouriiDre at 


ceived by the aolhorlties ? 

aW CMtt Surely, good Megacles. 

Then, how many steqM riiould 
Prince Asandcr take to meet his&ther* 
in-law l^tnachus--ch f And how many 
steps should Lamachus take? You 
never gave the matter a thought ? Of 
course not. And these are questions 
to be settled on the spot, and scores 
like (hem. 

3 r<f 6>«r/. I dare say it won’t 
matter at all, or very little. 

Matter very little, indeed ! 
j very little, forsooth ! Why, in the 
! name of all the saintn, do not alliances 
fall through for less ? Are not bloody 
wars fought for less? Do T not re- 
mem iKt the sad plight of the Grand 
('hamiKTiain, when the Illustrious 1^, 
the Pro-Consul of Macedonia, had a 
meeting at Court with the Respectable 
the Vice- Prefect of Pannonia? Now, 
the Pro-Consul should have taken four 
steps forward, as being the most noble, 
the Vice- Prefect five. ButJ the Vice- 
Prefect being a tall man, and the Pro- 
Consul a short on^,* the Grand Cham- 
lierlain did not sufficiently measure 
their distances ; and* so when they hod 
taken but four steps each, there svere 
the two Dignitaries bolt upright, face 
tOb. face, glaring at each other, and no 
room to take the fraction of a foot pace 
more. 

1 // Cffurt, Faith, a very laughable 
situation, good Megacles. Was it hard 
to settle 1 

1 riiottld think H was hard to 
settle. No one could interim ; tjbe 
Book of Ceremonies was sent for, and 
was silent. There was nothing for fi 
bat that the Emperor, after half an 



37» 


GYCIA. 


ACT 1.9 SOlEaiS It 


hour, broke up the Court in confusion, 
and those two remained where they 
were till it was quite dark, and then 
tliey got away, no one knows how. 
Hut what came of it ? For fifteen years 
there was war and bloodshed between 
the provinces, and but for the invasion 
of the Goths, there would be to this day. 
Matter little, indeed I Why, you fcKdish 
youngster, ceremony is everything in 
life. Tu understand Precedence aright 
is to know the secrets of nature. The 
order of IVoccdeiicc is the order of 
Creation. It is, in fact, a very cos- 
mogony. Oh, a noble science I a noble 
science t 

IS/ Cowrt, Right, goo<l Megncles, 
to magnify your office. Hravery is 
nothing $ goodness is nothing; hcaiUy 
is n foolish dream. Give us Ceremony, 
Ceremony, more Ceremony; it is the 
salt of life* 

A very intelligent youth. But 
here comes the King. 

Entir /Its King, Asanuer, awi 
Lysimachus. 

Asan, My liege, 1 do your will, 
Though with a heavy heart. Farewell, 
my father. 

Jf I must bid farewell to this dear City, 
Wliich nourished me from childhoocU 
His to save it, 

Not otherwise, and Btou my sire and 
King. 

From thee 1 do not part, and often- 
iime% 

If the saints will, I yet shall welcome 
thee, 

When all our foes are routed and our 
troubles 

Fled like some passing storm-cloud, to 
myhearlf^ 


And set thy heir tipon thy knees, a 
Prince 

Of Bosphorus and Cherson. 

King, Good, my son, 

1 pray God keep you, for I dimly 
fear, 

So dark a presage doth obscure my 
mind, 

That wo shall meet no more. 

Lys. My honoured liege, 

These are the figments of a mind 
which grief 

Hath part disordered. Thou shall see 
thy son, 

Trust me for it ; I swear it. One thing 
more 

Remains. 1 know what *tis to be a 
youth 

As yet untouched by love ; I know 
what charm 

Lies in the magic of a woman*s eyes 
For a young virgin heart. I pray you, 
sir, 

Swear to me by the saints, that, come 
what may. 

For no allurement which thy new life 
brings thee. 

The love of wife or child, wih titnu 
forget 

Our Bosphorus, but still wilt hold her 
weal 

Above all other objects of thy love 
In good or adverse fortune* 

Asan, Nay, my lord. 

There is no need for oaths ; yet ip|ll I 
swear it, 

Here on this soldier's cross. 

{Afmkes a the kUte/ hisstm^ 

Fnrewdl, nqr father, 
I mar my manhood, staying. 

King, Ftfievndt soiu 

Let my old eyes fix on thee t31 thou 
goest 
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Beneath the farthest verge. Good 
Megacles, 

And you brave gentlemen, be faithful 
all 

To me andlto your Prince. 

My lx)rd Asunder, 

Kcmeml>er t 


ACT II. 

SCF.NK I. -LAMACHrs’ Palack, 
Chkrson. 

GyciauW Irenk. 

GyAa, Sweetest Irene, 

What joy it is to see thee once again 

After so long an al>&encc ! We hod 
gron*n 

Together on one stalk so long, since 
hrst 

Our girlish lives began to hurst to 
flower, 

That it was hard to part us. But me- 
ihinks 

That something of the rose from off 
thy cheek 

Has faded, and its rounded outline fair 

Seems grown a little thinner. 

/jr/. Gycia, 

The flower, once severefl from the 
stalk, no more 

Grows as before. 

Gyath Thou strange girl, to put on 

Such grave airs 1 Ah 1 1 fear at Bos- 
' phonis 

Some gay knight has bewitched thee ; 
ttm has falleii 

In love, os girls say-Hfaongh what it 
maybe 

Tb Ass in love, I know not, thank the 

g9ds> 

Having miicli else to think of. 


Ire, 

Speak not of this. 

Gytia, Ah ! then I know *iis true. 

Confess what manner of thing love is. 

Ire, Nay, nay, I (»i[nHet tell thee 
Gycia ; 

Thou knowest not what thou askest. 
Whftt is love ? 

Seek not to know it. 'Tis to lie no 
more 

Thy own, but all another’s; *tis to 
dwell 

By tiny and night on one fixed madding 
thought, 

Till the form wastes, and with the form 
the heart 

Is warped from right tp wrong, and can 
ffirget 

All that it loved before, faith, duty, 
country, 

Friendship, aflcclion— rvcr>*lhing but 
love. 

Seek not to know it, dear ; or, knowing 
it, 

Be happier than I. 

Gyaa, My poor Irene ! 

Then, *lis indcctl a misery to love. 

I do repent that I have tortured thee 

By such unthinking jests. Forgive me, 
dear, 

I will speak no more of it; with me 
thy secret 

Is safe as with a sister. Shouldst thou 
wish 

To unburden to me thy unhappy heart, 

If haply I might bring thy love to thee. 

Thou shalt his name divulge and 
quality, 

And 1 will do my best. 

Ire. Never, dear Gycki<r 

Forget my weakness ; 'twas a passing 

foUy. 

I love a man who loves me not again, 



3lto 

And that i9 very hell. 1 would die 
sooner 

Than breathe his name to thee. Fare- 
well, dear lady ! 

Thou canst not aid me. [Exit Irf.ne. 

Gycia, Hapless sprl t Praise 
Heaven 

That I am fancy -free ! 

Enter Lamacups. 

/MMa. My dearest daughter, why 
this solemn aspect ? 

1 have glad news for thec. Thou 
knowest of old 

The weary jealousies, the hlootly 
feuds, 

Which *twixt our Chersoii and her 
neighbour City 

Hove raged ere I was Iwrii— nay, ere 
my gmndsirc . 

First saw the light of heaven. Both 
our States 

Are crippled by this brainless enmity. 

And now the Empire, now the Scythian, 
threatens 

Destruction to our Cities, whom, 
unitcil, 

Wc might defy with scorn. Seeing 
this weakness, ' 

Thy father, wishful, ere his race be 
run, 

I'o save our much-lovetl Cherson, sent 
<*riate 

l^ditic envoys to our former foe. 

And fisilh, 1 am not so old, 

‘twdluld seem 

Tlud I have kst my atate-crafl-^comes 
a message. 

The Prince Asatider, heir df Bos- 

photuai 

Touches oar,riiores to-day, and pre« 
sently 

WIU be with Its. 


aci* lu 

Cycia. Oh, father, is it wise? 

Do fire and water mingle? Does the 
hawk 

Mate with the dove ; the tiger with the 
lamb ; 

The tyrant with the peaceful common- 
wealth ; 

Fair commerce with (he unfruitful 
works of war ? ^ x* 

What union can there be Hwixt our fair 
city 

A nd this hal f- l>arliaroos race ? *T were 
.against nature 

'I'c# bid these <tppositc elements com- 
bine — 

The Greek with the Cimmerian. Fa- 
ther, pray you. 

Send them away, w'ith honour if you 
please, 

And soothing words and gifts^only, 1 
pray you, 

Send them away, this Prince who doth 
despise us, 

And his false retinue of slaves. 

l.arna. My daughter. 

Thy words are wanting in thy wontetl 
love 

And dutiful observance. Twen an 
insult 

Unwashed by streams of bloodshed, 
should our City 

Scorn thus the guests it summoned. 
Come they must. 

And with all hcis{atabte care and 
honour, 

Else were thy sire dishonoiired. Thou 
wilt give them 

A fitting welcome. 

Gy^ia. Pardon toe, Mmt 

That 1 spoke rashly. I elwy thy with 

Lama* Stay, Gyda. Post thou 
know what *tis to h>ve? 


GVCiA. 
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Gyda^ Ay, thee, dear father. He does not aak thee to fonake thy 

Lmna. Kay, 1 know U weU. home, 

But has no noble youth c*cr touched But leaves for thee his own. Alttontpies 
thy heart? together 

Gyda, None, father, Heaven lie Are full of praise of him : virgin in love, 
praised I The young Irene A brave youth in the fieUI, os we have 
Waft with me when thou cam’st, and proved 

all her life | In many a mortal light ; a face and form 

Scemft blighted by this curse of love— | Like a young god's. 1 would, my love, 
for one j thy heart 

Whose name she hides, with \ihom in : Might turn to him, and find thy liappi- 
Bosphorus j ness 

She met, when there she sojourned, j In that uduch makes me happy. I am 
Her young brother, old 

Tlie noble Theodorus, whom ihou J And failing, and 1 fain would see thee 
fenowest, f 

Leu all the world go by him and grows | Before I die, and at thy knees an heir 

i I'o all my riches, and the State of 

For love, ami pines, and wherefore ?— ; Cherson 

For thy daughter, j anxious cares dclivcrcfl, and 

W'ho knows not what love means, and j through thee. 

cannot brook j VfkXhct, we arc of the Athc- 


Such brain-sick folly. Kay, be sure, j 
good father, | 

1 love not thus, and shall not. 

jLama, W^cll, well, girl, { 

Thou wilt know it yet. 1 fetter not j 
thy choice, 

But if thou couldst by loving bind 
together 

Not two hearts only, but opposing 
peoples; 

Supplant 1^ halcyon days tong years of 
strife. 

And link them in unbroken harmony 
Wen ^iis no g^iy for a woman, this 
No worthy price of her heart ? 

Telt me, I pray, 
Vi^ VMM yon by ibis riddle ? 

Prince Aiandcr 

Wie foask 

amity. 


man race, 

Which was the flower of Hellas, Ours 
the fame 

Of Poets, Statesmen, Orators, whose 
works 

And thoughts u]x>n the forehead of 
mankind 

Shine like a piccious jewel ; ours the 
glory 

Of those great Soldiers who by sea and 
land 

Scattered the foemen to the winds of 
heaven, 

First in the files of time. And though 
OUT mother. 

Our Athena, sank, crushed the might 

of Kme, 

What if Rome now An ICmpiry rent 
in twain; 

An Empire sihkifig ’neath thei^Whlt4y 
• wei^ 
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Of its own power ; an Empire where 
ilie Senate 

Ranks lower than the Circus, anti a 
wanton 

Degrades the Imperial throne. But 
though to its fall 

'Htc monster totters, this our Cherson 
kecjis 

The bravery of old, and still maintains 
The old Hellenic spirit and some 
likeness 

Of the fair Commonwealth which ruled 
the world. 

Surely, my father, 'tis a glorious spring 
llrawn from the heaven-kissed summits 
whence we come ; 

And shall we, then, detile our noble 
blood 

By mixture witli this upstart tyranny 
Which fouls the Hellenic pureness of 
its source 

In countless bastard channels? If our 
State 

Ask of its children sacrifice, *(is well. 

It shall be given ; only I prithee, 
father, 

Seek not that 1 should with Ixirbaric 
' blood . 

Taint the pure stream, which flows 
from i'ericles. 

I^t me abide un wedded, if I may, 

A Greek girl as before. 

Daughter, thy choice 
la free as air to accept or to reject 
This suitor; emfy, in the name of 
Chcrscmi 

Do nothing rashly, and meanwhile take 
care 

That nought that fils a Greciaa State 
be wanting 
To do him honour* 

Sir,.it tdiall be done. 


SCENE IL— Outside the talajck 

or I.AMACIUTS. 

; Mkgacles and Courtieks. 

! .'lAy. Well, ray lords, and so this is 
j the palace. A grand palace, forsooth, 
j and a tine reception to match ! Why, 
these people arc worse than barbarians. 
They are worse tlian the sea, and that 
was inhospitable enough. The saints 
lie praised that that is over, at any rate. 
Oh, the intolerable scent of pitch, and 
; the tossing and the heaving ! Heaven 
I spare me such an ordeal again ! 1 

thought I should have died of the 
I smells. And here, can it lie? Is it 
; imssible that there is a distinct odour 
! of'-|>ah I what? Oils, as 1 am a 
! Christian, and close to the very palace 
of, the Archun t What a detestable 
|)eople ! Some civet, good friends, 
some civet ! 

isf Court* Here it is, good Mega- 
cles. You did not bo])e, surely, to find 
rcpublicins as sweet as those who live 
cleanly under a King? But here arc 
some of their precious citicens at last. 

Entor CiTiZEWS kurriediy. 

1st Citizen* I pray you, forgive us, 
gentlemen. We thonght the Prince 
would take the land at the other quay, 
and had prepared our welcome accord- 
ingly. 

W ho are diese men ? 
isf Ctmri, They are hommiable 
citizens of Cherson. 

A/<sr. Citkensl They will slot do 
for me. The Count of the Pttlace 
should be here with the Grand Cham« 
berbun to meet my Hastar. 

isi OV. Yovtt Oh ! than 

you am a serving man, as it wonld 
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seem. Well, my good man, when | 

comes your Master ? Lam achus and Senalors. 

Meg. Oh, the imi>ertinenl scoiin* < jAtma. We bid you heortfeU web 
drel I Do you know, sir, who I am ? , come, Prince, to Chenson, 

ij/ C/A Proliably the Prince’s at- ! Tluit we have seemed to* tail to do you 
tendant, his lackey, or possibly his ste* ! honour 

ward. I neither know nor care. ; Comes of the spite of fortune. For 
Afeg. Oh, you barbarian ! Where j your highness, 

is the Count of the Palace, 1 say? . 'faking the land at the entrance of the 
IS/ Ci/» Now, citizen, cease this • port, 

nonsense. W c have not, thank 1 leaven, | Mi.>sed w'hal of scanty pomp our homely 
any such foolish etfeminatc functionary. ; manners 

Afeg. No Count of the Palace? - Would fain have ofiered ; but we pray 
Heavens! whal a crew! Well, if you think 

there is none, where are your leading ''fwas an untoward accident, no more, 
nobles? where the Res[M:ctable and Welcome to Chersoo, Prince ! 
Illustrious? You aie cert.*iinly not Methinks, iny lord, 

IllusUious nor Respectable } you pro- Scarce in the meanest Stale is it the 
bably arc not even Honourable, or if cu.stom 

you arc you don’t look it. To ask the presence of a noble guest 

IX/ CjV. Whal, you wretched popin- With much insislance, and when he 
jay of a serving man ! You dare ad- accqUs 

dress a Greek citizen in that way ? . Thcsummons,andhnscome,losctonhim 
Take that, and that ! , [Zlea/s him. ' With insolent dogs like these. 

IX/ Court, Draw, gentlemen ! Ijoma, Nay, Prince, I pray you, 

l*hese arc ruthans I f They What is it that has been ? 


Enter Asanukk. 

Asan* Put up your swords, gentle- 
men. W'hy, fellows, what is this ? Is 
this your hospitality to your guests ? 

1st CU* Nay, sir ; but this servant 
of yours has been most -'insolent, and 
has abused and insulted our State and 
its manners. He told us that we were 
nm mc^ of honour % and some of us, 


Asan, Out chombeKlaia 

Was lately, in your absence, which your 
highness 

So glibly doth excuse, set on and beaten 
By these dogs here. 

/Mma, Nay, sir, thc 7 are not dogs, 
Hut citizens of honour ; yet indeed 
Wanting, I fear, in that deep courtesy 
Which from a stranger a^ a guest 
refuses 


sir, are young, and have hot blood, , To take provoked odence. My lord, 
, an^ aa Octdt ciHmns of Cherson, will | indeed 
not hear imiiht. I am ashamed that citizens of Cherson 

Amk. lasoleiit upstarts, yon are S Should acP so mean a part. Cun^ 
noi Worthy of otr awoids I Come, my [ Prince, 1 pray you 

MegaekSf hand nob Hera I Forget this matter, and be snre your 
iir^lgiik I coming 
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Fills me with joy. Go, tell the Lady 1 
GycU » 

The Priacc is safe in Cherson. | 

I 

Entei^ Gycia, Irbnk, Melissa, and . 
Ladies. Irene, seeing Asanpei^ I 
and is withdrawn^ Gycia ' 
supporting her^ Confusion* 

Meg* My Lord Asander, remember , 
what is due to yourself and Bosphorus. ; 
Remember, when this merchant’s j 
daughter comes, you must^oi treat her i 
.IS an equal. Courtesy to a woman is | 
all very well, but rank has greater i 
claims still, especially when you have ! 
to deal with such {.veople as these. ! 
Now, remember, you must make no i 
obeisance at all ; and if you advance to ! 
meet her more than one step, you are | 
lo.-t for ever. These are the truly | 
im|>ortant things. | 

Asan* Good Mcg.iele.s i 

Forewarned 1 am forearmed. ! 

(Aside) Thou lluenl trickster ! | 
Fit head of such a State ! I would to j 
Heaven ! 

I hod never .come ! 

Rt^enUr Gycia. 

Nay, nay, I thank the saints 
That I liave come. Who is this peer- 
less creature ? 

Is this the old man’s daughter ? i 

* Lasna* Prince Asander, 

This is my daughter, Gycia. Of the | 
prince 

Thou hast beard many a time, my 
daughter. 

(cmtAMh Ay I— 

Indeed 

Ama. G)«U9, iny girh idiou art 
not uf fd 
TofiiUofwoids. 


Asan* Nay, sir, I prey you praf| 
her not to speak. 

And yet I fain would heerber* Artemis 

Showed not so fair, nor wits' a softer 
charm 

Came Hebe’s voice. 

Cyeia* Nay, sir, 1 did not know 

A soldier could thus use a courtieris 
tongue. 

Asan. If being bred in court| would 
give me power 

To put my thought In tvords, then would 
I fain 

Be courtier for thy sake. 

Gycia, Ah, sir, you jest. 

The ways of courts we know not, but I 
bid thee 

Good welcome to our city, and I prithee 

Command whatever semee our poor 
Cherson 

Can give whibt thou art here. {7b 
MegaclEs) Pray you my lord, 

Accomiiahy his lliglincssand our house- 
hold 

To the iToor chambers which our homely 
slate 

Allots for him. They are but poor, 

I know, 

For one who lives the statdjr life of 
kings t 

But such as our scant means Can teadk 
they are. 

A/eg, My lady, 1 have lived long 
time in courts. 

But never, in the palaces of Rome, 

Have I seen beauty such as youm, or 
grace 

More worthy of a crown. (ThMatTssA)- 
To you, my lady, * ^ 

I bow with most mpectfal Ii 0 tiin|ls. 
Suidy ' . 

The goddem Herd huf n6| fm ^ 
earth 
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While you arc here. I humbly take A young giil drawing near, 1 had 
my leave i almost thought 

For the present of your Highness w'ith * Him suddenly in love. 

a tflhusand i Gyda. Oh» nay indeed I 

Obeisances, and to your gracious father j \\1io shouhl be favoured thus ? There 
Humbly I licnd the knee. My Lord i is no wora.in 

Asander, • In our poor Cherson worthy thaj his 

I do attend your Highness. 1 garc 

J/f’/. What a man t ! Might rest on her a muinent. 

\\'hat noble manners ! Whata polished ’ Lanta, Ah, my girl, 

«tr ! Is it thus with thee ? They say that 

How poor to such a courtier our rude ■ love la blind, 

Court j And thou art blind, therefore it may 

And humble manners show 1 be, Gycia, 

Asijfi. Good Megactes, * That thou loo art in love. Tell me 


Gel me to my chamber — quick, ere I 
T am sped ; 


o erpass 

All reasonable limits. 

I'Tim myself no more. 

/.awa. Farewell awhile. 

We will welcome you at supper. . 

all hut Lamacim’S and , 

Gycia. } 

iMfua, Well, my daughter, | 

What think you of this hot-brained j When I was young and loved ; and if 

youth ? r faith, i I err not, 

I like his soldier’s bluntness, and be I read love’s tlutUring signals on thy 
seemed j cheek, 

To l>c a little startled, as 1 thought, j Ami in his tell-tale eyes. But listen ! 

By something wduch he saw when thou . Music ! . 

didst come. i prepare for supper with our 


how it is. 

Couldst thou love this man, if he loved 
thee? 

(7yria {tltnr,y>in^s; lurstff an her father'' s 
mck). Father ! 

Lama, Say iu> more, girl. I am not 
so old ns yet 

'Fhat I have rpiiic forgotten my ow'n 
youth. 


Ferchance it w as the charm of one who 
came I 

.Among thy ladies look him. f 

Oyria, Nay, my father, | 

I think not .so indeed. , I 

Lama, Ah ! well, I am old, , 

And age forgets. Bui this I tell thee, 
•daughter : 

If in my youth I hod seen a young 
man’s gaze j 

Grow troubled, and he should start, > 
and his cheek pale, 


guests. 


SCENE III.— A STRKRT IN 
Cherson. 

Me<;aci.RS ; a/ienaards Mkijssa. 

Megacks, Well, it is lime for the 
banquet. Somehow, this place im- 
proves on acquaintance, after all. Poor, 
of course, and rude to a degree. Bui 
truly the I^dy Gycia is fair— as fair, 
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iiidcctl, as if she was the Empetor*’» i 
daughter. She is a beautiful creature, i 
truly. Hut give tnt that delightful lady* j 
in*waiting of hers, the Lady Melissa, i 
What grace f what rounded proportions ! 

I like mature beauty. She is as like the 
latOb divine Empress as two peas, and 
I thought— I dare say 1 was wrong, but 
T really thought— I ina<lcan impression. 
Poor things 1 po<^r things ! 'I hcy can’t 
help themselves. We courtiers really 
ought to bo very careful not to abuse 
our power. It is positive cruelty. 'I‘he 
contest is t04i unequal. It makes one 
inclined sometimes to put on the 
instoncrs of a clown, so ns to give them 


of Cherson ! You flatter me, yo^ 
flatter me, indeed. That is thii:!!way 
with oil you courtiers from Constant i* 
nopie. Now, if you had s^d that my 
; Latly Gycia was beautiful— 

A^. My dear lady, I do not ad- 
mire her in the least. She has no 
j manners, really — nothing, at any rale, 
to attract a man of the great world ; a 
mere undi'velopcd girl, with all the 
; pa'-sn'n t“ riMiie. No, no, my gornl 
: lady, give me a w’cunan who has livcfl. 

! We rtmrtieis know mannci- aiul bieed- 
; ing when w'c sec them, and yours are 
imjdy jicrfoct, not to say Imperial. 

1/fV. Wlhit a magnificent nature ! 


a ch.ancc. Nay, nay, you might as well 
ask the Etirmpian to change his skin as 
a courtier his fine manners. Jly all the 
saints I here she comes in pio/^rid 
f'ersomi. 

Enter the LAt»Y Mf.msss, 

MeU Ilcasens! it is the siiangc 
nobleman. T am .sure I am all t»f .1 
flutter. 


Well, to say the truth, the l.ady Gycia 
is not lit all to my taste. It is a cold, 
j in-^ipid style of beauty, at the best ; and 
.she is ns self‘Wille<l and as .straitlaced 
as a l|^y ablicss. I suppose she is well 
matehed wdth the Prince A.<ander? 

.1/iX- Well, he is a handsome lad 
enough, and virtuous, but W'cak, as 
youth alway.s is, and pliable. Now, 
ft*r 111 ) self, 1 am happy to say T am 


{adxMncing unth formal Itm's). steadfiisi and firm as a rock. 

My lady, I am enchanted {hies ninain ; d/c/. Ah, my lord, if all women saw 

then tahes several Stef s to the rights then with my eyes, there would not be such 


to the Uft^ and hotrs), Whnl a wonder- a run after youth* Give me a mature 
ful good fortune! Ever since I had man, who has seen the world and know.s 
the honour to see you just now, I have j something of life and manners, 
only lived in the hope of seeing you ! J/eg, What an intelligent creature I 
again. Madam , your sentiments do you credit. 

AM (eurtsfing). Oh, my lord, you i licg leave to lay at your feet the 
great courtiers can find little to interest assurance of my entire devotion, 
you in our poor little Court and its A/cA Oh, my lord, you are too good ! 
humble surroundings. what a dear, condescending crea- 

Me^, Madam^ 1 beg I not a word ! mrc !— the manners of a Grand Cham- 
1 was just thinking that you exactly bcriain and the features of an Apollo ! 
resemliled the late tlivinc Empress. Afeg, Permit me to enrol myself 

AfrA Oh, my lord, forbear ! The among the ranks of your humble slaves 
Empress ! and I have never been m|t and admirers {hsmis and kism her 



SCENE IV. 

Ufa^d)* But hark 1 the musici and I 
must^arahnl the guests to the banquet. 
Permit me marshal you. 

v< rmnt tv'fh stirps. 


>rKXK 1 \’. --The c.ARni-N wtTinHrT 
THE UANnUElIVi-ROOM. MOON- 
Phe sea in tmk nisTvsn:, 

WITH THE HARIiOl’R. 

AsANDK.K cl«r/ GyC’IA ti tan'll J the 
of the paUhc shiy'ty tO'^ether. Music 
heard pout within the hat!. 

.\\au. CV»mc» Gyci.i, Icl ii- tnkx’ the 
.soft sweet air 

Ihnu ath the star of lo\c‘. The fc^tivc 
lights 

Still inirn within the hall. wIktc late 
wo twain 

Troth jilighted .sate, nivl 1 from mit 
thine eyes 

Drank long, dcc’|i draught.* of hoc 
strtmger than wine. | 

And still the ininslrcN .vninl their 
dulcet strains, 

Which then 1 heaivl not, Mnce my cars 
were filled 

With the *\%eet music «»f thy voice, j 
My sweet, 

How blc>t it IS, left thus alone with 
love, 

To hear the love-lorn nightingales com- 
plain 

Beneath the slar gemmcd heavens, and 
drink cool airs 

Fresh from the summer sea! There 
sleeps the main 

Which once I crossed unwilling. Was 
it years since, 

In some old vanished life, or yesterday? 

When saw 1 last my father and the 
shores 
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Of Bosphorus ? Was it days since, or 
years, 

Tell me, thou fair enchantresi, who hast 
wove 

So strong a spell around me ? 

iiycia. Nay* my lord ; 

Tell thou me first wh.it mngic ’tis hath 
turned 

A woman who had scoflTcd so Irmg*nt 
love 

l*ntil to day -to-day, whose blessed 
night 

Is hung so thick with stars— to feel as I, 

Th.'it I have found the twin life which 
the gods 

Kctaincd when mine was fashiotieil, 
arul must turn 

To what so late was strange, as the 
(lower luiiv. 

To the .sun ; .ny, though lie withers her, 
or cloud* 

Gome *t\vi,\l her and her light, turns 
still to him, 

And only garing lives, 

//f'Ti/, Thou perfect woman ! 

And art thou, then, all mine? What 
h.ivc T done, 

Wh.ii haie I been, th.'it thus the favoui - 
ing gods • 

And the consentient strength of hostile 
Stale-: 

Conspire to make me happy? Ah! I 
fc.ar, 

Lest loo great happiness l)c but a snare 

Set for our feet by Fate, to take us 
fast 

And then dcsfKjil our lives. 

Oyria. My love, fear not. 

We have found each other, and no power 
has strength 

To put our lives asunricr. 

Asan, Thti i seal 

Our contract with a kiss. \Kuu$ htr. 


GYCJA. 
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(/vria, Ob, happiness ! That never had I looked upon a 

To Jove and to be loved ! And yet woman 

incthinks With thought of love before, though it 

Love is not always thus. To some he may be 

brings That some had thought of me, being a 

1 )eep disappointment only, and the Prince 

pain And heir of Posphorus. 

i Jfttiplancholy years. I have a lady w. Not for thyself ; 

Who loves, I nit is unloved. Poor soul ! I'hat could not be. Deceiver ! 

she lives j Ahtu, Nay, indeed ! 

A weary lift*. Some youth of Dosphorus iip ta. Oh, thou dear youth I 
Stole her poor heart. ] Asan. I weary for the day 

Asan, Of Ilosphorus saidst th«ni?i When we our nuihial love shall crown 
And her name is? j with marriage. 

(tycM. Irene. Didst thou know | (#>/*/. Not yet, niy love, we arc so 

her ? ; happy now. 

,/Trt#/. Nay, love, or if I did I have ■ A.uih, I Put happier then, dear 
forgot hci. ; tlycin. 

(iycifu Poor soul J to day when fii>t ! Gyeia. Nay, 1 know not 

we met, she saw I If I could bear it and live. P»ut hark, 

Her lover ’whist thy train and swooncsl my love ! 

away. i The music ceases, and the sated guests 

A$<tn, Poor heart I Thiji shall be W'ill soon l>c sped. Thou must resume 
seen to. "J ell me, (lyein, ^ thy pKacc 

Diilst love me at fii>t sight ? \ t)f htmour for a little. 1 must go, 

Gyetft, l-nrcasonaMe, j If iny reluctant feet will bear me 

To bid me tell w'hat well thou knowesf j hence, 

already. I To dream of thee the livelong night. 

Thou know St I did. And when did i Farewell, 

love take thee) Faicwell till morning. All the saints 

Asan. I was wrapt up in spleen and tv of he wen 

haughty pride, ^ ' Have thee in keeping ! 

W hen, hxiking up, a great cunlcntment ; Asatt, Go not yet, my sw*eet ; 

tcK>k me, i And yet I l>id thee go. Upon thy lips 

Shed from thy gracious eyes. Nought \ I set love’s seal, thus, thus. 

else I saw, i [AVj.fw Aer, Thty embrace* 

Than ihy dear self. j Good night 1 

£/>vY4r. And hadst thou ever lovcrl ? } Oym, Good night ! 

Amn. Never, dear tiyda. j [Exii Gycia. 

1 have been so rapt in warlike enter- ; 


prises : Enfcf Ikkne H^feredwd. 

Or in the nimbU chsic, all my y«uth j sweetest, best of mmieh I 

*‘”*8’ paragon 
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Of all ihy »cx, since first thy ancestress 
Helen, the curse of cities and of men, 
htarsimlled the hosts of Greece ! But 
she brought discord ; 

Thou, by thy albcoin|»cning sweetness, 
peace 

And harmony for strife. What have 
I <1one, 

1 a rough soldier, like a thousaiui others 
Upon our widespread plains, to have 
won this (lower 

Of womanhood — this jewel for the 
front 

Of knightly piidc to wear, and, wear- 
ing it, 

Let all things else go hy." To think 
that 1, 

Fool that I was, only a fex^ Imur.s since, j 
Bemoaned the lot which brought me j 
here and bade me j 

l^a\e my own land, xxhich now sinks j 
fathoms deep j 

Beyond my memory’s deittlhs, arnl scarce 1 
would deign * | 

To oljcy thcc, l>est of fathers, when thy j 

wisfloni * J, i 

Designed to make uie blest ! Was ever { 
woman ‘ 

So gracious and so comely ? Anxl I J 

&ct)rne<l her ; 

For her Greek blooil and love bf 
liberty 1 

Fool I purblind fool ! there is no other 
like her ; , 

1 glory being her slave, 

Ircmr, 1 pray you, pardon me, my 
Lord Xsander. 

1 seek (he Lady Gycia ;; is she here ? 
Amh, No, madam ; she has gone, 
and with .her taken 

The glory of (A night. But thou dost 
^ love her — 

Is it not so, fair lady ? 


/rv. Ay, my lord, 

For wc have lived ((jgethcr all our 
lives ; 

1 could not choose but love* 

A fan. Well said indeetL 

Tell me, anil have I seen thy face 
before ? 

A something in it haunts me. •«' 

Ire, Ay, niy lord. 

Am I forgot so swii? 

Indeed ! Thy name ? 
Where have I seen thcc ? 

/n\ Where ? Dost thou, then, ask? 
Auirt, Ay; in good truth, my 
iieacheroiis memory 
Betrays nxe here. 

/rr, 'I'hou inayest well forget 

My name, if thou hast quite forgot its 
owner, 

1 .im called Irene. 

A.\an, .Strange ! the very name 

My lady did relate to me as her« 

Who bears a hopeless luvc. Weep 
not, good lady ; 
lake comfort. Heaven is kind. 

/fr. Nay, luy good lord, 

What comfort? He 1 Io\e loves not 
again, 

Or not me, but another. 

Ajan, * Ah, poor lady ! 

I pity you iovleed, now 1 have known 
True recompense of love. 

/re. Dost thou say pity ? 

And pity as they tcH’s akin to love. 
What comfort^ is for me, my Lord 
Asandcr, '' 

Who love one so exalted in estate 
That all return of honourable love 
Were hotrelcss, as if 1 should dare to 
raise 

My eyes vto Caisar's self? What 
comfort have 1, 

If lately 1 have heard this man 1 love 



390 


GYCIA. 


ACT IT. 


Communing with his soul, when none Asatt, Rise, lady, ri:»e ; 

soerne<i near, I am not worthy such devotion. 


Ik'tray n hcait flimg prostrate at the 
feel 

Of another, not myself ; and well I 
know 

Not Letlic’s Wiiteis can wash <nil i 
* remembrance 

that o’ernuustcring passion naught 
iMit death 

Or hopeless dcpllts of crime ? 

A sun. Lady, f pity 

'i'hy ease, and pray thy love may meet 
return. 

//r. Then wilt thou be the sui»pHanl 
to thyself, 


Ire, 'lake me 

Over stMs ; 1 care not where. I'll be 
thy slave, 

j '1‘hy sea- boy ; follow thee, ill-housed, 
ilisgiiiscd. 

Through harddiipand through peril, so 
I see 

'I'hy fac ' stJnu'timcs, .'iinl hear .some- 
times ihy voice, 

For T am sick with love. 

Auxn, Lady, 1 prithee 

Forget thv'ie wild v\i;uU. I were less 
tluin man 


^hould I rememU'r them, or lake the 
And willing love\ reipiital, Oh, requite ; giftt 

it ! ; Which 'tU nut lea-^ou oders. I knew 

Thoti art my love, Asunder thou, j not 

nunc other. , j Thy passion nor its object, nor am free 

ThtM'c is naught I would not face, if I j To lake it, for the vision of my soul 


might win thct\ 

'riiat 1 a woman shohld lay bal^ my 
soul ; 

l>isclose the virgin ,secret»« of my l||;ait 


Has looked upon il'^ sun, and turn*; no 
more 

To any low erj light. 

My Lord Asandcr, 


To one who lovc^ me n*l, and doth ; She is not for thee ; #he cannot make 
despise j thee hajf|)y, 

'Fhe service 1 would lender ! j Nor thou her. Oh, believe me \ I am 

. Asan, Cease, pray you ; . full W 

These arc distempered w’ords. j Of boding thoughts of t1)c sure fatal 

Jre. Nay, they are true, j v day 

And come from the inner heart. Leave .j W hich shall dissolve in bl6od the lx>nds 
these strange .shor^ | which love 

And her you‘lovit. I know her from a : To day has plightetU. U thou will not 
child. * ^ i take me, 

She is too m and cold for ^portal j Then gel thee gon# alone. I tufc ^ 

love ; 

Too wrapt in duty, ami ||jgh thonghts 
of State, 

Artemis and Athene fused in one. 

Ever to throw her life ^d maiden 
shame 

As I do at thy feet. [AW/r. t 


lire 

Which burns more fierce than love, and 
it consdlhea thee. 

Fly f4th me, or alon^but fly. 

Asan. m Irene, 

Passion distracts thy brain. 1 ffelay 
you, seek 
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Some mutual love as I. My heart is 
<ixed, 

And gone beyond recall. - [A' r//. 

A«/iT THEODORUS HMSiW, 

//V. fassimtU£/y), Dis- 

graced ! betrayed 1 

Rejected ! All the madness of my 
love 

Flung bade upon me, as one spurna a 
gift 

Who scorns the giver. That 1 love 
him still, 

And cannot hate her has lubbcd 
me of Irirn ! 

I shall go mad with shame ( 

Great I leavtm ! sister, 
What words are these T hcjir? My 
ral})cr’s daughter 
Confc'^sing to her shame ! IIrlm: 

C ome, tell me, woman ; 
I am thy brother and protccloi, tell 
me 

What mean these words ? 

Ire, *Nay, nay, I cannot, bniiher. 
They mean not u4iat ^cy seem, indeed 
they do nol, ^ 

Theo. They mean nai what they 
seem f Tliou hast l>ocn long 
In Bosphonus, and ofttimdl at the Court 
Hast seen the Prince. When he to-day 
coilie^ithw^ ^ 

Thou swooncst at' the 1, Reek* 

'l^gihcet ^ j ^ 

Find thee at night alone, he having left 
w ^ 

Lamemiag thy shame, "^"oiild-it 
. havt mtocredit 

Thy innocenae? S|iaajF, if^thou bast a 
worrl ngf 

To b^nce proMs like these, i^g lei thy 
' ailence 
Conoemn thee. 


M\ {a/Ur a /ausct an^l sUwfyt of if 
calculating cornequenus)* ThcJi 
do I keep silence, brother, 

And let thy vengeance folk 

Tlico, Oh, lung-dead molhft,' ^ 

Who noyp. art wdth the |rinU| shut fast 
thy ears . 

Ag.iinst ihy daughter’s shame 1 l%ese 
jiro the things i?. 

Thai make it pain to live : all precious 
gifts, 

Honour, oWrvance, virtue, tiling aw.ny 
For one o^rmastering passion. Why 
aic we 

Above the brute so far, if we keep still 
The weakness of the brute ? Go froidf 
^ * "my sight, 

TIhju vile, degraded wretch. For him 
whose craft 

And V wickedness has wTonged thee, 
this 1 swear -- 

I will kill him, if 1 ran, or he shall 
* me. 

1 will colt on him to draw, and make 
♦V iny sword 

Red with W^llain’s blooii. 

Jrt\ {cafferfy). Nay, nay, my 
brother, 

That woujUl proclaim my shame ; and 
sbouldst fhou slay him, 

Thou wouldst break thy lady*s heart. 

Theo. I >olh so love him? 

Ire, Ay, passionately, ^brother. 

Thco, bh, just Heaven 1 

And oh, confcTild lyofld ! 

How^ozc wc fettered »>%! ‘ inny not 

kill * 

A Villain who has done my sister 
wrong, 

Siricc she I love has given her heart to 

And hang* upon his lift. I would out 
pain 
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l'h»t wrings ft childish heart, fur all the 

■ WOll*,, , 

,’f luty, theA, to kill her lovc^ though 
s. kilfing him 

"Would rid the worlci«ji||f viilfti%^and 
would leave ^ 

lady free to love? ’llprcr^. 
love’s j>arl 

To pain her thus, iftit for the wealth. 

and powej: ^ ^ 

Of all the wcifid heaped up. 1 (ell^ 
thee, sister, 

Thy paramour is safe — I will nor seek 
^ do him hurt ; but tliou go to-^ 
night 

To niy llithyriian castle. Haply thence, 
After long penanctiigftsid^pcluse da|»^ 
Thou uuiyst letiirn, and t.4p)ay Var^ 
once more ^ ^ 

To see my sister’s faceit" ^ 


lo see my sister s faceit'' ^ 

//V, Farewdl(j^ng[, byotW^ j 

1 do obey ; I bide occasion, Waiting 
Fur what the years may brh|||;. 

7'4rvA Kc|mt thy sin. 


ACT III, """ 

j^ENE I.— CHwtsoN, 4r\ni» years 

^ AirrRR. Tw TALACR OK LaMA^ 

•“ CJIKts. _ 

ASANltii W GvvJfA.I, 

Oyaa, W^hat ii^r-lk i^hiipAi^nd^^ 
Const tl|bu tell m«# ^ ^ ’ 

As»m, Not I, my love. Ail 
ore now ojike ; ♦ 

Hie weeks Aeet by, the days equivalent 
gems 

Strung on a gol^ 

Gyiia. Thou carcl^ darling ! 

I did not ask thee of the calendar. 


111 . 

Dost think a merchant’s daughter knows 
not that ? 

Nay, nay ; 1 only asked thee if thou 
knewest 

If aught upon this tlay Jiad ever brought 
Some great change to thee. 

.-fw//. Sweetest, dearest wife, 

Our marriage ! Thinkest thou I should 
forget, 

Ay, though the cliilU of age had froze 

fBtmvk 

That day Qf afl my life? 

J>ost thou regret it ? 
I thou dost not, but 'tis sweet to 

J hcar,^ 

Hie avowid ^ 

^ Nay, never a moment. 

And thou ? 

Gyda. Nay, never for a passing 
«• tlunight. 

I did not know what life was till 1 
knew thee. 

Dost thou lemcinber it, how 1 came 
forth, 

LcKiking incuriously to sec tl# stranger, 
And lo ! 1 spiqil my 4o^je, and could 
not iiiiirmur ' ^ 

A ipid of cq|^e$y? 

Asan, Dost tbbu rcnMirif^er 

How I, a Ibvef^ and h^brained 
youth,! * .. 

Full of rash pridt^^d pnncely arro- 
'^gancc,'.> . 

UM my i|te%AnA Aw « fRtdess 

1 coming * 

< I^y* a wMilr woitilkn offly. r 
/ fjiwir. ^ ^ ' ’ Aril ^as tamed 

l](y the iml glance ? ^ ^ m 

G}tuu ^ arc W* lovers still, 

After, turn years of maAnge ? ^ 

it twomitrsp 

Or twenty ? By my iaith, I 
which. 
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For happy livc!» glide oft like seaward It may he, I have luiased the clear, bjisi? 

streams air 

Which kee]^ their peaceful and uii- Of the free plains; the trumpet-notes 
ruffled course of war, ^ 

So smoothly that the voyager hardly i When far against the sky t^c glipi fll 
notes IjfMtnts 

'rho progress of the ti<!c. Ay, tws» Lit tli^ tiMug ^uft revealed 111# 
ycais’iis, »nfc* ^ 

And now it seems a day, now twenty OLthe ^ftpodiig ho^t, the thundtMlR^ 
years, ^ onset 

But always, always hapijijt*^? . ot fierce ctuiflicWg sejuadruns, arni the 

( Kmh(ucs ( i V( t A . f ad 

Yet, my love, ^ <^f the victorious hd^ Oh for the 
\ig(iur 

And freshness of such life ! 


Gyfia. 


»ve, I 


We have known trials loo. 
honourW sire 

Mas gone and left Us sinft% ^ ^ ^ ItJWP ehosen 

Asan, Ay, h« had ica;> 9 d of fhmn, as 

The harvest of Ins <!ays, and fell asleep might, 

Amid the garnered sheaves. t ' :\M a t#pina»^IMninioM. 

oyrur. Dearest, I kiionj * Good niy hiKsbaml. 

He l<»ved thee as a souj and always ’1 Imhi sh»mldsl pot speak thus. I wouM 
stiovc have thl^M'ift 

To fit thee for the place within oui TJiy ip’‘ the Senate, rule our 

Sme t 'hlhson’s fortunes, 

Which dfe day should lie thine. Some- Be %\ hat j[jiy father was without the 
times 1 ihUdc, iianti^ 

Since he have been covetous And gain that tem in lime. 

Of thy ttear love, and ^pfU thee %oni yWliai ! .Yfiu wouhl har^fne 

^ Hie labour '' ipl^ue, and cheat, aiul pi^ 

Of StatiKcraft, aq||^ AhlT^ daily manly ihc: l%cttstcr,^ ^ 

to^ As your republicanr>^ieace 

Which do iSefit ; and I ^avc ; lips ^ 

^ th ought; s /’ ^ , Hiul subtle scheming ti;|;ities, till the 

Vicimil 4bce witk tig; jigfilous cygr of •foment ^ 

^ lp#|#ing? Would you 

;,.ThMn ilgve nuMked oi^ ^ ImtjMtgpe cringe ^ 

iig;US|ichoiy < ^ " * To^e%norant mob of churls, tlirougli 

Creep^pn whoi none else s«g|4Aiec, ntd . ^ who 

desirad ^ ' 

If oidy I mighi4|bare it. ^ ^ 

Nayigpiy love, 

I ! Ixren happy truly, though some- 

nes. 
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The road to grcatncA.4 Hck ? Nay, nay ; 

A KingV lfllp 0 tin^’^ Bosphorus, not 
Chcison— 

A Scythian more than Greek. 
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Gjftia, Nay, my good lord, 

Scythian or (JiocK, i») me thou art more 
dear 

Tlwin all the woild hfsidc. Vol will 
^ nut dut)^, 

'I’he memory of the dead, the love of 
country, 

'I he pride of the great race from which 
/ we spiing, 

Snil'cr nty silence wholly, hearing fhec. 
It is not true that men Alhenian4>om 
Arc of levs courage, less of noble nature, 
More crafty iiiAlRtKsign, lcs$ frank of 
purpose, '* 

Than are thy countrymen. They ha\e 
^ met and fought them, 

Thon knowest with what fate, J-'or 
polity 

1 hold it better tlia^clf-gvvcrned men 
Should, using freedom, Inti eschewing 
license, 

hare to what chequered firtt the will of 
Heaven * 

Reserves for them, than sliaekled by 
the cl mins 

The wisest tyrant, gilding .scfvilude 
. With seeming gains, imposes. We are 
free 

ip speech, in council, in delate, fn act, 
As when our great Ikmosthcncs htiriad 
* lack * 

Dv'ii^cc to the ^rant. Nay, my lord, 
Forgive my open Jjt^'ceh. I hasenpf 
forgot 

That we arc one in h|»urt and tiiind .and 

Knit in sweet bonds for ever. J^ui 
from liiee 

This jaundiced humour. 

If State craft please not, by the head- 
long chase ^ jgi,. 

Which once I know thdh hSvedst. Do 
not grudge 


To leave me ; for to-day m/'' bosom 
friend, 

After two years of absence, comes to me. 

1 shall not feel alone, having Irene. 

Whom dost thou say ? 
Irene? 

Cyna. Yes, the same. 

She \va.s crossed in love, poor girl, dost 
tlion remember, 

WluMi w e were wed ? 

(lycia, I mind it W’dl. 

Send her away — slie is no comj anion 
fur tHec ; 

She is not lit, I say. 

tr// /./. What U'l thou sayest ? 

Thou canst k|u>w nought of her. Nay, 
1 remember, 

When Idid .ask thee if thou knewest her 

At liosphorus, thou answeredst that 
thou didst not. 

I know hei. She is no lit 
mate for thee. 

(tjt/a. Then, thou didst know her 
when thy tongue denied it. 

Asa ft. Hu\v ’tis I know ter Imxus 
not ; I foihid 

My wife to know Send 

her hepgiB. * . 

(Jjuid. Nay, n.iy, my lord, it pnints 
not tcf^t{im^el. 

Tb<Mi art noi thyself. Kithcr thou 
. k new \st lies, .name 

WV.eft we were wedded, or umeojioning 

-- spleen,^ 

Doth blind thy judgment since. Thim 
can^it lipt know her * 

WIm ha^ been absent. 

Asan. Ask no more, good ,wife ; 

1 give no rcfts^m. 

Oyaaf^ N^ay, indeed^ good husbandf 

Thou ha«t no reason, and without J|ood 
reason 

1 will not spurn my friend. 
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AsaA: Gycia, forgive me ; j 1 am ail thine own again. Come, let 

I .spoke but for our good, and 1 will . us go ; 

tell thee j Nor spare the wealth wherewith his 

< 'ne day what stirs within me, but to- ! bounty blest us 

(lay ; J o do lit honour to the Illustrious 

Let us not mar our happy memories I [^'j <’///#/. 

Hy any shavle of discord. I 

Cvfia. Oh, my lo\f, 

l■'o^gi\c me if I have seemed, but fora ■ SCIvNlC n.'-Tiu*: samk. 

moment, ! . 

To fail in duty. I am all, all thine ; ! '•*s, Cotirlitts ; afta-.MrJs 

I have nought hut thee to lixe forT j Asaniikk. 

Chihlish hands “ j Well, my^rd'!, two years 

And bat>y voices lisping for tlieir mother j have ])as5eff since we left «.iiir Itusphorus, 

Arc uot hit me, ni>r thee ; but, ali in ! and 1 &cc no sign of our returning 

all, ^ " there. If it were not for that ileligHt- 

NN’e joy together, x\e sorrtiW togcihci, \ ful I.ady Melissa, wliose humble slave 

and last j I am always (Ctmrliers I would 

Shall die, when the hour come-, as ’ gi\c .all I nm worfh to turn my bark 

something tells me, ’ u|nm ihi.<* scurvy (iiy ami its lepublican 

llolh in the selfsame hour. crew. Rut my Lord Asander is mi 

Aiun* Nay, wife, we are young ; dcMded li> Iltsfair lady— >anrl, indeed, 1 

Our time is ikK yet come. Let us can hardly whuder at it —that there 

s}icak now scenn no Ivfpc of our seeing the old 

Of wh.'ii r know thou boldest near thy , shares again. I thought he would have 
hearh ! l>ccn off Jong ago. 

1 do remcttfbtfftfiht it was thy wish isi Court, A model husband the 

cclt'brafc thy f.ilhcr's name an I • rrince, n pamgon.pf virtue. 

^ fame 2//f/ Court, Well, I here is no great 

liy some high fcMaU If^hy [mrp^jsc j nwff in bcljig faithful to a rich and 

hold { beautiful woman. 1 think I C(iuld Iw 

For such obsen’ance, tht sad day which ' as steady rock under the like con- 
took him | Vlitions. 

Returns a short time hence ; I will | yd Court, Well, mind >e, it is not 
employ I every man who could treat the very 

Whafevei wealtK- is mine to do him j iharkcd overtures of the fair I-ady 
honour, i frene as he did. And he had not seen 

And thee, my Gycia. Honouring the ! hi^ wife tHfcn, cither. Noj the n>an is 
sire, r a curious mixture, somcwliat cold, and 

1 honour too the child. altogether constant, and that is not a 

My love, 1 thank thee l,ad combination to keep a man straight 
Fo^.|his spontaneous kindness, and I with the sex. Poor wml J do you «?• 
. love thee ; member how she pursued him at lios^ 
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phorus nttd how she raiiilcil away at 
the weJcJinjj.'* They say she is coming 
back s[iee(iily, in her right mind. She 
has b<-cu away ever since, no one knows 
where. 'J-hal solemn brother of hers 
conveyed her away privily. 

\st Court, I hate that fellow - «i 
canting hypocrilc, a solerim impostor ! 

2«// Court, So say we all. Itut 
mark you, if the Lady [renc comes 
b.irk, llierc W'ill be niiscliief before long. 
What newH from Hoaphorus, niy Ltinl 
Mcgacles ? 

jlA;;'. 1 have heard a rumour, my 

Wrd, that his Majesty the King is .ailing. 

\st Court. N'uy, ishe? Then there 
may ben new King and a new t^tucen, 
and w'c shall leave this dog-hole and 
live at home like gentlemen once mi»re. 

Court, 'Phen would his saeied 
.Majesty’s removal be a blessing in 
di'-guiso, 

zuil Court. Ay, indeed would it. 
Does the Ih'incc know of it 
Mi'H. I have not loKl him au^t, 
having, imIceJ, nothing certain to tell ; 
Imt he .st>on will, if it be true. Hut 
hero his Highness comes. 

/iw/iv- A sam>KK. 

My Lord As.niulcr, your llighne>s’s 
humble servant wclconmi you with 
effusion. fWe. 

Asan, Well, my giXHl Mcgacle-, 
and you, wy lords. There will In? 


good Mcgacles? Why, thou ivilt be 
; as happy as if thou w*crt at Byzantium 
itself, marshalling the processions, 
arranging the banquet, ushering in the 
guests in due prccedenre, tlie .shipowner 
before the merchant, the morch.inl Ih:- 
fore the retailer. Why, what eould^t 
dual want more, old Trusty? [Laughs. 

Ah, my Lord Prince, your 
Ilighiies- is young. When you areas 
M as I .am, you will not scotT.al Cerc- 
immy. This is the jdeusantest day that 
I have -si;enl since your Highness's 
weddiiig-ilay. I tluink you greatly, and 
will do iny best, your Highness. 

Asau. 'rhat I am sure of, goo<1 
Mcgacles. (Jot»d day, my lords, good 
tlay. (/i.t t'unt .M tr.Acr.FS anti ( ’oiu tiers, 

/•Inter Mes>enger. 

J/co”. My Lord Asandcr, a nuN*>- 
seiigcr from Bosphorus has just landed, 
bringing this letter for your Highness. 

Asafi. Let me see it. (AVii</f) 
“Lysimachus to Asander sends greet- 
: tng. Thy father is failiu^/ost, and is 
always asking for his son. Thou art 
free, and must come to him l^cfuro he 
ilie.s. I have much to say (o tKee, 

I having heard long since of a festival in 
I memory of Lamachu.s to be held shortly. 

I 1 will be w ith thcc before then. Be 
{ ready to carry 9111 die plan w‘hich I 
. have formed for thy goo<l, and will 
; reveal to thee. Remember.” 


ample work for you all ere long. The j My father ailing ? 

I.ftdy Gycin is projecting a great festival i And asks for me, and I his only son 

in memory of her father, imd all that ^ Chained here inactive, while the old 

the wealth of Cherson can do to honour j man pines 

him w*ill l>e, done. There will lx; | In that great solitude which hems a 

solemn proccsssions, a banquet, and a ' throne, 

people’s holiday. Dost thou not spy j With none but hirelings round him. 

some gcNxl ceremonial work there, my Dearest father. 
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I fear that sonielimcs in ihc hapj>y years 

Which have come since, my wan<lermg 
regards, 

Fixed on one overmastering thought, 
have failed 

To keep ihcir wonttal duty. If indeed 

This tlting has Ijcen, I joy the lime has 
come 

When I may show my lo\c. Hut 1 
ft>rget ! 

The fetters hoiunir hinds arc adamant ; 

I am free no more. Nay, nay, there is 
no bond 

Can bind a sun who liears his father’s 
voice 

Call from a U‘d of pain. I must go 
and willi 

Though all the w<uld cry shame on my 
didumour ; 

And with me T will take niy love, my 
bride, 

To glad the old man's eye-. My mind 
is fixed ; 

I cannot slay, I cannot rest, away 

F rom Bosphorus. {Sumwoft^ Messenger) 
Go, call tlic Lady (iycia. 

Ay, and my oath, I had for- 
gotten it. 

1 cannot l)car to think what pit dess plot 

Lysimachus has woven for the feast. 

What it may l>e 1 know not, but I fear 

Some dark and dreadful deed. ’Twere 
well enough 

For one who never l^rtew- the friendly 
grasp 

Of hands that once were focmen*s. 
But for me, 

Wlio have lived among them, come and 
gone with them. 

Trodden wdlh them the daily paths of 
life, 

Miwcd in their pleasures, shared their 
hopes and fears 


For tw^o long happy years, to turn and 
dtwm 

Their city to ruin, and their wivc.s and 
dnlrlrcn 

To the insolence of rapine? Nay, J[ 
dare not. 

I will sail at once, ami get inc gone for 
ever. 

I will not tell my love that 1 am bound 
By her father’s jc.ilous fancies to return 
To Bosphorus no more. To break nty 
oath 1 

That w ere to Incak if only in the word, 
But keep it in the spirit. Surely llcavcn 
K(»r such an innocent i>erjury keeps i# 
pains. 

But here she comes. 

/;>/«•/* Gycia. 

Didst send for me, my 

lord ? 

s'linn, Gycia, the King i. ill, and 
asks for me ; 
lie is alone and weak. 

Then, fly to him 
At once, and I will follow thee. But 
slay ! 

Is be in danger ? 

Ajeijft. Nay, not presently ; 

Only the increasing weight of years 
oVrscl 

His feeble sum of force, 

Oytia. * Keeps he hU bc<l ? 

Asaff, Not yet as I have known. 

Cyfia. Well then, dear heart, 

We yet may l;c in lime if we shoubl 
tarry 

To celebrate the honoars we have vowed 
To my dead father. This day sennight 
brings 

The day which saw him die. 

Asoft, Nay, nay, my sweet ; 

Twerc licst wc went at once. 
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CfcM. My lord, I honour 

I,. The love thou Iwarcst him, but go I 
cannot, 

the feast U <hmc. ’Twtnihl cast 
discredit 

< )n every daughter’s love for her dead 
siic, 

If I should leave this solemn festival 
With all to iir», and lei the enviou,! 
crowd 

i'arp at the scant penurious courtesy 
t >f hireling honours by nn absent 
daughter 

'[‘o her illustrious dead. 

.Isan. (fitrm‘st/y). My love, 'twcfc, 

l>rst 

We Inith were far away. 

My loid is phased ! 
'1\» speak in riddles, but till reason speaks 
Twere waste of time to listen. 

,’lsai/. Nay, iny v\ife, 

Sueh wor<ls become tliee not, but to 
obey 

Is the. I)e«t grace of woman. Were I 
able, * 

I would tell thee all, I fear, for theq^ 
and me. 

Hut cannot. 

Then, love, thou canst gu 

alone, 

And 1 must follow ihcc. 'Hhe Archon 
Zetho 

t'omes presently, to onicr what remains 
To make tlic .solemn festival ilo honour 
To the blest memory of Lamnrhus. 
Doubtless, he will devise *u»me fitting 
pretext 

To excuse thy absence. 

. thou must not ask him ; 

Breathe not a word, I pray. 

0>c7Vf. , My good Asandcr, 

What h it moves thee thus ? See, heie 
he comes. 


ICffffr 7.F.VIU) aud Senators. 

Gycia^ 0(X)d morrow, my Lord 
Zetho ! Wf were late, 

DcKating of the coming festival, 

And how my lord the Trinec, having 
ill new^ 

I l‘*r<un HMsjdiorU", w'here the King his 
I sire lies siek, 

Can no part in it. 

I grieve ind<*ed 
To hear thi-' nov and truM that 

Heaven may ;*cnd 
Swift comforl to Ids s.m. xvlumi 
! love. 

Asan. 1 ih.nnk ihcc, Archon, for 
thy courtesy ; 

' ArvI mny thy winh emne line. 

I Cyciii, .\iul meantime, since my 

husbaml'-s heart is sore 
Cor his sire’s lonclihool, nur pm- 

p<)so is 

That lie should sad lo-murftov nn<l go 
heiKo 

To Hosphonis, where I, the festival 
Hcing done, will join liim later, and 
devote 

A daughter’s lovi* g care and teiiLUr 
hand 

To smx>uih llu' old m.vi’'- sick-bed. 

/Mhc, Nay, my daughter, 

I grieve this cannot l»c. The Prince 
Asandcr, 

(oniing to (.'hemem only two years 
gone, 

Did pledge hh solemn word to thy dead 
father 

That never would he seek, come foul 
or fair, 

To turn from Cherson homewards, and 
I marvel 

That never, in the years that since have 
pa.ssed 
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Amid tbe close-knit bonds of wedded 
lives, 

He has revealed this s**cret. We who 
rule 

Our Chcrsoii know through what Mind 
shoals f»f fortune 

(hir ship of stale drisos onwaid. And 
T dare not, 

U<»lding the rule which wa'. thy father’s 
once, 

Release him from the solemn |i!ft!ge 
which keei^s 

Our several States bound fast in amity, 
each from the other separate, an 1 
^ each 

Free from the perils tangled iriteicoui.se 

Might breed for both. Indeed, it can- 
not ho ; 

I grieve that so it i«. 

Ovi/a, My Lord Asanda, 

Arc the.se things so imleed ? 

Asiiff, Tliey are, iny wife. 

A rash and hcedkss j>ioniisc lunds me 
fa.st, 

Which, in all frankness, I had never 
dreamt 

Could thus demand fullilnienl. Who 


If the King dies. 

Then art thou slr.aightwfly King ot,. 
Bosphorus, 

Kiijftwing the sitrenglh and weakness bif 
our State, 

And having bound to inee by clost"*! 
friendship 

t^iir chirfcsi citizens. Nay, nay, I dnre 
not 

Relieve thee from the plcilgc. 

.Awr;/. 'I’hou hoary trickster, 

Speak e^t i1m*u thus to me ? 

(/'yiin (irral heavens! 

Asander, 

Knowest thou what tli(»u dost? {To 
y.i'A 1 ( 0 ) rnrdon him, sir. 

Hr is not hirmtolf, 1 think, but half 
dUtra light, 

Po bear himself tlms madly. 

/cM(». daughter, the State 

Knows to protect itself from insolence 

And arrogant pride like this, and it is 
certain 

'Twas a wise raulion led thy honoured 

4 father 

'lo stipulate (hat such ungoverned 
pa'iMon 


i> there 

More loj'al to the State than 1 ? Who 
is there 

Bound by such precious chain ^ of love 
and faith 

As is thy husband ? If I said no word 

Of this l>eforc, il was that I would 
fain 

Forget this liateful compact. Sir, I 
beg you 

Let me go hence, and when the old 
man's sickness 

Is done, as Heaven will have it, take 
my word 

That I will be a citizen of Cherson 

Again, whate’er may come. 


Should he cut off ftom tho^'C conKfiiring 
fori'cs 

From which ^-omhincil came dangei. 

.'Ua/t, (iycia, 

nearest thou this Hchemer ? Dost thou 
knr)W indcerl 

That 1 am prisoned here, while my 
loved father 

Lies on the l>cd of death ? Dost thou 
distrust me, 

Ibat thou dost speak no word ? 

Gftia, My lord, 1 cannot. 

The measure which my father's wisdom 
planned 

For the sa£ety of the State, 1, a weak 
woman, 
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Aw too inrirm to judge. Thou didst 
not tell me. 

Asking that I should fly with thee, the 
Ixjnds ,4t 

Hy vvhiclj thy feet were fettered. U.'»d 
T known 

I never Iwid consented. ITad I gone, 
Itrenking the solemn ordinance of State, 

I should have left with thee my former 
love, 

And •'ailed liack broken hearted. That 
thou grievest 

There is none knows as 1, Inil oh, my J 
love 1 ' 

Though it he hard to bear, yet is grief i 
lighter I 

Than boiken vows, and blighted honour, ; 
and laws 

M.ide to sustain the Stale, yet overset j 
Ily one man’s will. Dearest, wc cann<»t | 
go— j 

Nor thou ; the *Slatc forbids it. 1 will 


I Of cold loO'balanccd State-crafl. Hear 
me, old man, 

j Ami thou bxi, wife. Twcrc letter, 
I .ay, f.»r better, 

: Th.al I .shoulil get me gone, and my 
I wife with me, 

' I’han be jHini here unwilling ; Imt 
( wcic it better 

I Or were it worse, be sure I will not 

When duty ealN me hence. Wife, wilt 
th«ti come } 

My lord, I cannot. ^ 

.luiu. Then, I go alone. 

A'fhiK Nay, thou shalt not. Ho 
there \ arrest the rrincc. 

ffliurds armt .As.vndkr. 
.hitN, I’nhand me. At your peril. 

f/VrJWjr. 

f7ir/./. t >h, my husbami ! 


j sc KN K U I. —A KC»OM I N 7 H K I‘A ! M R. 

Thy father may, 'grow strong again, and ; 

sit I Irf.ni: ; /7//»77i»/i/aV Gycia, 

Here at our hearth a. guest : but this i> j ^yiiat ! am 1 mad, o| docs 

certain I some devilish ix>wer 

To Bosiihoras sve go not. And I pray j |\,,^ess me heart and soul ? I once 

^ j loved Cvci.i ; 

Make to my lord, who fills my father sS , j Asander with ff'ermastering love, 

j .\nd yet these frequent rumours of dis* 
What reparation thy ungovcrncti rage j .sensions 

And hasty longue demand. ; Marring the smooth course of their 

Axaff. 'rh(Hi cold Greek woman ! • wedtletl life 

l)f this, then, ’twas they warned me j |i,ing a swift, fierce joy. If aught 
a sttuK)th longue l,efell 

And .1 cold heart ; a brain by K>gic j q sc(>aniic lh<»sc lovers, then might 
ruled, : Pal,. 

And not at nil by love. Thou luisl no ; Chance open for me the golden 
P»‘y* ‘ door*, 

l or pity shajKs not into syllogisms ; j x^ai lead to Love s own shrine ; and 

Nor can affection ape philosophy, | j know not 

Nor natural lo\^ pul on the formal robe 1 if j^^y might retrll to mutual love 
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That t<H>'Co)cl heart. lUit still, no other 1 In each wish of thy heart ? If it were 1, 
chance . And"*'hc my love, I would break all 

Is left but this alone : if 1 should forte hotuU thaf eame 

Those loviuj; souls apart, then hwerc 15et'#eon ino and my love's desire. 

my turn. ! Irene, 

Ain 1 a monster, then, to will this ; Thou kiHiw’s*^?»ol wlial !hou suy'st. 

wrong? „ //V. ltmayl>cso; 

X.iy, bm a lovesick woninri only, / tin not luvo by halvc-». 
willing 


To dare all r«r her passion. Though 1 i 
It withe 

rUosc crcKikcd ways, yet hivet despite 
myself, 

liriiO' me relcniles.s onward. 

hnUr ( lYti.x. 

Tlcart‘si Kx'ly, 
Why ail ihou thus cast tiown? Some 
loveij* tpi.'irid, * 

To he interred with kissts ? 

6*ir/ti. Nny, Iiene, 

'Ihis U no lo\crs’‘ quaricl. j 

ir*\ Tell me, (ivi i.i, j 

\\ hat w as the cause i 1 

Cyeia, The King of jlosphoriH 
Is ailing, and dcsirc:v to see his fioii, 

Who fain would gn to him. 

M'. Anti theut rcfuscdsi 

To let thy lover go? 

\Lau^hs mockm^ly. ■ 
Cytia, Nay, 'tw’ai» not so ; 

But politic reasoivs of the State foibad 
The Trince's absence. 

/n\ Well, whdlc’cr the cause, 

The old man fain wtmld sec hiv. ^on, 
and thou 
Deniedst. 

Oycta, I denied him what the .State 
Denied him, and no more. 

/re. < The State denied him ! ; 

What docs it profit thee to be the j 
daughter j 

Of Lanacbius if thou art fettered thu^ I 


(f'yi ni. I do not need 

That lliou should 'll tutor me, >vht» am 
blc^l 

111 rcfjuilal. I have nought to 

lea in 

I'lom iIrv, wim licaicsl unrequited love 
Tor one thou wilt not name. 

fie. WoiiMht thou that 1 

Sluud i name liim ? Nay, it were best 
ntit. iK-iiove me, 

Tor me and thee, 

(,'ivf/ 7 . Why, what wcie it to me, 
rhou luckless woman? 

/re. What Were il to thee ? 

Mole lh.iu thou know’C'-l, much. 

(rVuta. Ami therefore ’lis 

Th.it thou do'll (laic to tutor me to 
deal 

With the man I love, my husband. 

/re. * Gycia, 

Love is a tyrannous jiovver, and brooks 
no riv d 

Beside his throne. Dost thou, then, 
love indeed, 

Who art so filled with duty ? 

Gyeia. Do I love ? 

Ay, from the depths of my enamoured 
heart I 

1 am all hts own to make or break at 
will. 

Only my duty to the State iny mother 
And the thricc-ble».icd memory of my 
sire 

Forbids that 1 should sink my .sonl in 
his, 


2 I) 
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Or, loviiiij, f;row unworthy. But, Gvcia. What ! dost thou dare 

iiiilccd, ^ ^ ! Mans'll my husivand thus? I have 

Tht>u plcajlcst his cause as if t)»y^clf j known his life 

did love him. ! From his awn lips, and heard no word 

As if 1 loved I—ah if! j of Ihce. 

(fjfrsa, Indcfil, 'tis well j /;y. lie did confess he knew me. 

Thou didst not, were he free, for he, it : Cyna. Ay, indeed, 

seems, i Noi that he 4lid the^^roiiK. 

Has known of thee, and speaks not | M*. My La<ly Gycia, 

kindly words. i Hid t ici man e«»nfe^s he wronped a 

1 know not wherefore. . woinan ? 

/«■. Did he sju;;\k of me ? j If iht>u helieve iu>t me, who am indeed 

Gyiia. Ay, that he did, ; Di^praced, .irul by his fault, thou oiKc 

//r. i\nd wh.il said he.'* f iluist love 

Gyiiit. I think i My brother Thetxlorus— scrul for him, 

Twere best ihou didst imt know. lie is without, and wail# me. Ask oK 

/n\ Tell me, 1 prithee ; him, 

1 can hear to hear. Who has hmp kmnvn my secret. 

(/h/Vr. *Tw.»s hut a hasly wor*!, Gyria. I will ask hitn. 

And Ivst forpotten. Tlum urciclied woman, since them art 

/re. But 1 prithee tell me, i l)olhj{ed, 

What said he ? j Whale Vr m> love may be, po from iny 

(ivn'tt. That 'tweic best t were ! stpht, 

alone ' And sciwl thy brother. Then hetnke 

Than commercing with thee, since thou • lliysclf 

welt nut I 'l*t» a close prison in the haunted Tower, 

My lit coinpanhui. ; Till 1 di.ill free thee. Out of iny .sight, 

///'. .Said he that, the cow'.xid ^ ; I say, 


Cyda. \ am his wife, Iicne. 

/rr. What care 1 ? 

1 have loved this man too well, l)cfme 
he saw thee. 

There, llum hast now' my secKt i 
have loveil him, 

An<l he loval me, and left me, uiul 
betrayed me. 

Was it foi him to brand me with this 
stain ? 

Unlit fi>r thy companion ! If I ! 
Iw, 

Whose fault is that but his, who found 
me pure 

And left me what lam? 


Thuu wfinlt'n ! [^.r/V 1 kkN£. 

Wh.it ha\e 1 done, how have I sinnctl, 
that Ucaven 

Tortures me tlnis? How can I doubt 
this creature 

Spt^aks someliiing of the truth ? Did he 
not s.iy 

At first he never knew that ^anton's 
name ? 

i Did he not afterwards Lartray such 
knowledge 
I Of her and of her life ,as showed the 
lie 

His former words concealed ? And yet 
how doubt 
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My ilcar, who hy two years of wetUlctl 
love 

lla!» knit my soul to his? I know how 

Ui;htiy 

The world holds manly virtue, hut I 
hold 

The laws of honour are not made to bind 
Half of the Tac% alone, leaving men 
licensed 

To break them when they will ; but 
dread decrees 

Minding on all oui kind. Mut ob, my 
. lt>ve, 

I will not doubt thee, till cmiviction 
bring 

I'rsxjfs that 1 dare not douta ! 

/:nUf‘ TllF.o|w>Kt.‘N, 

7'/uv, My Lady (lycia, 

1 come at ihy command. 

Cyt-ia* Cjooil ‘riuodt>rus, 

Thou lovedst me tuici*, 1 iljink ? 

7//<v. 1 hived tlicc once! 

Oh, heaven ! 

Gycia, 1 am in great jjer|*le\ily 
And sorrow, and 1 call upon lliy 
friendship 

' 1*0 succour me, by frank and free 
confession 

Of all thou knowc^t. 

Thee, 1 can refuse thee ivitbing. 
Only I l>eg that thou wilt ask me 
nought 

That answered may give pain, 

Gyeia, b is best 

That I^now all. I could not Inrar to 
live 

In ignorance, and yet I fear to grieve 
thee 

By what I ask. Tliy sislei late ha^^ 
left me 

yV/ze. Ask not of her, 1 j>ray; I 
cannot answer. 


Gvcia. Nay, by thy love I ask it. 

f Answer 

7/4rt». Have me excused, I pray. 

Gpia, Then, 1 am answered. 

My husband, she alTirms, betrayed her 
honour 

In llosphorus, and now denies the 
crime. 

Tht»u knuwest it true. 

77iLi\ Alas I 1 cannot doubt it. 

I hav»‘ known all fur years. 

Cyeia. Ve saints of heaven I 

Is there !)(» shaimc or purity in men, 

Nor room for irusi in iliem ? I am a 
wife 

Who thought she did jiossess iiei 
husbiind wholly, 

Viigin with \irgin. I ha\c thought f 
knew 

His inmost heart, and fotiml it 
iniiocetit ; 

And yet while thus I bthl him, while 1 
lay 

UjKm his bosom, .all these happy houjs 

The venom irf a shameful .secret lutkerl 

Within his breast. (;b, monster of 
ficceit, 

Thou never lo\e«l.st as J ’ 'J’jiat I 
should give 

7‘hc ttnlou-' bed treasure of niy virgin 
heart 

Tor .some foul embers of a burnt 'Oid love, 

And lavish on the waste a wanton left 

My heart, my soul, iny life! it is 
cruel ! 

1 will never see him more, nor hear 
his voice, 

But die unloved and friendicss. 

[ IVeep. 

I'heo. {lineeHng at her feet). Hearest 
C’lycia, 

Thou canst not want a brother, friend, 
and lover 
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While 1 iim <->h, my Iiac, luy 

tie.ir, 

Whuin 1 have loved Troni (.hildlioo<U 
put awiiy 

This hateful marriage, free ihcc fiwin 
the liomis 

Or'lhi.s polluted wedluck, uiul make 
luiptiy 

One who will love thee alway.n 1 

1 si M \( Ml' /////eV. I /. . if. 

(7jfiUt» Rise, 'I'll' otloju*. 

I have lU) love li> give. 1 am a wife. 
Snell word, »hdion'»ur me. 

yViiv, roi‘oi\c* me, <i>eM. 

I know’ how pure thy s,)ul, am I vvoiiKI 
not have thee 
.\«ght olhci than tlu»u art. 

6/1/.1. I <lo forgive thee. 

’T\v:is love confused thy teaMfii ; l*ut 
he hrave. 

Set a guard on thy ncl^', thy woriU, thy 
thought^. 

'Tis an unhappy wimM ! 

[Tm'.0lH>Kt»s ^'Ofr’y hi r Uwa ^^ntl Ckit. 

/iv. Most nohle lady, 

Forgive me if at an urihtting time, 

ArnicI the soft devoirs of gallantry, 
i thus intrude unwilling ; but 1 seek 
The rriiiee Asamicr. 

Cyi iit, I have nought to hide 

My husband might not know, , 

/tv. Then, thou art, doubtless, s 
His wife, the Ividy tiycia. Chiud my ; 
lady, 

Wiih faich a )>resence to become a 
crown, 

Wc would you were at Hosphoru.s. j 
Oyeia, Tis clear ' 

Thou art a stranger here, or thou ^ 
wouldst know 

That never would I leave my native city ! 
To win the crown of Rome. 


) Madam, his pity. 

! Cycia. Sir, this is courtly talk. You 
I came to sec 

i My huhbarul ; I will order that they 
send him 

At once to you. [AU// CjVci.\. 

/)'<. 'I liat was indeed good foriuue 
hi ought me hlllicT 

I Wlu-n lur h'vrr knelt to hei, I <lo not 
wondci 

.That kneel li-‘ di'»ul 1. tor she i- 
heauliful 

A- Helen’s ..elf. I'here e(^mO'* '-‘ine 
' ditfi'ieiKo 

lletween hei and A^.nidei^ ;ind 'twcic 
Mijinge 

' If ? might m»t so wcik (ui'l .i^ to vvidti. 

'i’In* hrciuh gotid fuitunc* -emU me, .'in I 
to hind, 

Thnmgli that whith I have vcen, ilio 
hoy hci husband. 

To CM ».ule my vv ill 

r A \ M>t K. 

A^.tu, L)‘.imach.t-i^ 

I .am rejoiced to see ihcc. 

/re Good my loid, 

; How gots the World with thee ? Tlutu 
! art in mien 

! Graver than thou v ast once. 

Astjn, 1 am ill at ease \ 

T am ill at case I How does the King 
my father ? 

/pj. Ah'* : sir, he is ailing, and 1 
fe.ir 

Will never mend. 

Is he in present danger? 

Lys, Ay, that he is. A month or 
less from this 

May see the end. 

Asan» Keeps he liis lied a» yet ? 

Lyj, Nay, not yet, when I left him ; 
but his mind 



SCKNE III. 


GVC/A, 


ruriis alwAys his nhscnt sou with .i^ut. Nay, hut *t were di»honour 
longinj;, * To set uj^on % friendly Slate from 

And ^yln^•lime‘^, as it wore ’iwivt sleep j authush — 

and wakiiig, I ’Twere imuder, and not Imtile. 

1 h»Mr him say, '‘Asaiuler, oh, my i /jr. Art thou false 

son ! : To thy own land ami to thy dyiU>R 

Shall I nnt see thee mnie ? ” father ? 

Aftw, f)h, niy dear father I ,/w/. That 1 am not; hut never 

And dost thou h*ve me thus, who have • <‘ould I hcai 

fori^(»t thee To play the midnight thief, and 

TliCnC Ins'* long years? llclomi, lonely , iMii'-saerc 

life I . Without announcement c^f Ic-gitimate 

Keloved failing eyes ! Ljsiinachu'*, . war 

I rn^^t go hence, ami yet my honour j Whom ilaily 1 have knrjwn. My wife 
hind » me. ! I love 

O Ciorl, which shall I choose? They ! With all the love of my soul. If she 
(!«» forhid me - 1 seem Culd 

The ruKt of this place aiivl that goes! When .any word is spoken which may 
woman touch 

Who is my wife, hut hohU their cursed The safely of the Sl.ntc, think you -.hr 
State w<Juldlove 

More than tny love— to go. The hushand who destroyed it? All 

/,y\. My prince, I C‘>rnc my heart 

T’o find a way hy which ihou ma\'t go Is in her keeping, 

free /rr. It isi well indcetl 

Ktoni that wlii^-h iand'^ Ihee fa4. < T'» have sueh failli. Doubtless the 


T’lnN festival ; I, inly (jycia 

To the dead Lamaclius will gi\e the ’ Ueturns this [uire^’aftection. 

oicasion i Asan, I would douhl 

To set thee free. If thotidod doubt to . The .saint.-, in hca'.cri sooner limn her 
break j truth, 

Thy word, yet doth a stronger, strait cr , Which if 1 doubled, then the skies 
chain 

liind thee— thy oath, Tliou hast not The bounds of right and wrong might 
forgot thy oath ; be removed, 

To Bosphorus? j The perjurer show truthful, and the 

Asan, ^<ay* 1 forget it not, i wanton 

But what is it thou would.st of Chaste as the virgin, and the cold, pure 
me ? j saint 

Lys, A'tandcr, . More foolish than the prodigal who eats 

The night which ends the festival shall | The hu^^ks of sense— it were all one to 


Masterjt r>f Chersrm. 


j me; 

i 1 could not trust in virtue. 
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/ji'f. 'I’hoii art change<1 

Since wlu'ii thy ship set sail fAm 
Jlosphorus ; 

TIumi didst not always think with such j 
fond lhou(;hi i 

As now thou dost. Say, didst thou | 
find thy hrido | 

Heart' whole as tluni didst wish ? Had I 
she no lover i 

Krc yet thou caincHt ? i 

Asnu. Nay, nay ; I fouinl my wife j 
^'i^gin in heart and 'mmiI. ! 

/ys. My Lord Asander, 

Art thou too cre<Uilous here? What if . 
1 saw her 

On that same spot, not half an hour . 

j 

In tears, and kneeling at her feet a • 
gallant j 

Noble and comely as a morn in June, | 
Who bade her break, with passionate j 
words of love, ! 

Her hateful marriage vows, and m.ako . 

hin; Idest • 

Who must for ever love ? I 

ASitM. I’hou sa\>e>t luy wife \ 

(rycia, my pearl of w(»men, my life, my > 
treasure ? I 

Nay, nay, 'tin some sick dream ! Thou j 
art tnistaken. 

Who knelt to her ? j 

Lys, She called him 1'heodoius. ; 
Asan, Irene’s brothei I Who was j 
it who said 

He lovctl her without hope? Lysi- 
maclius. 

What is it that thou sawest ? Come, 
’tis a jest I 

Kneeling to Gycia, praying her to 
fly I 

Nay, nay, what folly is this ? [Zaug^s, 
tys^ My lord, I swear 

It is no jest indeed, but solemn earnest. 


1 ^aw him kneel to her ; I heard the 
passion 

Hum ihri'Ugh hi^ voice. ’ 

AsftH. And ^hc ? What did my 
lady ? 

She did lepulsc him sternly ? 

lys. Nay, indeed, 

.She wept ; was greatly movetl* and 
whispereil to him, 

I nm a wife." 

H.wrw. reiu'c, peace ! I will H'd 
he.ii 

Another word. lb)w little do they 
know thee, 

My white, pure dove ! My Loix! 
Lysimaoluis, 

Some glamour has misled thee. 

//f. Well, my loid, 

I should lejoire to think it, but T cannot 

Deny my eyes and cars. Is not this 
noble 

The brother of the ludy wlio w.\s once 

At nos]>horus at Court, and nr»w alteruls 

'Hie Lady iJy< ia ^ 

Auiff, Ay, indeed he is. 

/.ys. Wtll, she is near at hand j if 
thy belief 

Inclines not to r.iy talc — which yet is 
true — 

('ouldsi tho*’ not ask of her if ere your 
marriage 

Her brother was cnnmourerl of your 
wife, 

And she of him ? 

Asan, That might I do indetxl. 

But, sooth to say, I would not s|>eak 
again 

With her you name; and it may be 
indeed, 

I know her well, the Lady Grcia, 

Who i.s angered with her for what cause 
1 know not, 

Might well resent the con%’erse. 



.SITNK IV.— TriTCNii.S trison. 

IrIvNK ; (tJfffriHirds A SANDER (tmi 
<;v(iA. 

In\ To think that once 1 loved 
that haughty wctinan 
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Lys. Prince Asan<lcr, j 

There is no man so blind as he who 
closes 

Ills eyes to the li^jhl and will not have ! 
it shiiK% 

aAs thou dost now. > 

Asan. Then will I vec this Uuly, | 

Thouj»h knowing it is vain. ' Ah, that was lonj; ago, before love came 

\Ii \t£ AsANhKK. ; 'I\» tear mir lives asunder. Though her 
/l’/. J do luU know . power 

What he vvdl hear, but this al least I . Can ptnine here a pri'oner, yet 1 know 
know : j Th.at I have pierce<l her heart. Oh, it 

That woman loves him, and will lie to ; sweet 

sow : Ti» he revenged, and know that veil* 

Oi'.sension ’tv\ixt these h»vers which j ge.inc«* brings 

^ aceoiiiplishcd, I Victory in its train ! if I hail pow'cr 

The rest is easy, and I hold this Chet- ; To make Asunder jealotui of this wonder, 


To make 01 mar al will. Mat a goo<l 
thought. 

I will send a message fo llie Lady 
(jycia 


'I hen all were easy, but I know nv) 
means 

When by fiom this strait pristin I niiglil 
sow 

.Suspicion of her who has never given 


Which shall ensure’t. If she mislikcs ^ A shadow of cause. 

her friend, Affrudnuf. Hic Lord Asandcr 

It is odds of ten to one some jealous comes, 

humour 

Hits caused it, or may grow of ii. 

[Hrtfci. 

“Dear lady. 


/inter Asa.ndkr. 

Lady, I*grievc that thou .art 
in this place, 


Thou ail wrongtHl ; the Prince A‘-andcr , Ami fain wrinld set thee free. Tell me 
jircscnlly ^hal cause 

Is with Irene alone. Seek them, and jias brought thee hither. 

i /re. Ask me nf»t, my hml ; 

Confession of their fadlt.” I j cannot tell ihcc. 

[Summons a Messenger. ! Nay, but know I must, 

Ho there ! convey ; pj^-ad thy cause. 

These to the Lady Gycia, but stay ; fre. Twas trxi great love of thee, 
not I Xhe love which thou didst spurn, that 

To tell her whence they come. I brought me here. 

Mess., 1 go, my lord, j Asan, But how should that be so ? 

I /re. The l^fly Gyeio, 

I Holding thee to thy promise that Aou 
wouldst not 



^o8 


GYCIA. 


Atrr 111. 


Go hence— no, not to close thy father’s 
eyes - 

T(K)k umbrage that I spoke with!scant 
respect 

Of such unreasoning and unnatural 
bond 

As that which she approves. 

Asatt, Then am 1 grateful 

For thy good* will, and grieve that it 
should bring thee 

To pine a prisoner here, an<l will essay 
What reason can to free lh<*e. 

/n*. Tlianks, iny lord, 

I would that Mfl/4 wert free. I knew 
the King, 

And did receive much fatherly alTcetion 
From that most rcvcrcml man. T grieve 
to hear 

That he lies sick, and would rejoice to 
tend him 

As if I were a dauglilet. 

Am//* (i emit lady, 

No other vv')icc of sympalliy than thine 
Have i yet heard in ('herson, ami 1 
thank thee 
For thy good-will, 

/n\ ’Tis always thine, my lord, 
And more, though 1 should end my 
wretched days 
111 pnson for thy sake. 

AM/i* I thank thee, lady, 

And fain would ask of thee a greater 
kindness t 

1 would that thou wouUlsi tcU me of 
thy brother. 

In, My brother ThetKiorus ? What 
of him? 

Asan* This od^« Did he, ere 1 
knew my wife^ 

Bear towards her a great though inno* 
cent loTC ? 

fnr. A great though innocent love? 
Ay, a great love. 


For certain. Spoke she not of it to - 
thee? 

Asan, No wortl 1 

Ah ! yet, maybe, ’twas inno- 
cent-- 

Nay, I believe it, though she spoke not 
of it, 

And ’lis the wont of wives to laugh and 
l)oaNt 

Of innocent cont|uest.s. 

Am//, N.ny, she «.tJoke no word. 

Av, And did no other of thy friends 
at (’’heison 

'Icll thee? Why. 'iwas the talk of all 
the city 

How close they grew together, till thy 
coming 

And the necessities of Chcr^on turned 
Her eyes from him to thee. 

Asan, And does he still 

lk*ar love for her? 

/n*. .And <1 »h^s he still bear Iwve ? 
Ay, pa-»siou.'no Io\e. The heart which 
truly lovo 

Piiu not its luvf aside for ends of State, 
Or marriage bonds, or what the dullard 
law 

Sutlers or does not' sufl'er, but grow.s 
slrongci 

For that wdiich seeks to thwart it. 

Asan, And did she 

My wife return this love ? 

In\ Ay, so *lwas said. 

Ask me no mote, 1 pray ! 

Enttr GvciA unfercfiveA* 

Asan, Nay, by the love 

Thou bearest to me, speak ! 

Cfycia, My Lord Asonder, 

What dost thou with this woman thus 
alone? 

Asa/t, Tweie best thou didst net 
ask. 
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Cyan, 1 have a right ; 

I will be answered. Fir?.t, thou didst 
deny 

Thou k newest aught of her ; then said 
her nature 

Was such I might not rail her friend, 
or live 

With her within four walls ; and now, 
her fault — 

Which she herself proclaimc<l‘“ penning 
her here 

In a close prison, thou my husband 
comest 

To comfort her, 'twould seera—to travel 
o’er 

Again the old foul fuitlis and secretly 
To gloat on the old passion. 

^4safi. Nay, I came 

Not for this cause, but one which 1 will 
tell thee, 

i came to question of thy fotmer love. 
(ryaa. To (question her af me 'f 
Asaff. 'I’o know the cau.M* 

That made my wife, scarce one short 
hour ago, 

Within my home, when hardly I bad 
left her, 

Receive alone a lover kneeling to her 
With words of ()assionate love, and 
w'hisiier to him, 

** I am a wife/* 

Gyeia, Hast thou no shame, 

Asander, 

To speak such word.s to tne before this 
woman. 

Who knows her brother's life ? 

fne. Nay, prithee, madam, 

Appeal not to me thus; I could say 
much 

On which 1 would keep silence^ 

Cyfia^ Tboa base woman, 

And thott poor dupe or most perfidious 
man. 


It were* to honour ye to make defence 

.Against a wanton and her paramour ; 

U«l thee, Asander, never will X take 

To my heart again, till thou hast pul 
from thee 

This lying accusation, and dost ask 

Tnrdon that thou ha!»t d.tjcd with this 
kifcc wretch 

To iinpugit my honour. 

Thou hast said no W'orr!^ 

Of .iiiswer to my charge; thy bold ^ 
dcfuince 

Argues thy guilt. 

Cyeia. My guilt ? And caust 

thou dare 

To say this thing to me? I will st»cak 
no w ord ; 

i>cnial iverc disgiacc. Sir, 1 will have 
you 

I.eavc this place rpiickly. 


,4s<ui. 

Madam, 1 

olicy you. 



\Exit. 

6 ) 1 irf. 

And 1 too go. 

\Exit, 

Ire. 

I bold ilichc haplcsh fool^ 


In the hollow id iny hand. 


.SCFNli THK i'At.Ar.K. 

Lysima^ II us and three Courtiers ? 
ajteriifards AsaNUKK. 

/j f. My lords, what have you to 
report ? Have the men arrived ? 

\st Court, For a week past they 
have been arriving at the rate of fifty a 
day. The ships anchor in due courK*. 
At dead of night, when everything in 
stiJI| the merchandise is landed and 
conveyed wcIMtsgulsed to the disused 
granaiics adjoiniiig Lanmebus* palace, 
with good store of arms and provisiontt. 

2 nd Court, Ves, and by the day of ^ 
the festival we shall have more thaii 
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five hundred well-armed men within 
the who, while the people are j 

fenfttin;*, will bear down all opposing ; 
forces and open the gates to the larger j 
body, who will lie concealed in the ! 
j^iain-ships in the harbour. j 

/.ys. Docs no one sus^Hret, think | 
you, as yet ? i 

\st C 0 uH. Not a soul. The «t(jre.s ’ 
nrc landed at midnight, and the place ' 
ia haunted and full of noises. 

%rd Court Does the IVinec know ? ' 
lys. Not yet, not a word. 1 can't 
trust him with his blind love for hi-» w ife. 

yrd Court What if he will not be 
of us ? 

fys. Tlicu lie slinll l>o pul under 
hatches at once for Hosphoru.s, .and may 
take his wife with him if ho fileasos. 

ij/ Cour/, Hut will ho p,ar(ion the 
dcod ? 

/ ys. The lad is a good lad enough, 
but w'eak as water. The world always 
)>ar<lonH successful ontcriuises. IJcsidcs, 

I am in great hopes that ho has so 
tpiarrellcd with the lulcr of t-herson, ; 
and may be, moreover, so of con- ' 
ccit with his wife, that we can do a> 
we will with him. 

2Ud Court Hut be prudent, my 
Lortl Lysimachus, I beg, for we know 
not how far he is with us, and if he is 
against us now, it may take more than 
we know to keep our heads on our 
shoulders. 

/,/i. My Kurds, you shall not lose a 
drop of your blood. But here is my 
Lord Asaiider. He looks cast down 
enough, in all conscience. 

£ftter Asander. 

Well, Prince, host thou seen the lady? 

Speak not to me of her, 1 pray. 


I must leave this accursed place at once 
and for ever, and must take my wife 
with me. Once in Bosphorus, 1 may 
know again the luappiness which is 
denied me here. I will not stay here 
a day. Is there any bhiji from Hos- 
phoius in harbour ? (ict me aw.ay to- 
night secretly, and the Lady (lycia 
with me. 

/ys. My lonl, there are many ships 
hrie from Ho«%p))oriis, but none empty 
or which can be sp.arcd now ; but it 
wants but two <lays to the festival, and 
if thou wilt tarry until tlicn, it may be 
we can ariange that either thou mayst 
Md sail for Hr>s]>borus at will or bring 
Ho-pbiwus hither at will. 

ylsuff. What tlo these words mean ? 
You spe.\k in rkMIes. 1 care not what 
Ijecomes of me, but remember my 
honour, l.ysim.ichus, my honour ! If 
any scheme against the Slate of C)herson 
is in your mind, I will have none of it. 

I want tuuhing of these people, only to 
be allowed to tuin tny back u|X>n them 
and their intrigues for ever, and to 
carry the wife whom I love far away 
from the air of chicane and base deceit 
which makes tins Chcrsoii a hell. 

/y.u My l.ord Asunder, thou host 
J not foigot 

' Thy oath which thou didst .swear ere 
j first you left 

' Our Bosphorus, that, come what fate 
j should come, 

I Thou wonldst not forget her. Now, as 
I Fate would have it, 

These gentlemen and I, hearing tqmrt 

Of the grand festival whidi now 
approaches, 

; Have ta'en .such measores as may make 
1 our city 

Mistress of this her rival. Day by day 
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Ships laden deep with merchandise 
cast anchor 

Uy Ijiiuachus’s palacei and unload 

At dead of night their tale of armed 
men, 

And by to-morrow night, which is the 
eve 

Of the feast, five hundred men-at-arms 
or more 

In a dark hall, long empty and disused, 

These fools deem haunted, where the 
sounds they make 

Seem not of earth, and none diaw near i 
to hear, 

Will lie concealed. These, when the 
^ festival 

lias spent itself, and the drowsed 
cili/.cn,s, 

Heavy with meat and wine, arc fast 
asleep, 

Will issue forth at midnight and will 
seize 

The guardians of the gates, and llirou 
them open 

To an overwhelming force which fills 
the shi{Mi 

Which lie within the harbour. For the 


Place me in open battle, and I care 
not 

For lilotulshed ; but thU marderotts 
intrigue, 

1 will have none o*i, 

/fi. Nay, rr>} lord, in sooth, 

Why think of blootlsbcd ? If our 
scheme go right 

I (Ami nought can mnr it now), what 
need of blood ? 

I These smooth knaves, though they 

I fight behind their walls 

With cunning enginer)*, yet when they 
see 

Our army in their streets, will straight 
grow prudent 

And hug discretion. But, indeed, my 

' lord, 

We have gone tt>o far to pause, ami if 
thou (ike not 

' Our scheme, which makes for thee and 
for our State, 

We cannot risk that thou denounce our 
plan. 

And thcrcfoie, if thou will not join with 
us, 

. The safely of ourselves and of the 


rest, State 

Cherson is ours, thou free to go or stay, , Hulds thee a prisoner pent in close 
King if thou wilt; but thiJi, my lorl, durts'^ 

know well — ' Till victory is ours, and thou mayst 

Even if thou hast no reverence for thy i lake 

oath, ; The fruit of olhersv daring, while thy 

No power on earth dsn free thee from \ wife 

thy bonds t Deserts her doubting and dishonoured 

Or speed thee hence, if still this curs^ | lord 

Slate For one who dares to act and play his 

Keeps its free power. Therefore, look . port 

well to it. ^ As a man should. 

AsttM, I cannot do this thing. I ^ ^Asati, {after heeitatiOH)^ 1 do not 
am no thief hold uriih you. 

Or midnight murderer, but a prince and j That a man's oath can bind him to his 
soldier. God 
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To (lu wliai cKi* wcrt! wrong. Vci, So only f might wander a* 1 would 

since you swear ; At my own wilt, than weary to be free 

V'our puiposc is not bloodshedf and my ! From this luMtrious cell. Hark ! 

will I 1 7/ie tramp oj amud mm is heard. 

Is impotent (o stay your choice, and i What was that sound ? 

chiefly ; I could swear 1 Imrd the mcasure<( 

Decaiise I am cast down and sick at . train}) of men 

heart, ! An<l ring of mail, yet is it but illusion. 

And without any trust in God or man, | L.'ist night I thought I he.'ird it as I lay 
I do consent to your cons|)irAcy, | AwaU* at dead of night. Mere fantasy 

Loving it not. • Horn of long solitude, for here there .arc 

J.ys. There spoke my lord the No soldiers nor mailed feet. 

Prince. \A^ain heard. 

We will succeed or <Iie. Hark ! once again. 

AsaH. 1 would sooner die. 1 'mu-I t-'Wfh ihesc fancies. 


/: //A /Child. 


ACT IV. 

SCMN K I,— CUKRso.v. Ikkne's 

PU!SON\ 

Ikknf s thm the Gaoler's Child ; ajta- 
wards (jYCIA. 

Ire, Ah me ! The heaviness o( 
prisoned days t 

llcigho! *Tis weary work in- prison 
here. 


Child, (ientlc lady. 

. Jr,\ Sl'cak, little one. Come 

hither. 

Child, (jciiIIc lady, 

* My father, who is Warder of this 

! lower, 

. Hade me come hither and a^k thee if 
thou woukUt 

! rh.it 1 should hold thy distafl', pr might 
j lender 

j .Some other service. 


What though I know no loss but : Ire. Ay, child ; a good thought. 

liberty, j Hring me mj .spinning-wheel. 

Have everything at will— food, service, j [Child brings i/. 

all 1 fre. {spinning. The light is farting 

That 1 should have, liciug frec—yet ■ fa»t, but I would choose 

doth constraint \ 'ftiis twilight, ii thou wilt not lie afraid 


Poison life at its spring ; and if I i Of the darkness, little one. 

thought I Child, Xay, that 1 am not, 

This woman's jealous humour would ! With one so goo<l as thou. 

endure, j /n\ Nay, child, it may be 

1 would sooner be a hireling set to tend | I am not all thou think'st me. 
llic kine upon the plains, in heat or Child, But, dear lady, 

cold. Are not nil noble ladies good ? 

Chilled through by the sharp east, Irt, Not aUj, 

scorche<l by the sun, • Nor many, maybe. 
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Cki7^, To be sure they are not, 
EUe were they not imprisoned. 

/nr. Little one, 

Not all who pine in prison arc not good, 
Nor innocent who go free. 

C^i/d, * The Lady Gycia, 

Is she not good ? 

/rt. It may be that she U. 

Tis a vile world, my chihl. 

Ckiid, Nay, 1 am sine j 

The l.ady tlycia is as white .intl pure 
A^arc the angels. When my mother 
died 

She did commend me to her, and die 
promised 

T«rkccp me always. 

//V. Ihit she sent mo here. 

Ckt/d, Ah 1 lady, then I fear thou 
art not good. 

I am .sorry for thee. 

/;r, »So, my child, am 1. 

f tramp cj' armed feet is heard af^ain, 

CkiUi. Ah! lady, what is that? I 
am afraid. 

Didst hear the ghostly feel ? 

Ire. What heardst thou, chihl? 

Chihi. A tramp of arm^d men and 
ring of mail. 

Ire, Then, 'lis no fancy of my wear>' 
brain. 

If it comes again 1 must inquire into it. 
Tts passing strange. Be not afraid, 
my child. ^ 

Twas but the wind which echoed 
through the void 

Of the vast storehouses below us. 
Come, 

Let us to spuming. Twirl and twirl 
and twirl ; 

Tis a strange task. 

CkiU.. Lady, I love ti dearly* 
Myaiotberspaii, and I would sit by her 
The livelong day. , 


In. l)idst ever hear the tale 

Of the F.iies and how they spin ? 

ChiUU 1 do not think so. 

Wilt tell me ? 

Ire. There were three weird sisters 
once, 

C'lotho and Lachesis and Atropos, 

Who spun the web of fate for each new* 
life. 

Sonu-limcs, as 1 do now, a brighter 
ihrc.nd 

Wt»vcn with the dark, and sometimen 
black as night, 

Until at la>t came .\tropos and cut 
The hnc-worn life-thread thus. 

[Cn/< the thread ; the head of the fittdle 
rolh away. 

Child, And h.asl thou cut 

Some lifcdliread riou t TZJi, 

Ire, My child, 1 am no Kate» 

;Vnd yet I know nol ; but the hjiindlc’s 
heat} 

Rolled hence to yonder comer. Let ku 
M.-ek it. 

Hast fuiiiid it ? 

Chi/d. Nay, there is .so little light, 

I think that it has fallen in the crevice 
Beneath yon paneh 
he, .Stoop and seek it, child. 

I erchance the panel slides, and then, 
it may lie, 

We .shall let in the light. 

{Draws baek the panel and discemers a 
bright light y files of armed metty 
tfW A. SANDER in the midst. 
Child, Ay, there it U ; 

We have it, we have found it. 

{Sliding jkuul back again. 
Ire, \Miat have we found ? 

What have we found ? Yes, little one, 
*tis found I 

Run away now— I fain would be 
alone — 
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And come back presently. 

Child, who 

T’hcsc were the sounds 

1 heard and thought were fancy's. All 
is clear 

As is the blaze of noon. The Prince 
A Sander 

Is traitor to the .State, and will o'er- 
whelm it 

^Vhen all the citizens arc sunk in sleep 

After to-morrow's feast. Well, what 
rare 1 ? 

lie is not for me, whether we call him 
King 

Or Archon ; and for these goo<l mm i»f 
(Jherson, 

What is iheii fate t<^ me? If he 
succeed, 

As m)W he must, since no one knows 
the secret, 

Twill only be a change of namc-^no 
more. 

The King and Oucen will hold a 
.statelier Court j 

And live contented when the thing is 
done, 

And that is alt. Tor uho will call it 
treason 

When victory cTvm'ns the plot? Put 
stay ! a gleam 

Of new-born hope. What, what if it 
should fail 

A^ I could make it fail ? What if this 
\vomaii« 

Full of fantastic reverence for the dead. 

Arid nouriahed on her cold republican 
dream, 

Should learn the treason ere ’t was done 
and mar it ? ^ 

Would not Asander hate her for the 
failure ? 

And she him for the plot ? I know her 
well. 


I know her love for him, but well 1 
know 

She is so proud of her Athenian blood 
And of this old republic, she would 
banish 

Her love for less^han tliis. Once 
sciJiiraled, 

The Prince safe over seas in Hosphorus, 
Hi.s former love turned to injurious 
pride, 

1 might prevail ! I would ! 

AV i ftft'r Chu.I). 

I Xny, little one, 

We will spin no more to-day, I jirithec 

And seek the Lady (lycia. Say to her, 
l>y all the memory of our former love 
I pray that she will ettme to me at 
once. 

Lose not a moment. [K\i^ Cliild. 

1 (ark ! the tramp again ; 
Again the ring of rn.iil. I wonder 
much 

If she shall hear it first, or first the eye 
.Shall slay her love within her. 

CrVCIA. 

irvaj. Thou dast &fk 

My presence ; wherefore is it ? 

(.lycia. 

Thou «lo5t not love me, yet would I 
ie<|uite 

Thy wrong with kindness. That thy 
love W'aj> fal.so 

To thee, thou knowe^t, but it may be 
still 

There is a deeper falseliood -than to 
ihcc, 

And thou slmlt know it. Dost thou 
hear that sound ? 

[Tho tram/ of men again kaartU 
What means it, think >^u ? 
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Gyaa. Nay, I cannot tell, j l^>ved as a son, whose every thought 1 

*Tis like the tramp of arm^ men. j knew, 

Irf. It ; I Or deemed I did, lurking in ambush 

And who are they ? | here 

Gyaa, Young citUcfis of Chersuu, [ Upon the eve of our grrrt festival, 
Mayl>c, rehcarsittg for to-morrow’s i Scheniing some bloody treachcr)' to take 
pageant Our Cherson in the toils? Oh, 'lis 

And the procession. ' too much ; 

/fv. Stay, thou stubborn woman, 1 cannot trust my senses I 'Twas n 
Canst bear to sec, though the sight j dream I 

blight thy life? /ft. No <lrcam, but dreadful truth ! 

C}\ia. I know not what thou (7y{ta, 'Fhou cruel woman, 

wouldst, but 1 can bear it. ! Ilow have 1 harmed thee, thoushouldst 

/re. Though it pro\c thy love a * hate me thus? 

traitor? ; llul *lwas no dream. Why w'as it else 

Gyda, That it will not ! ' that he, 

/re. Tlien, make no sound, but see ' But for some hateful treachery, devisctl 

what I will show thee. ' This A^iitKal ? Why was it that he gi^iw 

Look n<iw ! Behohl thy love ! So anxitui^ to go hence and lake me 

fhiek /Hitic/f anJ , with him, 

Asandkk the sMers r/ But that guilt made him coward, and 
Bosphorus standing in line. ' be fcaied 

A'>.\nuek s voice heard. j To see his work ? Ob, love for ever 

Asan, At stroke of midnight i lost, 

To-morrow night be ready. i And with it faith gone out I what is't 

SoldUrs, Ay, my lord. ; remains 

|<vYClA ioUrrin^ baik, Irene %lide\ ! But duly, though the path be rough 
lack the p>aHcly and (ivc iA sets j and trod 

htr hot'k af;ainU i/, half faint- ; By bruised .and bleeding feet? Oh, 
tng; Ike>K regasding her nifh • whui i > it 

inumph, ' Is left for me in life but death alone, 

Gyeia, Was that my husband ? and . Which ends it ? 

those men around hitn , Pre. Gycia, duly bid.H thee banish 

Soldiera of Bosphorus, to whom he Thy love to his own State, and then 
gave I disclo«e 

Some swift command ? What means j Tlie plot thou ha.st discovered. It may 
it all, ye saints? j be 

What means it ? This the husband of i That thou nmyst join him yet, and yet 
my love, r grow happy. 

Upon whose breast I have lain night ; Gycia. Never ! For duty treads 
by night 1 another path 

For two sweet years— my husband j Than that tb<m knowest I am my 
whom my ftaliet father's daugliter. 
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It is m>t mine tu i^aidun ur condemn ; 

'J'hat In the Stale's alone. ‘Tis for the 
Stale 

To hariisli, not for me, and therefore 
surely 

I must denounce these traitors to the 
Senate, 

Ami leave the judgment theirs. 

7/r. {kneelin}^). Nay, nay, I pray 
thee, 

Do not this thing ! Thou dust not know i 
how ciaiel | 

Is Slate-craft, or what told and ntony ' 
hearts 


Or make a sign to them, thou die&t lO' 
night 
With toilure. 

Ire, Spare him \ Do not this 
thing, Gycia 1 [/T.w/ CvctA. 

O Gotl, she is gone |k-he is lost I and 1 
luiclonc ! 


Si'F.sK IL— Room in LamaciiiV^ 
I \\ :\cr.. 


L\ SIM Arne.-,, Mh«;AU.r>, fourtiers ; 

aftt'n, \1 rit\ .Vs A M > E k . 


Freeze in their jiolilic breasts. 

Cj>ita. Thon knecrsl to me 

7*0 sj)are rny husband ! Think'sl thou 
I love him k',ss 

ihan thou dost, u.inlon ? 

Jrt\ Gycia, they uill kill him. 

Gel him away l<i-night lu Jlo'^phorus. 

'I'hou dost not know these men ! 

G\cia. / know them not ? 

1 who base lived in C^ieisim all my 
days, 

And trust the Slate? Nay, I will gel 
me hence. 

.\nd w ill denounce this treason to the 
Senate. 

'rhere lies my duty clear, and 1 will 
do it ; 

I fear not f<w the rest. The State 
element 

To vanquished foes, and doubtlciis will 
find means 

To send them hence in safety. For 

myseU* 

I know not wlwt may come— a liroken 
heart, 

Maybe, and death to mend it. 
for thee, 


: ! y*. Well, go4^1 Mcg.'iclcs, 1 hope 

I you are piep.tred to carry out your 
■ function. It wdll be a busy ami anxious 
I day tu-moriow, no doubt, and most of 
I Uft will Ik? glad when midnight strikes, 
i My Lord Lysimachus, 1 hope 

j so. 1 have not closed an eye for the 
( last two nights. As to the rioccssion, 
I dattcr myself that no bctter^ariangcd 
lH>mp has ever dedlcd l>cfore C\Ts.ar's 
I'.ilacc. It will be long, it will be 
splendul, it will be pro|x?rly marshalled, 
'rhere is no other man in the Empire 
who knows the distinctions of rank or 
the mysteries of marshalling better than 
I du. LcKik at the book.s I have studied. 
There is the treatise of the Learned and 
K'.'spectablc Symmachus on rrocessions. 
I'hat is one. There is the btc divine 
Kntperor *nieodo«ius on Dignities and 
'I'ttlcs of 1 ioiiour. That is two. There 
i> our Learned and lUustriout Cham* 
berlain Procopiuses treatise on the 
office and duties of a Count of tht' 
yPalacc. That, as no doubt yon know, 
But is in six large volumes. Thai is thnae, 


or, ruiy, eight volumes. Oh, my poor 


Thou shameless wanton, if thou breathe j bead ! And I have said nothing of the 
a sound . : authorities on Costume-^ library, 1 
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assare you^ in tlunnsclves. Yea, it has 
been an anxious time* but a veiy happy 
one. 1 wish our youn«i; friends here 
would devote a little inc^rc time to nueb 
serious topics and less to such frivolities 
aa fighting and nicking love. The 
latter is a fine art, no df>uht, and, when 
done according to ride, is well enough ; 
but as for fighting, getting oneself 
grimed with dust and sweat, and very 
likely some vulgar churVs common 
blood to l)oot—pah! it is intolerable 
to think of it. 

1st Court, Ah ! good Mcgacles, I 
am afraid that the world cannot sttarc 
its stdJietJi yet for many years to come. 
•So long as there is evil in the w^orld, 
and lust of i>owcr and savagery and 
barbarism, so lung, depend ution it, 
there is room and need for the soldier. 

Certainly, my lord, certainty ; 
and licsidcs, they arc very lughly 
decorative too. Nothing looks better 
to my mind at a banquet than bright 
guy faces and lithe young figures set in 
a ahiniog framework of mail, fly the 
ivay, my Lord Lysimaebus, it was kind 
of you to provide our procession with a 
slfong detachment of fine young soldiers 
from Bosphorus. I have secured a 
proininent place for them, and the 
effect will be perfect 1 trust the Lady 
MeUssa will like it 
Zjtf. My lord, you are mistaken; 
there ate no soldiers from Bosphorus 
here. 

Mjg* Ball was with the Prince last 
ttigjbtv and saw theQt 

1 tell yoa you are mistaken. 
Thm ais none here. Do you aoder- 
stalwliBe ? there ate none here. 

f«/ Cij^A Nay, Indeed, tny Lord 
v;MtBmdeiC We trying, with a 


view lo the pageant, how a number of 
young men of Cbeison would look in 
the army of Bosphorus ; but we gave 
it up, since we feared that they would 
bear them so clumsily that they would 
mar the whole effect. 

jf/rji;. Ah, that explains It ; quite right, 
quite light. Well, 1 see I was mistaken. 
But I wish I could have bad soldiers 
from Bosphorus. They are the one 
thing wanting to make to-morrow a i>er- 
fect success, os the l^dy Melissa said. 

They arc indeed, as you say. 
But, my Lord Mcgaclcs, pray do not 
whisper abroad what you have said 
here ; these people are so jealous. 
They wouki grow sullen, and spoil the 
p.igcam aliitgcihcr. 

J/rjf, Ah, my lord, you have a good 
head. 1 will not breathe a word of it 
till the day is done. 

Zyj. Timnks, my lord, and as 1 
know you will be weary with the long 
day's work and your great anxieties, 

I am going to lay a little friendly com- 
pulsion upon you. You must leave the 
I banquet tO' morrow and go to rest by 
eleven o'clock at latcwt. 

AA;^. Well, my lord, i am not so 
young as 1 w a.^, and if I have your per* 
mission to leave before all is over, well 
and good. No one knows what an 
anxious day is before me, and I have no 
doubt 1 shall have earned my night's 
rest by then. But 1 have much yet to 
do, so with yonr permission 1 will wish 
you good night. 

{Z’jrif Mboaclis, hctmng Im to eath 
^ with <xo^msUd gestum* 

Lys. Boor soul, poor soul t If any 
fight comes, it would be as cruet to hit 
him take his part with meu ua it Urdeid 
be if he werea woman or a cMUL 
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Wdcomcs my Lord Aiinnder. Ilnst 
thou Mccn our men, and arc they ready 
for to-morrow ? 

Asan, I have just como from them, 
and they are ready, 

But 1 am not, I pray you, let this 
be; 

Send back these men to night. I am 
oppressed 

By such o 'cnnastcring presages of ill 
As baffle all resolve. 

/yj. My Lord Asandcr, 

It is too late. AVtJiil«Ut thou, then, 

break thy oath ? 

WouUlst thou live lierc a pri*.<)uer, nor 


At the same hoar shall land. The 
citizens, 

Heavy with wine, will wake to find 
their city 

Our own iKryoiid recall. 

Aj's. Ay^ thal*B the scheme, 

And nought can jnar it now. Good 
night, my lord. 

Sleep well ; there is much to do. 

Asaff, Good night, my lords J 

[ Axi / Asaxdkr. 

Ij's. No Itloodshcil ! Why, what 
fools love makes of men I 

I have seen this vor}* lad dnsh through 
I the ranks 

' C)f hostile spearmen, rut and hack and 
thrust 


liehold , As in sheer siwrt. There will be blood 

Thy father, though he die ? WouMst * J^heil, surely, 

thou thy country j Unless these dogs have lost their knack 


Should hpnrn thee as the traitor whose ; 
malignance 

Blighted her hard • w on gatus ? It is too 
late ! 

It is too late 1 

Asaff, 1 am grown infirm of will 
As any dotard, I will go on now 
So that thou dost no murder. 

Why ivas it 

\Vc came in such o'erwhelming force, 
but that 

We sought to shed no blood ? 


of war 

As he has ; but we have them unpre- 
pared, 

j .\nd shall prevail, and tliou shait be 
avenged. 

My father slain, and thou, my murdered 
brother, 

Shalt be a^'eoged 1 My lords, you 
know what work 

Im given each to do. Be not too 
chary 

Of your mens swords ; let them strike 
sudden terror. 

Slay all who do resist, or if they do 
not. 


I w'ill be ready, 

Though with a heavy heart. T o^morro w t 
night I 

At stroke of twelve, when all the feast j tkem still. My lords, give you 

is done, j good night. 

And tdl asleep, wc issue fitjm the j X -morrow at midn^ht, at the stroke 
palace, ' [ oftwcive— 

Seiae the goo^ at their posts, and open { At the stroke of twelve 1 

wide I emMar. 

Tlic gates to die strong force udiicfa 
from the ships 
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SCEKE 111 .•-'The councxl cii ambee 
OF THE Senate of Cherson. 

Zetiio *<!»</ Sciialow ; afUrvmrds 

GYi^A. 

Zei. Most worthy brethren » Senators 
of Chersion, 

In great perplexity of mind and will 
I summon yc to-night. The Lady ^ 
(>ycia, I 

t)«r Lamarhus's daughter, sends re* j 
quest, 

Urgent as ’twere of instant life and 
^ death, 

That ! should call ye here, \Vh.it care 1 
can move ! 

Such anxious thought in her, on this the | 
eve I 

or the high festival herself has foimdcyl, < 
I know not, but ^twould seem the very j 
air I 

Is fiili of flcRiiing rumours, vogue alarms, ! 
Formless suspicions which elude the j 
grasp, 

Unspoken presages coming ill j 
Whi^ take no shape. For whence \ 
should danger come ? \ 

We are at peace with aU. Our former | 
foe 

la now oar dearest friend ; the Frince 
Asander, 

Though of a hasty s|^rtt and high 
temper, 

Dwdls Hi sn^ close, concordant bar* 
mony 

WUh hb loved wife that he it wholly 
oun; 

And yet thouglh thus at peace, mmoun 
of war 

And plots beset tts. Is it not 

/ fbiii? 

lirre ye beard angjht t 


isi S^H. Zetho, *t» true. Last 
night, a citizen 

Sware he heard clang of arms and ring 
of mail 

At midnight by the house id Lamachus 1 
2nd Sm, My freedman, coming 
home at grey of dawn, 

Saw a strange ship unload her mer 
chnndise, 

And one Imlc chanced to fall, and from 
it came 

Groanings and drops of Idood I 
■^rd Sat. Two nights ago, 

The ways being while with snow, 1 on 
ilie quay 

Saw the thick -planted marks armM 

feet ; 

But, rising with the dawn, f found the 
place 

Swept clean with care ! 

Brethren, I know not what 

These things portend, 

£ n / i ^ Gycia. 

But sec, she comes ! CckkI daughter, 

Why is thy check so pale ? 

Gyriu. » This is the wont 

Of women. Grief drives every drop of 
blood 

Back to the breaking heart, which hive 
calb forth 

To mantle on the cheek. Sirs, I have 
come 

On such an errand t» might drive a 
woman 

Stronger than I to madness ; t have 
come 

To idl you such a tale as well might 
fetter 

My tongue and leave me iipeeclileia. 
Pity me 

tf I do someudiat wandier in my 
utk! 
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*TiB scarce an hour ago, that in wy 
house. 

Drawing some secret panel in the wait, 

1 saw the long halt filled with arm^l 
men 

Of Hosiihorns, and at their head— O 
Heaven, 

1 cannot say it ! — at their head I saw 

My husband, my Asander, my own 
love, 

[Senators nst with strong emotion* 

Who ordered (hem and bade them all 
stand ready 

To-morrow night at midnight. What 
means this ? 

What else than that these traitorous 
Imnds shall sloy 

Our Cheiiion*s liberties, and give to 
murder 

Our unsuspecting people, whom the 
feast 

Leaves unprepared for war? I pray 
you, airs, 

Lose not one moment. Call the citisens 

To arms while yet \h time t Defeat 
this plot I 

Do justice on these traitors ! Save the 
city, 

Though 1 am lost I 
2!et* Daughter, thy loyal love 

To our dear city calls for grateful honour 

Krom us w'ho rule. In thy young veins 
the blood 

Uf patriot Lamachus llows to*day as 
strong 

As once it did in his ; nay, the warm 
tide 

Which stirred the lips of boh! Demos- 
thenes 

And all that dauntless band who of old 
time 

Gave bemt and lift for Athens^ stUl k 
thine , 


In our Hellenic story, there is none 
Who has done more than tliou, who 
hast placed love, 

W'edlock, and ctueenly rule, and all 
things dear 

To a tender woman'^ heart, below the 
State*— 

A patriot before all. Is there no favour 
A State preserved may grant thee ? 

Cjrcia. Noble Zetho, 

1 ask but this. 1 know my husband's 
heart, 

How true it was and loyal. He is 
led, 

I swear, by evil counsels to this crime : 
And mayl>c, though I seek not to ex- 
cuse him, 

It was the son's love fur his dying sire, 
Whom he should see no more, that 
scheming men 

Have worked on to his ruin. Banish 
him 

To his own city, though it break my 
heart, 

But Imrm him not ; and for those 
wretched men 

Whose duty 'tis to obey, shed not their 
blood. 

But let the vengeance of our city fall 
Upon the guilty only. 

Brethren alL 

Ye hear what 'tis she asks> and thoogli 
to grant it 

Is difficult indeed, yet her petition 
Comes from the saviour of the State. 1 
think 

We well may grant her pnywr. Though 
well 1 know 

How great the danger, yet do 1 helaeve 
It may be done. Is it so^ wordiy 
brethren? 

tSeaatoftsisMftfCMir/. 
Deleter, thy prnyer k granted. 
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Gyda. Sirs, I thank yon ; | Did alt good and thank them for 

1 love yon for your mercy. j their presence. 

ir<e/. For the rest, ! Then, issuing from the bwu!|tiet-hiiU, 

1 counsel that we do not rouse the city, j lock fust 
‘Tvvere of no use tomight to set our j The great doors after thee, and bring 

arms ♦ i the key 

Dlunt with long jxjacc and rusted with \ To us, who here await thee. Thus 
disuse, shall thou 

Against these bam1c<t levies. Dy to- . Save this thy Stole, and him thy love, 
morrow — I an<I all. 

And we are safe till then — ^wc shall ! For we will, ere the fateful midnight 


have lime 

To league together such overwhelming 
force 

As may make bloodshori ncodles-s vain 
^ their plot, 

And mercy possible. Meantime, dear 
lady, 

Breathe not a wonl of what thine eyes 
have seen, 

Hut bear thyself as though thou hadst 
seen nothing. 

And hod no care excepting to do honour 

To thy dead sire ; and when the weary 
day 

Tends to its close, school thou thy heavy 
heart. 

And wear what mask of joy thou canst, 
and sit 

Smiling beside thy lord at the high 
feast. 

Where all wiD meet. See that his cup ! 
is filled 

To the brim t drink healths to Bosphorus 
and Cberson. 

Seem thou to drink thyself, ha^ag a 
gobttf 

Of such a cokar aamakea water falii^ 

ItcHty as wine. When aU the stiangen* 
cfca 

O«ow heavy, tiben, some half an boor 
» ormm 'ja 

Fhott mUi^gh^ ^ to 


comes, 

Send Kuch overwhelming forces to sur* 
round them 

That they must needs surrender, and 
cre dawn 

Shall 1)0 long leagues away. We will 
not sheti 

A drop of blood, my daughter. 

Gfiia. Noble Zetho, 

I thank you and these worthy senators. 

I knew you would be merciful. 1 thank 
you, 

And will ol)ey in all tilings. 

[JSjcU Gvcia. 

Bardanes, itt Sen, She is gone ; 

1 1 durst not speak lieforc her. Dost 
thou know, 

Good Zetho, how Infirm for war our 
State 

After long peace has grown ? 1 doubt 
if all 

The men whom wc might arm before 
the hour 

Are matched in numbers with those 
tnurderoiis hordes ; 

While in experience of arms, in training, 

In everyflihig that makes a soldier 
strong, 

We are no match for them. Our para* 
mount duty 

Is to the State alone, not to these 
pirates 
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Who lie iu wait lo day us ; nor to one Though 1 approve not, yet 1 may not 
Who, woman like, knowa not our »ct 

strength or weakness, My will against the universal voice* 

Nor cares, if only she might wring a Save us our Chenson. For the rest I 
promise care not, 

To Sparc her traitorous love. But wc j Only I grieve lo 4»rcak our solemn 

have arts I promise 

Wlilcb these barbarians knenv not, To Lamachus\s child. Poor heart ! 

quenchless fires poor heart ! 

Which in one moment can enwrap 
their stronghold 

In one red ring of ruin. My coun,sel ACT V 

i*.. 

That ere the hour of midnight comes SCENE l.—Oi tNioK Lamachus’s 
wc place I PALACE. 

Around the palace walls on every < 

} Mec»A( les, LYsiMAi:iii;s, Courtiers, 

.Such store of fuel and oils an<l cumiing Ciiirens t>/ CAersou. 

drugs Oh, this has been a happy 

As At one sign may leap a wall of day* All has gone admirably. Not a 
hre hitch in all the arrangements. Pre* 

Iin})as!table, and burn these hateful cedcncc kept, rank observed, dresses 
traitors all they should be. ! do not, 1 really 

Like hornets iu their nest* j do not think, though I say it who 

Good brethren all, | should not, that the Imperial Chamber* 
Is this your will ? Is it faith ? Is it \ lain at Constantinople could have coo* 
honour, think you, i ducted the matter better. 

To one who has given all, for us to | u/ Court. Nay, that he could itOI, 
break j good Megncles* Let us hope that 

Our solemn plighted w ord ? | what remaius to do will go os smcMSthly* 

am/ SieM, We will not break it ; ; W’hat remains? Doubtless you 

We shc<l no drop of blood. The .State ! mean the Imnquet. That is ail arranged 
demands It j [ long ago under three heads. KiiU, the 

The safety of the Slate doth override \ order of enlenug the hall ; second, the 
All other claim. The safety of the ! order of the seats ; thtid, the order of 
Stale \ going forth* 

Is move than aB I it j lys. Doubtless the kst wiB amnge 

iki difwMft, wttk tipHJkd onwr. | Itself. Remember, the oriy order of 
Ay, Zetbo, more than all 1 i going to be observed is tht% lhat thoa 
Zttku. Then, be it as you wilL See, get thymlf gone, and all theguMs from 
therelbfe, to h t Chenon gone, fatly hidf an how 

Take measates thal; your will be doa^ midoight. ^ 

not mme. But, mf hied* Bbat Is ijfnpua* 
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sibie ; you ask loo mwK How long is no time to lose if we W9u|d forestall 
do you suppose it will take* at a mode* these fellows. But here oomes Ute 
rate oomputation, to get one hundred procession (o the banqueting-haJlK 
men of ill-defined rank out of a room tif hmfmt two <md 

with a decent regard for Precedence. 

Why, 1 have see%it take an hour at A/c;tr* a This way, 

the Palace, where everybody knew his gentlemen ; this way, masters and 
jdace, and here I cannot undertake to mistresses ; this way, Kospectables 1 
do it under two. I \Axxompttuu's i/tem to ike ohJ of tho,. 

Lys. My friend, you will get it! umnihis tht bonquitins^hatr 

done ; you will waive ceremony. None: in the distamo, Rcturmtotuo »' • 

but the Prince 4 ind ourselves must tc : mother party. Musicians, itc. 

main within half an hour of midnight, 

andU»eballmu.tbeclcare<l. i AW.rScnolon., /wa«//wv. 

Migs Ah, well, my l/)rd Lysinm- ^ Mtg. {b&xoing prof tmndly three 
chus, the res|)onsibility rests with you ; I Most llluslrtous Senators 1 this way, 

1 will have none of it It is as much j your Highnesses; this way, 
as my reputation is worth. But if I do | 

this, cannot you let me have a guard \ A «/«t Melissa and other iMiMcH. 

of honour of armed men to stand at | (/hMKLissA) Fairest and loveliest of 
intervals along the hall, t have | your adorable sex, your stave prostrates 
longing for them all day. | himself Ijefore your stainless and beatific 

Lys. {mgrity). Peace, fool! 1 have feet (fumtmg tow and hissing hu fingers), 
told you befuri! we have no soldiers Illustrious Loflies, 1 pray you to 
herew advance. 

{People of Chorion overhsarifsg him, Lyt, {with Courtiers stan^ngt^ari), 
lit Cit, Didst hoar that old man ? A good appetite, my friends. Enjoy 
He believes there are soldiers here, yourselves while ydd may. 

Wlience do they conic? and why did Hard, We arc quite ready, my Lord 
the other cbedi him? Lysimachns. Are you not {with a 

Mg. Wdl, my Lord Lysimachus, sneer) for the banquet ? 
if not aoldiers, mcn-at-anus, and theso /yj. In good time, in good time, 
thare certainly are, qnd highly deco- If they only knew, (Aiidf» 

mtivetoo, Bard, {otferhearing). If you knew 

3Md Of. I bate these Bosphoriant. all, my frknds. 

What if the ruoioitr should be true? d/qy. {returning). I pray you, meet 
Pass the word to the citiaens that they iHnitfioiis Senatofs, to esenae the 
sleep not to4dg|ht» hot |;eep thdr arms atisenoe of a guard of honour, 
leadr ^ may edme. We arc a Bard, Nay, nay ; we are peaceful 
maarih for them, whatevermay be their peof^le, and have no armed men nearer 
daiSgtt. To-ttlonww we will probe this than Bo^dionis^ aa my Lord Lysinm* 
^ler p its depths, ebas knows, there are plenty in that 

Md Qmrt. Ociiefld upon it, there fovoured Slate, no doubt. 
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l.ys, (mtfuseii)^ What d«*es this 
indolence mean? 1 would the houf 
were coinr. 

fiviter ZETIlf), with his rtiinM* 

-d/iar. Y our Gravity, Y our vSincei ity. 
Your Sublime and Wonderful Magni- 
tude, Your lUustriou'i and Magnificent 1 
ttf lighncfls, 1 prostrate inyRclf before [ 
Your AUilwlc. Will You deign to 1 
walk this way ? 

My k»rd, I am no C.esar, 
but A simple; citiren of Cherson, caUe<l 
1|y nsy fellowB to preside over the State. 
Use not to me these Icrrnc, I pmy of 
you, but lead on quickly. 

1 prostrate myself In'fore Your 
Kmincnce. 


Cycia, Ah yea, Asander^ 

For evermore apart 1 
Asan» And I would fain, 

If it must be, that thou ahouldst know 
to-night 

That never any womm on the earth 
Held me one moment in the toils of 
love 

Excejit my wife. 

(Syc/a, What I not Irene’s self? 
Asan. Never, I swear by Heaven. 
She wai a woman 

In whom a liopclesn i>assion burnt the 
springs 

Of maiden nuxlcsty. 1 never gave her 
I'hc solace of a smile. 

, Dost thou nay this ? 

U thy soul free from all offence with her, 
If thou earnest now to judgment ? 


Enter Asakoer ««// Gycia. Astw. Ay, indeed, 

Afe^* Noble Trince, 1* ree as a child’s, 

will your Illustrious Consort and your- Gyeia, Oh, my own love I my dear ! 
self deign to follow me? * 

Asan* Nay, good Mcgaclcs, will [/^mhraets him, 

you and these gentlemen go first, I have Astw, I ask thee not 

a word to say to the Lady Gycia. We C ounter assurance, since I know thy 
will lie with you licfore the guests arc truth. 

j^seated. Gycia, Speak»t thou of Theodorus ? 

iWijr. I obey, my Lord Asandcr, He loved me 

and will await you at the door. I kne w thee, but I loved no man 

[Mrgaclbs, LY.siMACtirs, anA ih^ *kifore I met Asander* When he kndt 
rest, pass an. H was in pity for my grief, 

Asam Gyda, though we have (wned ^Hiinking thee false, and all his buried 
ftom amity 

And all our former love, yet would I passionate words, whkh on 

piayyou, the instant 

By our sweet yearn of wedded happi- ^ repelled. 

ness, Asan^ Oh, perfect woman ! 

Give cor to me a momcait. -It may [TUey esfArw*. 

be O God, it is too late 1 Come, let nsgn; 

That some grmd shock may come to ^ «« ^ ^ What 

set our Uves ^ 

For evermore appit. Devise 10 vaiM|tildi Love. 
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conient. But 1 wurnmt* we nrc the 
Enter hiH>dn^» UJioarcw „^ppy crcmare* in Chw- 

»n, hcartHg faggot^ an4 str«:f, lo-night, who have »he ill forUine 

ijr/ JuBh, Well, friciMi* what kind of to l)c sot>cr. And such wine too, and 


day has it been with you ? 
tnd Lah, white day, a happy 


nothin}* to juiy t 

ind Ijab. Never wind, f itixen, wc 


day ! Plenty of AkmI, plenty of wine, | shall be paid in meal or malt, I dare 
rarce shows without cud, such pro* { say, and wc ore hound to keep sober, 

' cessions as were never seen— the very | By the way, it U a curiously contrived 
model of a democracy ; nothing to pay, | l^mfire this. 

and everybody made happy at the cx- j Mt Lab. It will l>e the crowning 
jtense of the State. 1 have lived in I triumph of the whole fe.stivat, the 
Cherson, roan and hoy, for fifty years, I sen.ator said. 

and I never saw anything to comp.irc | 2 nd ImK But who ever hcarcLof $ 
with it. Here's gfXKl hick to Lamachus’s ! honhre on a large scale like this, so 
methory, say I, and I should like to j dose to an old building? Vou know 
celebrate his lamentctl decease as often ' our orders : wc arc to place lines of 


as his daughter likes. 


faggots amt straw close to the buikliiig 


lx/ /.aA Didst know him, citizen ? j on every side, well soaked with oil, 
tnd /.ah* No, not I. He has liecn « and certain sealed vcswls full of a 
dead these two years. Time he was 1 secret compound in the midst of them, 
forgotten, I should think. They don’t | And just l>ef«rc midnight wc are to run 
commemorate ]XK)r folk with all these ! with torches and set light to the whole 
faldals and follies. j lM>nfirc, to amuse the noldc gucsU al 

lx/ /«/>• Wcdl, citizen, there is one • the liamjuet. 
comfort— the great |>ec»p]c don’t enjoy j [Irene at a window ^ mfirhtaring, 

themselves as we do. Did you ever j \st / mK Ah! do yon not sec? It is 
see such a set of melancholy, frow'ning, ^ a device of the j>chate to startle our , 
anxious faces as the grandees carried • friends from Bosphonis. The faggots 
with them today? AndasforthelVince j and straw hla/e up fiercely round the 
and the Lady Gycia, I don’t believe | wall ; then, when all is confusion, the 
they spoke a word the livelong day, \ suUtance in the scaled vessels escapes 
though they walked toj^ther. That is and at once puts out the lire, and the 
the way with these grandees* When laugh is with us. Our friends from 
you and I qnanel with our wives, it is Bosphorus know whal wc can do in 
hammer and umgs for live minutes, chemtstiy before now. 
and then kiss and make hriends. Znd /Lab* Faith, a right meriy 

ttndJLab, And-Bmcy being drilled by device I Ha ! ha ! What a head thou 
that^edd fonH fiom Ik^horus— Most hast, citiscnl Well, we must go on 
tlhistxm»» (Ids is your proper place with our work, l^iy the fiiggots evenly. 
/*llespedeWerir, get you back there” (of window ahotfd^* Greet 

{mirnia If boaclb^), and so iorth. God I what is this? 

Weil»«riB»tt»goodtohe! We are doomed to die 1 
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Good fricntli^* 

Know yini uiy brother, the Lord Thco- 
doruM ? 

I have jiomcthiiig urgent I wt^ld bay to 
him. 

I will write it <lo\vn, ond you shall give 
it him 

When ho comes fi>rlh from the b.anquct. 

l/J/sa//t;ars, 

l.c/ /n/*. Go(mI tny lady. Her 
brother, loo, she oalb iiitn. 1 go bail 
it Is her lover, and this is an assignation. 
Well, well, w'c pwr men must not be 
too particular. 

2fi^ /jt/\ So, indeed; but let us 
get on with our work, or we shall never 
finUh in time. 

y^v. Here it is. Give t 

it him, I pray, when he comes forth, i 
'Tis A thing of life, and death. 

i.r/ Zafi, So they all think, ; 

Poor 1ovc-.Hick fools I 
/«r. See, here is gold for you— ; 
Tis all 1 have ; but he will treble it, 

If you fail not. j 

11 / Lab. Lady, we shall Ire here, j 
We must be here. Fear not, we shall j 
not miss him. 


SCENE II.— TiIK I»AHQt‘ET WAI.U 

A/a /M*,9nadais, ZcTUO, A.hanpkk, 
GYClA,<mrfSenaU)fS5 LvaiMACHua, 
and Conrtiers fiatpAmrws. Mag- 
nates 4/* Ck*mn at crets tabiet, 
ASANDCJU Lysiiiaciius, /At CoUT- 
tiers, and Senotofs mm/nsM vn/A 
wine. 

Zetka. I drink to him whose 
gmtloiis memoty 

We celebmU to-day. In OH oar ChcT' 
atm, 


Which boasts descent from the Athenian 
race, 

Who one time swayed the world, there 
was no man, 

Nor ever had been, fired with deeper 
love ^ 

Of this our city, or more heartfelt 
t>ride 

In our republican rule (Lysimaciius 
jWcwj), whicli freeborn men 
Prize more than life. I do not seek to 
bind 

Those who, hmg unittired under kingly 
rule. 

Give to the Man the love we licar the 
State ; 

Hut never sb.aU the name of King lie 
heard 

In this our Cherson. 

Archon, ’twere lutwisc 
To risk long propfiecies. 

Bard Be silent, sir, 

If you would not oflend. 

Zaba, I bid you all 

Drink to the memory of Lmndkaa 
; And weal to our Kepublic. 

Its. Shall we drink 

Its memor>', for U has not long to Eve, 
If it l>c still alive ? 

Bard, it will outlive theOi 

TAeu hast not long to live. 

Z/A Lof^ than thoit. 

If swords be sharp. 

Ze/ho, I pray yon, gentleinen. 
Bandy not angry words. 

Gyeia. My Lord Aaaader, 

Thy cup is empty. ShMl I fill f t fiov 
ihec? 

Thou lovedst Lonuiditts? 

Asan, Ay, thatldid; 

And 1 love thee. But 1 have dnuA; 
cnoui^ 

I must keiq> cool to-niglit» 
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Nay ; sc«, I fill | lirethren, tXk hour ia lale. 

My glaas to «lrink with thee, j And draws to midnight, and 'tis lime 

Asan. WcU^ well, 1 drink, | that all 

liut not lo the Republic, ‘Should rest for whom rest Is. iT0 

Gyckj^ Ah I iny lord, ‘ It AH DAN RR nsiAA Wc must con- 

Tlwrc is a gulf ^till yawns ‘twixt thee , sidet 

and me i 'Vlmt change of policy this weighty 

Which not the rapture of recovered love 1 change 
Can ever wholly bridge. ' 1*0 iny dead 1 Which makes Asandcr King may work 
father in us. 

I drink, and the Republic ! /funf. Nay. nay, no change I 

X,yjt, Which is dead, i He U a murderer still, 

AW, Nay, sir, but living, and 1 And shall be puniKhed were he thrice 
shall live when thou 
Liest rotting with (hy schciucs. 


a king. 

Asan^ Good night to all. 
thou, good Megacles, 


And 


/r«/<v MEGACI.RS. j „jy fathcr*8 servant, take thy 

My Lord /Vnandcr, j rest. 


from 


A messenger 
landed. 

Has bid me give ihec this. 

[Giyies AsAndhr /<‘/Ar. 
Asm* {rradiH/:) “My Lord, tltc 
King 

Is dead, asking for thee.” Oh, 
wretched day ! 

Had 1 but gone to him, and left this 
place 

Of sorrow ere be died 1 
G/cia. My love, my dear 1 

Thou wilt go hottcc too late. I would 
imieed 

The law had let thee^to. Sorrow like 
this 

Draws parted lives in one, and kniu 
anew 

11m leM wlddi tinm haa ma^ 

Z/r, The King ia dead 1 

Ay, then kmg live the King of Bos» 
fliorttsl 

And more etekMie l 

. IM^yoo (hat he will live 

,te»w$prh»erosnn^ 


Bosphorus, just | Go hence with these. 

J A/i’/, I liavc no heart to marshal 
These dignitaries forth. My King is 
dead ; 

I am growing old and stHmt. 

Daughter, remember 
Thy duty tu tlic State. 

Gyfiii, I will, gootl S^tho* 

1 am my father’s daughter. Gentle 
Sirs 

And Ladies all, good ni^it. 

{Ejcettni rmnes ijcetpi Asanukh afsd 
GvciA ; Lysimachus and Cour- 
tiers Ay 0 ft€ door^ thm tht Cher- 
sonites by awHhir t^JfpasUe, 

Asan, Dearest of womens 

Uow well this fair head will become a 
crownl 

I know not how it is, but now this blow 
Has falica» it does not move |ise as | 
thought 

1 am as those who come ift toitering 


age 

Even to life’s verge, whpm loss of 
friend i»t child 
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Toucticfi nor deeply, since the dead 
they love 

Pri'cc<l<^ them hut a sta{;e upon the road 

Which they shall tread to-morrow. 
Yet am I 

Vounfv, and thoti to/), my Gycta ; we 
should walk 

The path of life together many years, 

Put that some strange forctKKimg 
troubles me. 

For oh, my dear ! now that the sun of 
love 

Hearns on our days again, my worth- 
less life 

Grows precious, and I tremble like n 
coward 

At dangers I despised. Tell me, my 
Gycin, 

Though I am true in love, wouldst thou i 
forgive me 

If I were false Or seemed false to thy 
State? 

Hast thou no word for me? May 1 
not tell thee 

My secret, which so soon all men shall 
know, 

And ask thy pardon for it ? 

Gycia, Say on, Asander. 

Aiaiu Know*, then, that soldiers 
sent from Bosphorus 

Have long time hid within our lutlocc 
hew— 

t^oug tUne before I knew*, or 1 had 
nipt 

The treason in the bud ; and in an hour 

Or lew from when wu apeak, they will 
go fortl^ 

When all the cituens are wrapt in sleep 

After the toilsome day, and seise the 
gates. 

And op«a to the army wludi lies hid 

On bomd the Aipa wUhemt. Iheysrill 
ftotAed 


The blood of any, since the o'crwhelm- 
ing force 

Will make resistance vain. I never 
liked 

Hie plot, 1 swear to thee; but, all 
l)etng done, ^ 

And I a subject, dared not disavow 
That which was done without me. 

lUit I have force/I 
A promise that no blood be spilt. 

Gyna, Asander, 

I have known it all, and have dis- 
covertsl all (Asandjkr starts. 
Tliy secret to the Senate I But I knew 
not, 

Save by the faith that is the tw'in with 
love, 

That thou didst follow only in this 
plot, 

And weft unw illing ; and I do rejoice 
Thy hands are free from blood. But 
oh, my love,. 

Break from these hateful men 1 Thou 

I an now a King, 

I Thou canst command. Come, let us 

I lly together ; 

I There yet is time ! 1 tell thee that this 
plot 

1$ doomed to min. Ere the morning 
dawns. 

All but the guilty Jeailers will be sent 
Prisoners to Bo^oius, and tbcm with 
them. 

I have gained this on my knees ; bat 
for the guilty 

The State baa punishments. 

Asa/f. Gycia, thou wooldst not 
That I should break my faith? ’Tit a 
King’s part 

To keep fiuth, thoQjj^ he die. But 
when they have seieed 
The city, then, using my kiai^y effiee, 

I wift un^ tim deed, and make alli^ 



itOBSB IV. 


GVCU. 


An 


With Chenoa^ and this doae I will 
depart, 

Taking my Queen with me. 

C^eia, Then must 1 go ; 

1 cannot live without thee. 

Mtw, ^ Xow to rcKt, 

If not to sleep. 

Gjicia, Good night, my love ; fare- t 
well. I 

jAsom, Nay, not farewell, my love 1 I 
Gyiia, Ah yes, farewell ! ; 

Faren ell 1 farewell fur ever ! [£xru/t/, { 


SCKNE III.— Outside the iunquet j 

K^VLl.. DAKKNIU^S. | 

Oycia hurriedly dexecBtds the steps^ j 
closwg the ^reat doors oj the intn^uct 
hall ioftly. 

Cyeia, 1 hear no sound within ; the ] 
lights are gone, 

And all the hall is dark. These doors 
alone 

Of all the many outlets of the palace 

Remain unlocked. There is not now a 
moment 

To lose ere midnight comes, and here I 
hold 

llsc safety of our Cherson. Oh, my 
love ! 

1 conkl not tell thee all, nor recom* 
{tense 

'fhy Ihith in me, since duty held me 
fast— 

My duty>hifdi should also prove tby 

Mfet,, 

For ikow the solemn pfomise of the 
State 

Is pledged to bold thee harmless, and 
defeat ! 

tile shmnelid pbt 1 knew was never \ 
tidiiet ^ 


Without one drop of bloodshed. All 
my path ^ 

Shows clear as noonday, and I save our 
city 

And those who with err in inno- 
cence. 

Why do I hcMtate ? Yet does some dark 
And dreadful presage of im{>ending ill 
So haunt me that I kuow not how to 
face it. 

1 dare not do it* 1 must stay with 
him, 

Or bring him forth with me. 

[A see fids the ste/St throu» open the 
doors, and finds all darkness and 
si/enn\ 

Aftandcr ! luiKt)ami t 
It is thy wife who calls ! Come forth, 
Asandcr! l/jstens, 

Nay, there is no one there* I cannot 
stay; 

'J'his is mere fully* I must keep my 
word; 

'llierc's not a moment’s time, or all is 
lost. 

Which is the key ? 

[Closes the doors md locks them with 
a clattg. 

I must go forth alone 
To the SeiiatC'Chantbcr. I have savol 
our Chersou 
And my Asandcr I 

[Totters down the steps and exit 
hurriedly. 


SCENE IV.-The Senate-cjumwes. 

Zetho and Senators ; afterwards 
OVCIA. 

Zetha. What is the hour ? 

Bardana* It wanu five mmutee only 
Tomklnighl. Think you she wU! come? 
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Ziiho. I know her. 

Sift is (he soul of honour, and would 
keep 

Her word if ’(were her death. 

I^afd, But would she keep it 

If ’(were her loverV ? 

She thinks not that it \k, 
Nor should it he, inclec<l, were we l»ut 
true 

As 1 believe her. 

/ianf. True! There is no truth 
In keeping fnith with miinlercrv ; the*)' 
must perish 

In the same net which they laitl 
privily 

Against a faithful city. 

AVr/tT(iYCIA, with the keys. 

Zetho. Hail, noble daughter I Thou 
hast sa\*ed the State. 

1 knew thou wouhlst not fail us. 

Cy(h. See, goo<l Zotho, 

The proof that I has'c <h>iic my p.irl to 
you. 

There are the master keys of all the 
doors 

Within the palace. When I ckised the 
lost, 

A few brief minutes since, there was no 
sound 

Nor light in hall or chamber ; every 
court 

Was silent as the grave. 

iTan/. Ay, as the grave 
It ts, or wiB be swn. 

Gyiia., What mean you, 

I pray yott> I am but a timid woman, 
FuQ of foreboding leafs and dread of 

i«. 

And such a doubt doth overtpread my 
soul, 

Hearing thy words, X think I shall go 

*Wiad. 


Nay, Zetho, he is safe; I have yemr 
promise 

Thou wouldst not harm him. An o’er* 
whelming force, 

" 11)011 saidst, should so surround them 
that resUtancuii;^ 

Were vain, and ere the daivn they 
sliould go hence 
Witht)i»t one dn>p of bloodshed. 

y.ctki\ Ay, my daughter, 

Such wa\ the promise. 

And it will be kept, 

( /»V// strikes Midnight. 

1 lark, the hour ! An overwhelming 
force 

[A red ^titre rising higher nud higher 
is smt through the ^vifidiru^s of the 
Senate (hamher. Confused nmses 
and shouts heard ndthout. 
Surrounds them, but no dr<»p of blood 
is shed. 

iVn will go hence ere dawn. 

(7is7<r. Oh, cruel man, 

Ami most perfidious world 1 Oh, my 
Asander t 

To die thus and through me I 
{A woiait knockhtg is heard at the 
door. 

Enter Theowrus m groat agitation, 
offd luRNR, who throws herself on her 
knees, weeping, Gyci A festU stwoonmg 
in ZSTHO^S drvfjr. 

Zerko. W’hence corn’s! dum, Tbeo* 
doms ? 

Theo. Strai^ii, my lord. 

From Gym’s palace. 

ietho. Say, what didst dMm Otikc? 
And W'hatof horror h» bsdifieti thee 
That makes thine eyes stare thus ? 

Tkeo, Most noble Zetho, 

When from the banquet scarce an hour 
ago 



tmmvt tv. 


orcM. 


43» 


1 {Astiedy came one who offered me a 
letter 

And bade me read. *Twm& from this 
woman here, 

My sister, and it told of some great 
l»oril m 

By lire, which die, within tlic jmsun 
locked, 

l'x{Ketcd with the night. Wherefore 1 
s|>ed 

With one I trust u), and did set n 
ladder 


With stiance armed men* who leapt 
into the flames 

Anil t>crished. Those w^ho, maimei! 
and burnt, escaped. 

Ere they cf»u1d gain thch ftet, a little 
band 

or citirens, who ^^prang froth out the 
night, 

Slew as they lay. The Prince, who 
iMirc iny sister 

Unhurt to ground, stood for a moment 
mute. 


Against her casement, calling her l»y Then, seeing all was lost, he with u 


name, j groan 

And bidding her descend, But no Slaldnid himself W’here wc stiKHl. f 
'Voice came, fear his hurt 

And all was dark and silent n-i the ' Is mortal, since in vain 1 tried to 
grave ; staunch 

And when I callctl again, the Prince 1‘hc rustling 1 >Io(m1 j then bade them on 
Asandcr, a litter 

From an adj«accnt casement Io«iking, C^arry him hither gently. Here be 
cried, comc.^. 

“1 had forgot Ihy sister. Take her j 

Aw/*'/' Citizens, Asaniikr on n 

She should go free J ’* iVnd then, at | 

her own casement | Cytm. Oh, my love, thou art hurt ! 

[Cycia Ttvhxs and iisietts. ' Canst thou foi^ive me ? 

Appeariog, be came forth, and in his ; l thought to save thee and live rest. I 
arms knew not, 

A woman's senseless form. As the>’ ^ I did not know : f >h, God 1 

descended i Asan, 1 do licKevc thee. 

And now were in mid-air, there came j The fates have led our feet by luckless 
the sound . ways 

Of the bell strikiikg midnight, and forth- ' Which only lead to death. I loved but 
with 1 thee, 

la ft moment, like a serpent winged with \ I wished thy State no wrong, Intt 1 am 
flre^ dying# 

Tlim rose from wftl! to wail a sheet of ; Farewell I my love, farewell ; ll>w. 

, . flame. ^ (^a. Oh, my lost love 1 

Which in one Instant mounted to the ' [7*Annstff ph tk€ bodymikkm 
roof iiptumnaiffy, 

Wilh Jbfked red temgaes. Then every ; Zetko. Po<w soub ! Mysimrioiis are 
mmenicnt teemed the ways of Heavcfi, 
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And tlievc have sufTcred deeply in the 
fortune 

That liound their lives together. 

fftirti. That dead man 

Would have betrayed our State, and 
thou dost pity ! 

So perish all the enemies of Cher- 
son I 

Cy(ia {rumg)* Nay, sir, be silent. 
Tis a coward*8 part 
To vilify the dead. You, my Lord 
Zetho, 

I had your promise that you would hurt 
.me 

Except the guilty only, and I thought 
'Hiat to your word 1 might cntru.st my ; 

life I 

And one more dear than mine ; but now | 

it seems 

That iit some coward and unreasoning 
panic 

This worthy Senator has moved bis 
colleagues— 

Since cruelty is close akin to fear— 

To break your iatth to me, and to con- 
fuse j 

'fhe * innocent and guilty, those who 
‘ led ! 

And those who followed, in one dread- 
ful death ! 

I pray you pardon me if, being a 
woman, 

Too rashly taking part in things id ! 
State, 

1 have know'n noi^ht of State-craft or : 
the wisdom 

Which Inoaks a plighted word. 

Zcfhfi* Daughter, 1 would 

Our promise had been kept, and I had ; 

kept it j 

But that the safety of the State to \ 

some ^ j 

Seemed to demand its breach. { 


C/cia» Farewell, good SSetho, 

And all who were my friends. 1 am 
going hence ; 

1 can no longer stay. There lies my^ 
love. 

There flames my fate's house. 1 go 
far off, 

A long, tong Journey. If you see me 
not 

In life .igain, I humbly pray the 
State 

May, if it think me worthy — for in- 
deed 

I have given it all— bury me, when 1 
die, 

Within the city, in a fair white 
tomb, 

As did our (jreci.in forefatbcrti of 
old 

For him who !»avcd the State; and, if 
it may be, 

Lay my love by my side. 

ZtiAi) and Sens, Daughter, we swear 

Tliat ihou shah have thy wisti. 

Cvi ia, 1 thank 3 rou, sirs. 

Then, 1 may go. Kiss me, g<KKl 
Thcodorus : 

1 am no more a wife. 1 know thy 
love, 

.And tluink tb^^e for it. For that wretch 
whose lie 

lias wrecked our life and love, 1 bless 
the gods 

Thai I am childless, lest my daughter 
grew 

As vile a thing as she ; and yet I know 
not. 

She loved him in some sort, poor wietdi, 
|KK>r wretch 1 

But now 1 must be got^g. *Ttt post 
mida^t; 

[Snaiekes a dagger fim ThMOVO- 
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1 most go toice. I have lo»t my life | 'fbe Stafe is saved I l4Mig live our 
aiMl love, I Lady Gycta, 

But I have saved the Stale. i Wlio saved the State I 

\SMshfr^lfandfalhm^Kfkm.%\ Gyda {rinn^ a litikY Yes, t have 
Aatiy. saved the State t 

. ' IRatts deaA^ 

UM&xto/ChMoH hurst, »g,H. ^ CViWf Ung Uy« the 

Cifs. The State is wived ! Long ; Lady Gycia ! 

may our Cherson flourish 1 Cyrfain, 


SONGS OF BRITAIN. 


ON A 7HRl\\‘J/ S/A'O/XC /A* The stiiarp Skcythcs .swept nt daybreak 
* AVI'UMN, thnmgh tbtMicw. 

IIkhi didst not heed at alt, 

SwEt.T linger of the Sprinj;, when the . '^ly prodigal voice grew dumb \ 

new* w’orhl , \o irj^rc with wmg mightst thou be* 

\Va# (illcd with song and hh^jin, and guile, 

the fresh year She sitting on her speckled eggs the 

Tripiied, like a lamb playful an<l voitl while, 

of fear, ' Thy mate’s long vigil as the sh>w days 

I’hroQgh daisied grass and young leaves ! went, 

scarce ujifiirled, , Solacing her with lays of mcnHurcless 

Where is thy liquid voice j content. *• 

That all day would rejoice ? ' 

Where now thy sweet and homely call, Xay, nay, thy v*mcc was Ihitys, nor 
Which from gray dawn to evening’s would dare 

chOfing fitll Sing were Ixnre fled, though still the 

Would echo from ^hin cf*pse and world were fair ; 

tamdled brake. The sQimner waxed and waned, the 

For homely duty tuned and love's sweet nights grew cold, 

salce? The sheep were thick within the wattled 

fold, 

The upnnf «tfale fumed, high anmmer The woods hqpta to moan, 
aoQii thoitld come Dumb wert thou and done ; 

The woods gicw fhkh, the tneada n Yet now, when leaves are serc^ thy 
deqperhae; andentnote 

The pto er growths swelled. Josh Comes low gnd halting from thy donht* 
iiadtefi; fol throat, 

a y 
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Oh, IcMiely ]ovcIcs» voic^, what dost 
thou here 

In the deep silence of the fading year? 

Thus do 1 read the answer of thy song : 

**I sang when winds blew chilly all 
day long ; 

1 5Ming because hope came and joy was 
near, 

I sang a litllc while, I made go<Kt cheer ; 

In summer’s cloudless day 

My music died away ; 

But now the hope and glory of the year 

Arc dead and gone, a little while I sing 

Songs of regret for itnys no longer here, 

And touched with presage of the far- 
off Spring.'* 


With the old Hebrew king Tcjoice, 
With him grow contrite and repent. 


I But when the pole priest, blandly cold, 
! WTiitc-winged alrove the eagle bends, 
i I lose the ancient anrds of old, 

; The monotone whi^ still ascends. 


I 


For there the village school is set, 

A row of shining faces bright. 

Round cheeks by time iinwrinkled yet. 
Smooth heads, and lK>yish collars while. 


\ 


t 

' And through the row there runs a smile, 
Like sunlight on a rippling sea— 

A childish mirth, devoid of guile ; 
Whai may the merry movement In: ? 


Is this the meaning of thy note, fair 
bird ? 

Or do wc rear! into thy simple brain 

Kchocs of thoughts which human hearts 
have stirred, 

Uigli-soaring joy and melancholy }>ain ? 

Nay, nay, that lingering note 

Tkrlated from thy throat — 

“ Regret,” is what it sings, “regret, 
regret 1 

The dear days pass but are not wholly 
gone. 

Ill praise of thase 1 let my song go on ; 

’Tis sweeter to remember than forget.'* 


AV A COUNTRY CHURCN. 

ITiik engaa fmals the people stand. 
The white profession fhro^h the aisles 
As is onr modein nse, defile 
In tanks which pan on either hand. 

They chant the psalms with resonant 
voice 

These pensaiitt^our Saaon Ktmt ; 


The teachers frown ; not far to seek 
The wonder seems, for it is thU ; 

A little scholar whose round check 
A slain of gules appears to kiss. 

Fi>r some low shaft of wintry sun 
Strikes where Dame Dorothy of the 
Grange, 

In long devotions never done, 

Kneels on through centuries of change ; 

And from her robe’s unfading rose. 
Athwart the fair heads ranged below, 

A ruddy shaft at random goei^ 

And lights them wUh unwonted glow. 

And straightway all the scene but 
these 

Grows dim for me t 1 heed no diofO- 
The preacher's amooth monotonies. 
The chants rqxated o'er and o'er. 

For 1 am borne on Ihaey^i 
Fat from the PmeBt totbelte $ 



IN A COUNTRY CHURCIL 


435 


Ffom thfMie which paiw to those which 
last, 

The root and mjrstcry of Things. 

Mow many an old and vanished day. 

Has gone, she knibUng there the while, 
And watching, with her saintly smile, j 
'ITic generations fade away. 

The children came each Stindny there 
To hear the self-same chant and h}^^ ; 
The boys grew strong, the girls grew * 
fair, 

Their lives with fleeting years grew dim. j 

Their "children's children came and | 
went, 

She kneeling in the self-same prayer ; ‘ 

They passed to vrilhercd age, and bent, j 
And led the Lady kneeling there. j 

They passed, and on the churchyard i 
ground 

No more their humble names arc seen 
Only upon the billowy mound 
Yearly the untrodden grass grows green. 

i 

They grew, they waned through toil 
and strife, 

From mnocenoe to guilt and sin ; 

They gained what prise was theirs to 
win, 

Thqr sank in shame the lo^d of life. 


No change, unless some change there 
were 

In simpler rite or grayer stone, 

The self-same worship never done, 

And for its very age grown fiur* 

Great Gild, the creatures of Thy hatt«l, 
Must they thus fail for ever .still 
Thy high behests -to understimd, 

To seek and find Thy hidden will ? 

Are Thy hands slow to succour then ? 
And arc Thy eyes, then, slow to see 
The toiling, tempted race of men 
Born into sin and misery? 

For nineteen centuries of Time, 

Nay more, for dim unnumliercHl years, 
Men's eyes have sought Thy fare 
sublime, 

And turned uncomforted, in tears. 

For countless years unsullied youth 
Has sunk through grosser mire of 
sense ; 

And yet men cherish innocence f 
And yet we are no ncathr truth f 

And not the lesn from age to age 
Heavenward the unchanging suffrage 
rolls 

From hearts inspired by holy rage. 

And meek and uncomplaining s«iu1s. 


And still the kneeling Lady calm 
Thiows gules cm many a childish head, 
And stiB Um setf-same prayen ate said, 
The chant, the setf-same 

iwalni* 

So bad Uiey been, hefofe as yet, 
lifer Imr^gnMidittcc Hved and died, 

tl# fim Fladtac^t , 


Who see no cloud of doubt o’enpread 
The far horitons of the iricy, 

But view with dear, mifaling eye 
The mansions of the happy dead, 

I Ob, wonder ! oh, perplexed thotight ! 
j Oh, tntcrdiaiige of good and III ! ; , 

; In vain, by Ws long pain mitauglK,^ 
i We strive to sotve Uie riddlwsUU,. 
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In vftin, so mixed the twofold skein, 
That none the tangle may onwind ; 
Where one the gale of Heaven may 
i'ind> 

Another shrinks in hopeless pain. 

So here the immemorial sum 
Of simple a'vercncc may breol 
A finer worship tlinn might come 
for fruit «>f stune severer crctHl. 

Kneel, Lady, blazoned in thy place ! 
Through generatiuns children kneel. 

To know is weaker than to foci : 
'Ifiough Truth seem far, we know her 
face! 


tN SPRING^TWR. 

Tms is the hour, the clay. 

The time, the bcason sweet. 

Quick I hasten, laggard feel, 

Brook not delay ; 

I^vc flics, youth passes, Maylide will 
not last ; 

Forth, forth, while yet *tis time, licfurc 
the S[irtng is past, 

'fhe Summer’s glories shine 
From all her garden ground, 

With llUes praokt arotind, 

Aitid loaes fine ; 

But the pink blooms ot white upon the 
bursting trees, 

Primrose and violet sweet, what charm 
• has June like these? 

This is the time of song* 

From many a throat, 

^ If ttte all the year long, 

Soan pom $ 


Summer is dumb, and hunt with dust 
and heat ; 

This is the mirthful time when every 
sound ia sweet. 

Fair day of larg# light, 

Life's own appointed hour, 

Youitg souls bud forth in white 
The world’s a-flower j 

Thrill, youthful heart ; soar upward, 
limpid voice ; 

Blossoming lime U come— rejoice, re- 
joice, rejoice ! 


IN AUTUMN 

‘*l>BrAV, decay,” the wildering west 
winds cry, 

I'lecay, decay,’* the mooning woods 
reply ; 

The whole dead autumn landscape, 
drear and chill, 

Strikes the same chord of desolate sad- 
ness still. 

'llie drifting clouds, the fload.s a sullen 
sea, 

The dead leaves whirling from the 
mined tree, 

The rain whirh fiUling soaks the sodden 
way, 

Proclaim the parting summer’s swift 
decay. 

Nosong of bird, nor joyous sight or thing, 

Which smooths the wintry fbeefimnt of 
the spring ; 

No violet lurking in iu mossy bei^ 

Not diifted snow-bloom Hat^iiijg 
head. 

Not kingcups caiiwtiagtlm meads widi 
gold, 

Nor tuQ; lyuked orddds 
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&at ihia dull herbage which no tneie 
may grow, 

And diy reeds rustling as the chill 
wind! blow. 

Bleak hillsides n^nce (he huddled 
(locks are ded, 

And every spesFof crested grass lies 
dead. 

Decay, decay,** the leafless woodlands 
sigh, 

The torpid earth, and all (he blinded 
sky. 

And down the blurred moor, 'mid the 
dying day, 

An age-worn figure limps its weary way. 


MIDSUMMER NIGHTS 
DREAAf. 

Fak in the west sinks down the Sun 
On bars of violet and gt>ld, 

A soft breeze springs up fresh and 
cold, 

And darkness a transparent pall 
Upon the waiting earth begins to fall, 
And, decked with lucent gems of orb^l 
light, 

Walka forth the sahlc Night, 

And once again the unfidliog miracle is 
dosie. 

Inedhble, illimitable, immense, 
Wonder of wonders, mystery of Space, 
licFw can a finite vision meet thy face } 
liow drntt not our poor eyes, dauded 
and dim, 

Which see but thy mi tifck*s ontwaid 

fhiB, 

Sink tondM before thy gaae with im^ 

pdiente? 

' liow dbedl our foebie voices dare to 
hymn 


Thy infinite gloriei->-voioes which were 
best 

To mortal loves and earthV poor Joys 
addrest ? 

How seek our earthly limits to ttans* 
cend, 

And, without halt or pause. 

Soaring beyond the limit of out laws, 
Touch with a feeble hand on glories 
without end ? 

Nay, great are these indeed 
And infinite, but not so great as He 
Their Maker who has formed them, 
who made me. 

Who can in fancy leap, outward and 
outward still 

Beyomi our System and its farthest star, 
Beyond the greater Systems ranged afar, 
To which our fnintest Bttn« are satellites, 
and no more— 

Beyond, t>eyond, beyond, and ntrive to fill 
The illimitable void which never sense 
Nor thought alone may compasi or 
contain, 

Then with a whirling brain 
Return to the great Centre of all light, 
Which doth control and bound the 
Infinite, * 

And, looking to the undiscovered Sun, 
Find alt perplexity and longing done, 
And am content to wonder and to adore. 

This ’tis akme 

Which doth console and soothe our 
feeble (honght, 

Faint with the too great itrain to com- 
prehend 

A Univcfse, whidh owns nor sotifce nor 
end. 

Wherever tbnn^ifh the 
we stray. 

For ever and for ever, some folot^y 
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Of Che great central Sun, the hidden 
Will, 

Attenclf our wanderinga atill ; 

Beyond the utmost limits of the sky. 
Unseen, yet seen, the gaze of an Eternal 
Eye. 

No waste of systems lies around, 

But a great Rule by which alt things 
arc lK>und. 

A changeless order circles sun with sun : 
One great Will imlscs through, and 
makes them one. 

System on system, vast or small, 

One great Intelligence directs them all. 
No longer from the endless maze we 
shrink, 

Idkt* those w'ho on some sea-clilTs 
ilreadfiil brink 

Long to fling down into the ein^ny air 
And lose the pain of living, and to be 
.Sunk in the deep abysses of the sea ; 

To Jose the pain of living and the care. 
Which dogs life like its shadow. 

Nay, no dread 
Have wc who know a great Sun over- 
head, 

W'hicb shines upon us always, unbeheld. 
How slioold onr eyes liehold what is 
too great 

our imperfect state? 
ilow should our minds reach to it } 
how attain 

With a loo feeble brain, 

To comprehend the Unbounded, the 
Immense, 

Xneompieheniilde by finite sense 
How through the Finite view the 
Infinite,, 

Except by this ckar Light ? 

That is the light, indeed, 

Which lighUaUstHth which come upon 
the earth. 


That is the central Sun which on our 
birth 

Shone, and will shine upon us tttl the 
end ; 

A central Will which holds the worlds 
in space ; 

A Prej»cncc, though Ik look not on its 
face, 

Which sows a cosmic order through the 
vfiisic of things ; 

A Being, all the iMsatings of wltosc wings 

Are secular woi^ics of Time ; of whose 
great soul 

Creations are but moods, in whose vast 
mind 

Antinomies of Thought repose com- 
bined, 

Till those which seem to us as change- 
less laws 

Show but as phases of the Unchanging 
Cause, 

And wc and all things fade and pass 
away. 

Lost in the effulgence of the Boundless 
Day. 

Let, then, unbounded Space, 

Sown thick with worlds, encompam us ; 
we care 

No whit for it, nor shall out dassled eyes 

This waste of Worlds si^rise, 

Which have looked on its Maker, who 
is more 

Than all his work can be, but not the 
less 

Dwells in each human soul that looks 
on Him 

Albeit with vision dim ; 

Whose constant PrcKOoe all our fives 
conlbi, 

1 Of whom we are a part, and domr ^ 

I Than is the furiheit, meet unmeasured 

1 star. 
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Than are Hia grenl auns» big with 
fruitful strife, 

Seeing that we are a portion of His 
Life, 

Seeing that we hold His ICssence — 
some clear spark. 

Which shines all creation else 
grows dark, 

And are, however impotent and small, 

One with the Will that made and 
governs all. 

• ft « « 

And now the night grows thin ; 

A subtle air of newness seems to stir 

Before the dawn, os if its harbinger 

To prisoned souls within, 

Pntclahning the near coming of the day. 

Then Darkness, a great bird, with raven 
wing, 

Flies to the furthest west, an<l in her 
stead 

Voting Day, an orient conqueror over- 
head, 

LihAs down, and oil that waste of 
worlds has fle^l ; 


AN ENGLISH IDYLL 

Okck I rememljer, in a far-olf June, 

Leaving the studious caster of my 
youth, 

Beside the young Thames’ slrvam I laid 
me down, 

VVcaricil, upon a hank, Twas mid* 
summer ; ■ 

The warm earth teemed with Howeri ; 
the kingcup's gold, 

The perfumed clover, 'mid the crested 
grass, 

The plantains rearing high their flowery 
crowns 

Above the daisied coverts ; overhead, 

The hawthorns, white and rosy, bent 
with blcKim, 

The broad-spread chcstnuUi spiked 
with frequent flowers, 

And white gold-hearted lilies on the 
stream ; 

All these made joy within my heart, 
and woke 


And once again the Klernal, mysUc . The fair idyllic phantasies of Greece ; 

Krth I And dreaming, well content with the 

Is bom upon the earth, j rich charm , 

And once again the round of whole- . Ofsummer England, long I idly mused: 

aoine life, j « And^were the tleq>-sct vales of Tlies- 

The dottUt-dispelling stir and joyous ; laly 

strife, ; Or fair Olympian beech-groves more 

Chases the dreadful visions of the night, ; than this ? 

Loit in the increasing light ; ; Or the Sicilian meads mure rich in 

And from the spheres a still voice seems ; flowers, 

to say, Where the lost goddess plucked the 

** AwakCi, aiise,adore, behold the Day 1 1 asfdiodel ? 

It is csKMij^ to be^ nor questioii why ; | Qr flowed the clear stream through a 
It is eikoi^h to work our work and die ; ! lovelier shade 
It is enough to fee) and not to know. | Where Dian bathed and rapt Actason 
Bshotd, the Dawn is breakkig; tel us > saw? 

go."* Or were they purer deptluii where Hylis 
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Till the nymphs drew him down ? Ah» 
fairer dreams 

Than our poor England holds 1 Grave» 
toil-worn land I 

Poor agi^l mother of a graceless brood* 

With shambling gait and limbs by 
labour bent 1 

What should she know of such ? ” 

When straight I heard 

A ripple of iKiyish mirth, and looking 
saw 

Far oflf along the meads a gliding lK>at 

Float noiselessly ; lithe forms at either 
end— 

The self-same forms which Phidias ftxcd 
of old— 

With tall poles, pressetl it forward, 
others lay 

Reclined, and all had crowned their 
short smooth hair 

VVith lilies from the stream, while one 
had shaped 

Some hollow reed in semblance of a 
pipe* 

Making a shrill faint sound —a joyous 
crew* 

Clothed with the grace of inntKcnt 
nakedness. 

Then* while they yet were far, ere yet 
a sound 

Of their poor rustic tones assailed the 
sense, 

Or too great nearness marred the grace 
of foiui • 

sudden In a white row, side by 
side* 

They pHii4;ed down headlong in the 
sweet warm tide. 

Then, as 1 went* within mysdf I 
said* 

**Tlie young Apollo is not Wholly 


Nor can long centuries of toil and care 
Make youth less comely or the earth 
less fair. 

To the world’s ending Joy and Grace 
shall be. 

I* too, have been to-day in Arcady.” 


AN/MA AfUNDI. 

Oil great World-Spirit, wherefore art 
thou come ? 

We crave an answer, but thy voice is 
dumb. 

Oh great World-Spirit, whither dost 
thou tend ? 

Hy what dark paths to what mysterious 
end } 

We do not know* wc cannot tell at 
all, 

Only l)cfore thy onward march we 
fall. 

♦ # * * 

Nay, but before thy throne we fell, wc 
kneel ; 

Wc crave not that f hy face thou shduldst 
reveal ; 

We do not serk to know, only to fed, . 

We praise thee not in words oar tongaes 
con tell ; 

Though thy hand slay t»* we wtU not 
rebel. 

vniatc’cr thy will dedgn for us* *lis w^ 

Compute our lives with alt bound- 
less post* 

Project them on thy ahynud Futoit 
vast ; 

Only let all be merged in Thee at lost 



IN PEMBROICSSmRS, im 44t 


IN PEMBHONESmitE, 1886* 

Through crcitcd ferass I took my way 
From my loved home. The sun was 
High ; ^ 

The warm air si^ the live-long day % 
No shadowy cloudlet veiled the sky. 

The swift train swept with rhythmic 
tune, 

By endless imstures hurrying down, 
White farm, lone chapel, castled town, 
Then, fringed with we^, the salt lagune. 

And last the laml-locked haven hlue, 
Thin-iown with monstrous works of 
war, 

And on the sweet salt air 1 knew 
Faint sounds of cheering from afar. 

« * « # 
Strong arms .and hacks arc lient, and 
then 

They draw us up the fluttering street ; 
Behind, there comes the ordered licat 
Of long-drawn hies of marching men. 

At last a hah ; a steep hillside 
Set thick with toil-worn workers strong, 
Grave &ocs stretching far and wide, 
Fifed with the hope to banish wrong. 

Ah me 1 how thin one voice appears, 
To reach so many eager minds ! 

Nay, for it spe^s to willing ears. 

And what the bearer seeks he finds. 

Unhappy Island of the West 1 
Thybtediieh theaeln blood. 

Not like thee tempted or oppiest, 

Bat ^led with longing for good. 

Fey Jnet hi mniibocHl ivde hn^ 


When titese the ship of State control, 
Oppression idmll not fiOuiish long* 

t # * • 

The crowds arc gone, the hiUside hare. 
The last good -nights at length are said, 
The harbour crossed again, the fair 
Large star of eve luuigs overhead. 

llic sliadcs of tardy evening fall $ 

Lights come in ensements here and 
there ; 

'rhrough dewy meads on the co«il air 
The wandering landrails hoarsely coil. 

Hie silent roads loom ghostly white ; 
No veil of darkness hides the skies ; 
j A sunless (lawn appears to rise 
j Uixtn the stilly charmed night. 

Hie day's hot concourse comes to seem 
Far, far away ; the eager crowd, 

Hie upturned gore, the plaudits loud, 
In the cool silence tike a dream. 

And oh, sweet odours, which the air 
Of the calm summer midnight deep 
Draws from the rose which lies osleep, 
And bowery honeysuckles fair. 

Oh, perfumed night ! Some tremulous 
bird 

From the thick hedgerows seems to 
thrill. 

No other sound but this is heard, 

Save ringing honchoofs, beating still. 

f 

Midnight b past ; there comesa gleam, 
Precursor of the scaroe-set sun. 
Through gray streets hit^ied as in a 
dream 

We sweep, and the tong day b done. . 

# * , ♦ # 
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Men pass t’ut still sbalJ Nature keep 
Her niglit's cool calm, her dawn’s 
bright glow ; 

Unseen her fragrant wild flowem creep* 
Unmarked her midnight odours blow. 

The tong injustices of years 
Shall pass ; the hapless Western Isle 
Shalt dry the age-Unig trace of tears* 
And show instead a happy smile. 

'Fhc wheels of Fate arc swiftly Wnc I 
From iKfini to jioint, from change to > 
change ; 

What yesterday was new and strange ; j 
To-morrow scouts as oKl and worn. 

I may forget the shouting crowd, 

The sea of eyes which upward turn, 

The kindling cheeks, the plaudits loud, 
'ITtc sympathies which glow and burn. 

Ay, all things change, but hardly thijsc 
Sliall fade — the midnight calm of June, 
The cool sweet airs, the night-bird’s 
tune, 

'ITte perfume of the sleeping rose. 


EASTERTIDE, 

Awake, arise, oh Earth 1 
Thy hour has come at last ; 

The winter's ruin )>ast, 

Sprfi)^ comes to birth. 

The viigia world with flowers again 
grows bright, 

And in the increasing light 

Doth clothe herself with beauty ; ooce 
again 

A new creation issues with a stately 
iratn. 


Oh soul of man, arise 
And keep thy £jBter-tide, 

White clothed as is a bride, 

With calm pure eyes ; 

When all things living else rejoice. 

Not thine should be tlie voice 
Alone to keep dullwence, mute, un- 
heard, 

Amid the joy that wakens every nest- 
ing bird. 

'Tis an old Spring of mirth 
That bids our semis arise ; 

No other moved the priests and 
augurs wise 

U)>on the younger earth 
When for the Tassover the lamb was 
slain, 

Nor when they did complain 
Of old time for the fair Adonis dead, 
Greeting with tears of joy that dear 
recovered head. 

The same, yet not the same, 

Joy fuller, deeper grief 
Than in the old ages came 
To wake beliK. 

The Spring our voices celebrate to-day 
Is not the Spring which fades with 
May, 

; Nor that renewal ours which riudl be 
! done 

( Soon as our earth leans outward from 
the aveited sun. 

Nor us theirs is our loss 
Who wept the enatnoored b«^ ; 
Ours is a heavier erosa, 

A livelier joy, 

Mixed in such sort with grief tei me 
is bred 

From the other and by k nottiishki, 
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So that without the salutary pain j A mystery has passed a mystery* 

Were no place left for this tiiumphaat } A boundless hope has bid new heavens 
gain. I and earth to be. 

Great Law of Sacrihee ; Kise, happy Earth, arise. 

On which oui^ves are built, I Thy wintry darkness done, 

That with ouFlcjod of guilt j To greet the new-riaen sun 

Soars to the skies, j Oh bcml, arise 1 

1 doubt if ever there was race of man ; The joy which stirs the urorld let it 
But based its life on such a mystic jdan, j wake llice. 

From old Prometheus' godlike treachery ' A symbol of thy risen life is born. 

To calm Osiris cold and sad Periscphonc. ; Awake, arise ! this is the very morn ; 

' A mysiery has l>een ! a mystery ! 

'llicrcfore, because the en<l 
Of Winter comes and Death, j 

Ottr yearning souls ascend, j 67/05719. 

Faith quickeneth. ! 

How iihouM it be that man alone cmM 1 SoMitriMiw in Mine forsaken jilace, 

j Hid from the aspect of the sun, 

When all things else increase ? | 'Ve come on some forgotten trace 

Man, the fiAt fruit of Time, Creation's : Of life and years longikatWand done, 
crown— 

Shall he, while all Is Spring, lie hoi>c* : Some faded picture’s doubtful uulh, 
less and cast down ? ^'bted in the springtime of our days, 

! Which through all change of mien 
Ay, alwap with the Spring portrays 

The waking comes again ; j The evanescent charm of youth— 

Mixed tones of joy and pain ] * ^ 

Our liie-cbords sing. | The rounded cheek, the wealth of hair. 

Sweet are the songs of autumn, sweet j The bright young eye’s unclouded 
of death, | blue. 

And bitter sweet the first-drawn breath, j White hcad,wan face, were you thus fair? 
And sweet, thoogh full of pain, the \ ‘Sad eyes, and were these ever you ? 
mortal strife ! 

When from Death’s grasp wc struggle » Changed, and yet still unchanged 
into Life. through change, 

The self-aame lives for good or ill. 

That is the law of Ttnii ghosts with features known, yet 

Joy bought by siciifice, strange, 

Pkaaufe for bopdeas Of us who live and travail sdll. 

. And rest Ibr strife. 

Thin ghosts I or is it we who fede 
j^ysomedittigesiidlAcmtisi; f And are deceased, and keep no 
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Than ftome thin unsubstantial shade 
' Of the young hopes and fears of yore? 

Who knows what Life« or Deatli, or 
Time 

Arc in themselves, or whither tend 

The great world's focitsteps stow, 
buhlime, 

From what dim source — to what 
hidden end ? 

Or if our growth In: l)Ut decay, 

Or if all Life niutit wax and grow. 

Or if no change true lleing know. 
Though all things outward pass 
away? 

Ah 1 not in outward things wc know 
The chiefest work of Time and 
Change ; 

Hut new^ faiths come, old thoughts 
grown strange. 

Old longings which no more may 
glow. 

Some time-stained sheaf of youthful 
verse. 

Some inarticulate yearning dumb. 

Once dear, ere time and age had come 
To turn the better to the worse. 


In these the gansr starts to see 
A sdf, not his, reflected most, 

And asking, “Were these part of 
me?” 

Knows he has looked upon a ghost, 

« 

so^a. 

Lovk t<K)k my life and thrilled it 
Through alt its strings, 
riaycd round my mind and filled it 
With sound of wings, 

Hut to my heart he never came 
To touch it with his golden flame. 

'I'licreforc it is that singing 
I do rejoice, 

Nor heed the slow years bringing 
A harsher voice, 

Uecausc the songs which he has sung 
Still leave the untouched singer young. 

Bui whom in fuller fashion 
The Master swa>'5, 

For him, swift wing^ with passion. 
Fleet the brief days. 

Betimes the enforcM accents come, 
And leave him ever after dumK 


FROM WILD WALES. 


I. 

iiYF y jifOR^rmoF. 

fiiir Fcstti»0g, *mid the Norlhera 
Hills, 

The vales are full of beauty, and the 

heists, 

Thin^aet with moimtainL sheep, show 
statelter fiir 


; Than in the tamer South, There the 
stem round 

( Of labour rules,— a slleiit land, some^ 
! times 

\ Lioud with the blast that bnfibls 'idl the 
j hills 

Whereim the workers toB, in >q«uunijai 
hewn 

Upon the terraieed rodbides. Heetnt 
tier, 
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Above the giddy depths, they edge and 
cling 

Like dies to the sheer precipice os they 
strike 

The thin cleft slate. For solace of 
their toil ^ 

Song comes to strengthen them* and 
songlike verse 

In the old Cymric mcasnivA, and the 
dream 

( )f fame when all the listening ihousan<ls 
round 

Arc ranged in Session, and the rapt 
array 

Expectant of Uic singer’s soaring voice, 

Or fnlL<iuire rising thiind’rous to the 
skies, 

The ^heathcil swords, and the sacred 
Chair of oak, 

Where sits the Hard. Hut mo*i of all 
they pri/.c 

Old memories of the Hast, forgotten 
fends, 

And Ijattles long ago. One talc they 
tell 

Of a deep tarn ujMm (he mountain side, 

Llyn y Morwynkm called, — - The 
MaMciis’ Lake ; ” 

And thus it w the fair old story runs. 


On Arvon once the men of Meirion, 
Bdng alone^ nor having hearth or home, 
down when all her warriors 
were afield 

Agahialilicfoemen, And th^ tmatched 

Cmnthem 

The flower of all the maideiis of the 
inoe» ' 

And ^heM nuMmatii futnem far away 
flare theta uoMAedeedL Theft with 
core end lovt 


Th^ tended diem« and in the captives’ 
hearts 

The new observance slowly ousted all 
The love of home and eonniiy, till they 
stayed 

Content, forgetting all theif T:ves beh^re, 
Farents and kinsfolk, everything Iwt 
love. 

Hut when ilie war was ended, and 
their aims 

Set ftce, the men of Arvon sent demand 
That they should straight restore to 
home and kin 

The maidens they had rapt. Then 
came great doubt 

UiK>n the men of Meirion, knowing well 
'fbeir strength loo weak to match the 
Arvoniaii hosts 

Tn unassisted war ; heralds they sent 
To Arvon asking peace, making amends 
For wh.'it had liccn their fault. Hut the 
others nursed 

Deep anger in their hearts, and to their 
W'ords 

Made only answer, ** (rive ye back un 
touched 

Our daughters and o^r sisters, whrmi 
your fraud 

lloH stolen from us, or prepare to 
die.” 

Then they, taking deep counsel with 
themselves. 

Swore not for life itself would they 
return 

The women, only if themselves should 
will 

To leave them ; and they made le^uest 
of theuk 

That they might know their whdi. Hut 
when (bey solicit 

To qocethm them, they^answenNliilth 

one 
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We will not i;o ; for barren is the There, with the sun, within a close- 
1r>t set pass 

or maidenhood, and cold the weary fate The men of Meirion stood, a scanty 
Of loveless lives, the household ta,sks Itand, 

whose weif^ht j Watting the approaching host, Wlith 

licars down the childless woman. Since ; grief and paii^ 

wc came ! They left their loves, and swift, with 

We have known life in the full light of I lircaking day, 

home. I Marched with unfaltering steps, with* 

Say to our sires and brothers, that wc | out a word, 

stay { I'o the field of honour, as men go who 

Willing, and bid our young men that I know 

they wive | 'Hint all beside is lost. But as they 

From out some noble trilic ; for thus slootl, 

it is i Ranged in stern silence, waiting for the 

Our Cymric race grows strong. But do | fray, 

ye bid I They saw a while procession thread the 

Our mothers comfort them, for they ! pass 

shall lake ’ Behind, now seen, now lost, by flowery 

Their grandsons on Ihcir knees : for we j licnds, 

are wed | Oorse gold and heather purple. At 

An<l cannot more return. Not Fate I their head 

itself ; BliKleuwcdd, she the flower in face and 

Can c*cr recall the irrevocable Bast.” | form 

. By m.agic formed, by magic art fore* 
But when Ihc men of Arvon heard i doomed 

the best •' To sin and suffer. Then again they 

The herald brought, their souls were kneur 

wroth in them The bitterness of death, and clasped 

Against the ravishers, whose cunning once more 

wiles 'llic forms they loved, when by the lake 

Hod worked sudi wrong. They called the sun 

their warriors forth Lit the fierce light of oountletis marching 

From every hill ahd dale, and marchn) spears, 

in haste 

To Meirion. And they summoned Then with a hut onbrace the tearful 
them to yield, j throng 

But they refused i and so the 6|^t was j Withdrew to where above the flnftnem 
set i rose ' . 

. For the morrow, on the maigin of a ; A purple slope. No way the as sa ilin g 
mere < host 

Deep dovn witltin the drorit of the ' Mi^t find to It while fd «ne dahttirt 
hin.. ' one 
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Of Meinon lived. Toward the lake it 
fell. 

Till in ft shecr^ ptedpilous cliiT it sank, 

Its base in the unfalhomaUe deep. 

Now, while th^poaidens like n fleece 
of cloud 

Wliitened the hill, or tike a timid flock 

From nearer danger shrinking, swift 
there came 

Along the grassy margin of the lake 

'Ilie countless spears of Anon, And 
their sires 

And Virethrcn saw them, and great wrath 
and joy 

Kirc<l them and urged them onward, till 
they surged 

And liroke on Mcirion. lUit her strong 
sons stood 

And flung them backward ; and the 
frightened throng 

ftf whitc-rolK^l suppliants saw the deed, 
and feared, 

Hiding their eyes, hovering iwixl hojK 
and fear, 

Divided 'twixt their lovers and their 
kin. 


Retreating with their dead, and rose to 
SO 

With succour to fheir lovers. As they 

gfticd. 

Sudden, as with a last desiring 
Klrenglh 

And a hoarse shout, again, torrent of 
steel, 

The men of Arvon, by their own weight 
prcsseil, 

Burst on the scant defenders of the 
pass i 

Bike some fierce surge which from the 
storm>vc\l sea, 

ITiroogh narrow inlets fcriml by rocky 
walls. 

Lifts high its furious crest, and rwcci> 8 
in ruin 

Within the raylcss, haunted ocean cavt s. 

Roi:k», wreckage, and the corj^scs nf 
the death 

And as the women, im|Xitent to save, 

With ngoniring hands and streaming 
eyes 

Looked dowm upon the {lass, they saw 
their loves 


All day the battle raged, from room ! 
to eve ; 

Alt day the men of Arvon charged and 
broke, 

And charged again the little band which 
stood 

Unshaken in the pass, but hourly grew 
WeaktA' and weaker still. But at the 
last 

The noise of battle ceased awhile ; the 
dmots, 

The erkss, grew aOent. On the purple 

m 

kneefing mnnen saw die Arvonian | 
. lion 


Driven back, o^rwheimed, surrounded, 
flashing swords 

And thrusting spears and lirokcn shields, 
and heard 

i The noise of desiderate battle, then a 
pause 

And silence, as the last of Metrion V srms 

Sank in his blood and the long fight 
was done. 

Then toddenly, ere yet the conqiser* 
inghost 

Might Climb to them, Blodeuwedd. 
standing clothed 

In her uneauhly beftnty, faced the 
throng 
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Of ihiinkinj; women. Not a wo(4 die 

ftpake* 

The slukinj; sun upon bcr snowy 
rolx: 

Shone with iincnrthly gold : like some 
fnir bird 

Leading the flock she sh<jwc<l. Wiih 
fine white arm 

She pointed to the dreadful pas.^ where 
lay 

'riie thick- pilwl corpses, with the other 
signed 

Toward the sheer cliff, an<l to the lake 
iM^ticath 

Motioned. C)nc word she uttered - 
“ Ffdlow ine,’‘ 

And all who heard it knew niul shared 
her mind. 

'rhen hulking to the heavens, she 
hurried down 

‘I'liroiigh thyme ami heather, chanting 
sontc wild hymn 

To the Immortal (itulsj and with her 
went 

Thcwhitc-rolK.\l throng, and when tlu>' 
gained the verge, 

Witlunil A p.aUH’, plunged through the 
empty air 


Into the utifathoBied depths, like some 
great flight 

Of white birds swooping from a fica* 
cliff down 

To ocean. 'JTie still waters leapt in 
foam ; 

Ont loud shriek i»nly*koke the air, and 
then 

Silence was over all, and night and 
death. 


Still sonoclimcs, when the dreaming 
peasants go 

!ly the lone mountain tarn at shut of 
day, 

The white clouds with the eve descend- 
ing swift 

Down the steep hillside to the lake may 
seem 

The whitc-rolKKl inaiilens falling, and 
the shriek 

night birds, fair llhKleuwcdd and 
her train ; 

And fancy, by the ancient fable ferl. 

Turns from the duller Present's dust 
and glare 

'i'o the enchanted twilights of the Post 


THE THYSlCtAm OT MY/WFAL 

Par, for away in wiki Wales, by the shore of the boondlesi Atlantic, 

Where the clond-capt peaks of the JVorth are dwarfed to the bills of the South, 
And tbrougb the Kmg vale to the sea, the fulMed, dcvkms Towy 
Ttttns and letum on i(aelf» like the coils of a silvery snake, 

A grey town sits up aloft on the bonk of the dear, ^wing river, 

As it has sat since the days when the Koman waa first in the kiid,, 
a town, with a ruti^ castle and walls mnntled om with ivy» 

With church lowers square and stroi:^ mtd narrow tm^br streets* 

And* frequent In street and ttia&p*wiiidow«d h%h*{dMmldered dnpds 
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Whence all the $tiU Sabbath a&cetul load preaching and paasionaie prayer, 

Such violent wrestling with sin, that the dogs cm the pavement deserted 
Wake with a growl from their dreams at the sound of the querulous voice, 

And the gay yoaths, released from the counter and bound for the seaside or 
hUhkIe, 

Start as they wak^n their way echoes (*f undeveatt feet, 

And here and there a rude square, with statues <if jmpular heroes, 

A long quay with scarcely a ship, and a hoary bridge «(»anning the stream, 

The stream which struggles in June by the shall(»ws where children are swimming, 
Tlie furious flood which at Yule roars seaward, resistless along. 

Though the urhiie steam ribbons float by it, forlorn it seems, almost forsaken. 

All the day lung in the week the dumb streets ore hushed in reimse, 

Hut on market or fair day^ there come'* a throng of Welsh-speaking peasants 
From many a lonely form in the folds of the rain-beaten hilU, 

And the long streets are filled with the high-pitched speech of the chaffering 
Cymry, 

With a steeple-ct owned hat, here and there, and the red cloaks which daunted 
the French. 

Scarce in Keltic llnttany'i* self, or in homely Teutonic Silesia, 

So foreign a crowd may you sec as in this far corner of Wales. 

Above the grey old town, at the mouth of the exquisite valley, 

Rises a quaint village church d(*ep in r>Vrshadowing yews ; 

On a round-topped hill it stands, looking down on the silvery river 
And the smooth meadows cnced by tall elms, oitd the black kinc, like files rm 
the green. 

Hdow, ’midst its smooth-pleached lawns, stands the many-roofed Anglican 
palace, * 

iVnd aloft from its straight-ridged pines, the enchanter’s summit ascends. 

Thence along &e upward vale, by fidd u|>on fold of the ri>cr, 

By park and by tower, at last the far-off mountain chains soar, 

Flexed with shadow and sunshine which float on the side of the desolate 
moorland. 

And the whole still landscape lies bathed in a hose of inef&blc peace. 

There, where the mountains ascend by the white little town of Uaudovery, 
Steeply the drcubr side of the craler-likc soininit dips down. 

A blue lake liei betthiBi, deq) set in (be desolate hollow, 

Whm scarody a bmth of atr ruffles in smmner iu fime. 

The Van lake *tis called of old lime, like the Van Lake of distant Armenhu 
Hhidly a wmytor^ foot comes near, or a wayfarer’s eye. 

JBat Isr^fiw below am eeen the white hmeftea^ dot^ the valley, 

And etlH sileiice and soiHude everywhm rei|pi. 

a o 
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There, a$ In crowded towns, life is red tiid lull of striving ; 

There, too, is life fulfilled of snail and of trivial fears. 

There, too, the finger of fiite, unavoi^ble, ]iitlless, awful. 

Points with uofiiltering aim, to the road which our footsteps shall tread. 
Love is among them, and hate, low desires and high aspirations, 

Fortune is blind there as here, the good mourn, and the wicknid rejoice. 
Only there the sense of the Past, the romantic, the mystical lingers, 
I'ouehed with a glamour and charm, denied to the turmoil of towns. 

The light which never has been, still shines on those hillsides secluded, 
Illuming with rays, not of earth, those homely and labouring lives. 

Here is a tale which is cherished to^lay through that (ar^withdniwn valley, 
Half believed by the agcKl folk still, but year by year fading away. 


Long, long ago, when our Princes were falling in fight with the Norman, 

And all our wild Wales lay o*erwhelmcd by a torrent of rapine and blood, 

A brave peasant woman strove here with hard fate, though her husband had 
fallen, 

.Strove for her only boy, who was rising to manhood apace. 

So close was the bond which bound widowed mother and dutiful stripling, 

None of Myddfai*s daughters toachc<l the young man's self-contained heart. 

A kindly fortune smiled on the toil of the desolate woman, 

Their Hocks and their herds increased on the meads of the bountiful vale, 

So quickly their nunfi^ers grew, that from the shorn valley he drove them 
To fresh fields and postures new on the side of the mystical hills. 

Morning and evening he watched on the lonely side of the hollow, 

While the gn^ kine wandered at will on the hill's half-precipitous stee|). 

Oft on the lake’s still surface, no breath came to ruffle the mirror, 

Nor sound, save the boulders rolled downward, that stirred for a moment iis 
calm. 

All the day long be mused, wrapt in thought on the desolate hillside^ 

All day the sui^ooted kine cropt the sweet grass of the htUs. 

ThoiqEhts came to him, innocent thoughts of a chaste youth gnileloM of error, 
Tkougbtt of a maideii as fidr as a young man’s passionate dream. 

Fair were the maidims of Myddlai, but fiurer Ins fiur-oir ideals 
Which tonphed wHh a glamour of gold the day-dreams of inoocent youth. 

AQ the day long be dreamt on, gasing down on the Idne of the mtos, 

Ttn ihepladiofllmUout, aslb^foie, seemed theoar ofiomenyste bath; 
AU thedayloiightasuMd»and wilhevm 1^- moodi^t or staihght, 
l>rcaminf he u^nnd hh il^ way udtb hU kine to the vaiU^ b^ 
nreamiag thioegh iiir amnmer ditye imd the Imqt dark ev«i2^ 

'The aweet diy dimains of a yoaeh Ml&led of a vfag^ 



T»E PHYSICIANS OF MYDDFAL 


4!t 

In secret hb mother noted the dMms which her son was dieotnliig, 

Mnrkii^ the lar^ofiT look in the absent eyes of the boy. 

Fain would idie rouse him with jests and banteriiift words, but the stripling 
Smiled a soft smile in reply, then turned to his mudiigs again. 

Whtsi he had ^j^t many days in happy and undisturbed dreaming, 

One day, as the setting sun thfew beams of bright gold on the lake, 

Lo ! a great marvel and wonder, a herd of phantom-like oxen 
Seemed to his dazzled eyes to emerge from the mystical dqtlhs* 

White they were, brindled and white, heavy dewlapped, lords of the meadows, 
Driven as it seemed by a swan from the lake’s far centre along. 

Nearer and nearer they drew, titl the swan to his yearning vision 
Grew to a maiden as fair as the fanciful Fair of his dreams. 

Gold were her locks and blue her eyes as the clear sky of autumn, 

WTbitc was her bosom and red the half'Opcned rose of her mouth. 

Ncar<*|r and nearer she came, till the youth, with ioeflablc longing. 

Stretched forth his passionate arms to fold to his bosom the Fair, 

Stretched forth, and offered her bread in humble token of friendship ; 

But the Fair smiled a sweet smile, smiled and eluded his grasp. 

Then, as he stood on the brink, in mute and motionless yearning, 

Lo t with a silvery laugh, the fair vision faded away. 

Oftentimes thus on the brink he stoo<l afterwards filing the maiden, 

Often she came not at all, or a strong wind rofned the deep. 

Twice again did she come, and he held forth bread for her taking, 

SlUl, with a silvery laugh, refusing, she faded away. 

Careworn the young man grew, and spent with unsatisfied ydlrning.<^, 

Nor recked though the kine unboeded%tfayed on the perilous stcc]M. 

Never egein the lake maiden came by suidight or moonlight. 

Till his fond hope too long deferred, wastc<l him body and soul. 

All his sleqdeM nighu were filled with the pitiless vision ; 

AH the mu^pg days, a slow fire burned in his breast ; 

Half ashamed, he told his* mother his pain, and the pitying woman 
Sighed that her son should thus pine, but knew not to succour his grief. 

ICarleing his cheeks* red ffush. At ftuured lest her son might lie taken, 

TBI dm fonnd iio heart for her toil, and her sabstance wasted away. 

There, vdieii MkhKMtmier Eve was come, die magical season, 

The young man wandered in vaiii on the brink of the mystical Jake ; 

Thenib vi^hen ARkUallow-tkle came, he wandered, tf only the tnaidett 
lfiilhtrliibenhislon|i^ but never at all did abe come. 

Allid, on fibe year** tart nlg^i he, stealdtily ridag at mtfhdghi, 
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To the cold lake side wcaU hofNslesst with falieriog feet. 

The full moon bathed in silver steep hillside sod slombering waters. 

By the cold lake side he paosedi with something of half-renewed hope^ 

When, liorne on the face of the waters, behold by the reeds of the lake ude 
Floating a magical disc of milk-wliite mystical )>road. 

Swift, yet with reverence too, as one taking the Host at the al|pr, 

Kneeling, the youth partook of the strange inetfable food, 

Till ere the weird rite was ended, again tk marvellous portent 
(i reeled hts longing eyes, and stayed the quick throb of bis heart, 

For lo ! on the silvery path of the moon on the undisturlied waters. 

The herd tliat he saw once before came slowly glhling tf» land. 

And l>cyQnd thtim*-oh, vision of bliss ! --tlic mattl of his dreams, approaclung. 
Plying a light gulden oar, in a swift-moving shallop of gold. 

Nearer she came ond moie near, while hU heart stood still with emotion, 
Fearing the glorious dream should once again vanish away ; 

Neater and nearer she came, and lea|>ed from the skiff to the lake side. 

And lay, in unearthly Iteauty, willingly clanpetl in his arms. 

When ho lound tongue to s|Kak, ** Oh, my love, at last have I foimd tlice ! 
Though nut of earth is thy race, oh, stoop to my virgtual love. 

Oh, it is long 1 have loved thee, and though I know thee immortal, 

Tarry awhile, fair \ Uion, leave me not Wvclcss again ! 

Come from thy mountain heights, come from thy dwelling deep down in Uie wa(er». 
Pity me ere ! die who can only live in thy love.'* 

Then the maid, ** Khiwallon, I Jove thee : long time have I tried thy dcvotioit,* 
Long have I pitied thy >igils spent in these desolate hills ; 

Always have I been near thee, unseen have I witnessed thy ycamingt, 

Only the mystical bread was wanting lo join us in one. 

Now we are one heart and soul, 1 will livw with thee always, and love thce.'^ 
And together the mystical bread they ate, and their lives were made one. 

I'hen said the maiden, ** Oh, mortal 1 this waiting 1 needs must give thee. 
Thy wife will 1 be all thy days— ihy dear wife, fiuthful and true, 

Nourish thy children, obey ibee tn all things, be dutiful ahmys, 

Fill an thy lidds with the dowry thou seest of fnlNuddered kiii^ 

Love thee and cherisb thee always, and plenish thy bam with g^ barvests, 
Loi^asthewillof ileavim gives thee to live upon earth. 

Oidy, this ordinance holds if a roi^ of the nee of immortals 
Wed with a mortal on earth, leaving her higher estate. 

If he should strike her three times, ahe and hen, her bonds hewg looiSrtedl, 
Whether rtw wiQ it or not, ntnm to her kindred again.’’ 

Carelcm ttw Ibnd yomh heard, aiid sasotheied hm waiaing wi^ 

And down thsouj^ the joyous New Year he went widi his bride 



IHB PHYSiCiANS OP HiVMFAl 


4S3 


Ix>ng in i^eat wei&re they lived, knil together in happy wedlock ; 

Never a cloud arose on the tranquil sky of their home, 

The great herds throve and increased more than all the herds of the valley, 
llie robbers who harried the vale left them untouehed and In peecc« 

Never w«s husband mote fond of the wife of his boyish aflectioo^ 

Never was wife snare sweet, or fuller of dutiful love* 

The good mother died full of years, and calling her daughter blessed. 

Children were bom of their love, more than others prudent ami fair. 

Their strong sons were gocnl An<l discreet, laltorious, eager for knowledge. 
Scarcely the Abbot himself c(|uallecl their teaming, *twas said ; 

Fair were the daughters and good, sweet, dutifol maidens, ami prudent ; 
Nowhere in all our wild Wales was a race .so gracious and fair. 

And yet, when Uteir wedlock was new, that had happenetl which now was 
forgotten. 

The youth and his bride urere Indden one day to a christeniug feast. 

The yohng hustnind hastened to go t but the wife, with half-hid reluctance, 

1^ titered till almost too late to traverse the difficult hills. 

Many a pretext she tirgeil, not loving the rites of religkm, 

Holding some primitive faith, old as the hills and the scas,^ 

Till, when the hour was grown late, Khiwallon in playful itnjmtience, 

Seeking his wife up and down, found her reluctant at last. 

Come,** said he, ** wife, k is time,’* ami smilingly on her fair shoulder 
Topped with his empty glove, ami she rose and obeyed with a sigh. 

** Dearest, remember,** she said, **iny warning when first we were wedded : 
Once that has been whkli shoitld not. Remember, be careful, my heart ! '* 
Then to the christening she went, nor shrank from the pnest nor the water, 

Only a vague disquietude tong time troubled their souls. • 

Also Mg years after this, when tbe past was welturgh forgoctcif, 

Thqr were tndden together again to a gay marriage fe»t iu tbe vole ; 

Not now was the wife uawilltngi to go and eager. 

In deep contentment the pair went forth to the iimoceiH feast. 

Duly the marriage sped,* tbe priest said his mystical office, 

No word the goodwife spake, as she knelt in her place by her lord ; 

But wbctt the marriage was done, and they sate at tfae|<^l bride-feast, 

Sudden thft goodman peferived his wife in a pasuoit of team ; 

Sobbing, dbe sate M iM ineonsolable loudly lamentifig, 

THl all the giy eompany rote with dfemay fiom the midst of their mfitb* 

Always htt pceieisnt sod saw tbe future hidden from mortals. 

The grief dM should eoMdtlmt day, tbe diMM pMtetas of life, 

11m dM IMi rimt diqr’s mirth rinrad aM^o udiat 5de fRod^ 

The Imy femaMdiM damn fotedocaM m iorim 
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Knowing the fever of life and iu ending) the mystical woman 
Held not her peace, but burst forth in a passion of weeping and pain ; 

But Khiwallon^ knowing not all, but Blled with distrcM for the bridefolk, 

I'umed to her, and bidding her cease, touched lightly her arm in reproof. 

In one moment she ceased from her wmiUng, and scarcely regarding her goodman, 
** Love,’* she said, that was the second time ; only one other|^emaini.” 

All these things had they almost foigot, living happy in wedlock. 

Watching their children grow to stroi^ manhood and womanhood fair ; 

Smoothly their lives flowed along In unbroken weal and affection, 

As their devioiiit 'J owy, which wound through comland and mead to the sea. 

Nut a thought had the goodman of death, or of parting, than death more bitter ; 
But the goodwife, loving her lord, watched with solicitous thought. ^ 

Scarce from her prescient mind had faded the danger which pressed them, 

The bliss which a careless touch might turn in a moment to pain ; 

Here on the kindly earth she had made her choice and her dwdling. 

Here she would willingly live with her husband, and with him would die.' 

Far off her htrlhlond ap|}cared, cold and lifeless the mystical waters ; 

Better to sleep in the meads tiuin to pass that cold |H>rtal again. 

Love's light l)eaming warm on her life, in her veins the warm human life-blood 
Filleil with new longings a heart which was only half human before. 

** What W'ould life profit her now to those ice-cold abysses returning!^ 

Better to die upon earth by the fate which awaiteth us all.’* 

Thus the goodwife, half human in heart, mused in silence, her children arannd 
her, 

Killed with a deep boding sense of the terrible nearness of late. 

Last it^befell once again that the pair were bidden tcfether 
(Christening for youth, for full age bride-feasts, for old age the grave), 

To a solemn burial they went ; 'twas a friend id their youth whf> was taken* 

All (he desolate house was bushetl in mourning and tears, 

But before the dead was borne forth, the strange heart of the mystical woman. 
Long keeping silence with pain, bro^ out at last into mirth. 

Was H beiaittc she knew that the burden of living is heavy. 

From what load of nthety here the dead ate delivered by dodk? 

Or was It beeame the knew of her old primseval religion 

How much higher than htunan life is the lot of the joit who are dead? 

Or has it her emil had beheld the mtitntko of all things. 

And lolt agmat hope and joy wKtdi lii^teiied die iriiadow of dcalii? . 

Who shall tell^ hut her elfin natnie birAe forth fo inunodetate 
Ficfcing the aBonrnm* hearty as they mood loiMkl the bier of tim de^ 

Long lUae the foodman was mulib tiO al lam ketm rnmase owouM 
No more could he sufler unmoved that aManintfcm lang^ilcr and jof^ > 
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** Htisb, hush I wife,*’ he said/* you foijset,*’ aad.tott^ied her again on the shoulder. 
** For the ending of uoubles I laughed,** she replied, and grew grave and was still. 

Then with a sob and a sigh the goodwife, looking beliind her, 

Rose ironi her place by her lord and swiftly passed forth by the door, 

Farewellt** she said, ** oh my love ; thou hast struck me the th^l and the last 
time. ^ 

Fate ’tis that parteth us--Fate 1 Farewell ! I shall ipe thee no more." 

So strange she diowed and so weird that the goodman dared not detain her. 
Seeing his goodwife no more, and knowing the finger of Fate ; 

Seeing his goodwife no more, no longer the well-b^ved features, 

Tiie hair that was silvered by time, the dim eyes with their motherly care s 
Bui the radiant figure once more, golden-haired, acure-eyed, ami immortal, 

Thai at midnight arose, long ago, from the depths of the mystical lake. 

None ofTered to stay her course, but the glided alone, unattended, 

Splendid in radiant youth, up the lonely, precipitous bills. 

Not to her home or her children returned, nor tarried a moment ; 

Straight to the hillside she went, weeping and blinded with tears. 

And as she passed by the fields where her magical cattle were grasing. 

Always she carolled aloud a strange and mystical song* 

'^Comc hither, Brindlel" she sang; ’’come, White Spot I bring your calves 
with you 1 

Come thou, White Lord of the Herd, who wert bom In the House of the King ! 
Come, we must go to our home j and ye, yoked patient >eyed oxen, 

Come with me, come with the rest ; it is time, come all of ye home ! " 

The great herds beard the call, and streamed in an endless procession ; 

The gray oxen burst from the furrow, leaving the ploughshareJbehind. 

Up the rough hillside they climbed behind her, obt^ing her mandate, 

Till they diowed to the gasers below like a white cloud mountiiig the steep. 

Up the steep hillside tbi^ sped to the lake, and the wondesii^ peasants 
Heard a dear voioe from the hill, ’'Deuwchadret Dcuwchadrel Comehomef” 

Never again upon earth had Rhiwalkm sight of his helpmeet, 

Never again did be seek his love on the Uke and the hilk $ 

Wayworn and weary he grew, nor mk{ht dreams of beauty aSure him. 

The fhoelhal he and lost was ag4d, with silvety hair ; 

Nut the boatftiftil Mag who went fnm her scat at the fatefut banquet-^ 

Whal wm her yonlh to hb age, or hk age to her fidMt youBi ? 

What if hk eyes caiee again perceive the bright vkkm oloM time, 
O^oshewas, mid dboaged from the hopeful dream of the boy? 
ilay, ft would hBI Mbs to see the blade d^ fridch M taken hk 
NeM wfa did he g|m cm iU hatefo 
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Bat the strong sons» when they knew their mother was gone from amoi^ them— 
(fone without even a wort), to strange death or to mystical Itie— 

Kvening liy evening would climb the lonely, precipitous hillside, 

Veaming if haply their eyes might see the loved features again. 

Long, long vi^ls they spent in vain, nor ever the vision 
Come, any more than it comes to all children orphaned on catjh, 

Till one night, when nil hope wiut dead, they V>urHt into ])nssionate weeping. 
''Mother, thy children/’ they said, "call thee, and call thee in vain. 

Break through the fetters of Fate, take again thy womanly nature ; 

Come to us, mother, once more, let us sec thee and hear thee again.” 

And lo 1 as they looked, in the moonlight a shining, beautiful figure 
Came in a shallop of gold, on the silvery path of the moon. 

Nearer and nearer it came t but lo t as they gazed in fund yearning, 

Not as their mother it seemed, hut a youthful, fairy dike form. 

CioUl were her locks an*! blue her eye«, as (he clear sky of autumn. 

Bitterly weeping, they turned from the lake side with sinking young hearts— 
Turned from the lake side, and wefU, side hy side, down the hill jiaths in silence, 
Silent, with ncm a word, till they came within sight of their home* 

Then close bchtml them they heard a sweet voice, which called to them softly, 
And, turning round c^uickly, they saw the inoihcr they loved and had lost. 

"Listen, dear sons,” she said. "With what .-tpclU you have drawn me yc 
know not. 

No power but motherly love can bring an immortal to earth, 

No other love can avail to rcknit the lx>nds that arc broken ; 

i)n1y her child's strong cry calls Imck a mivlher again. 

tiive me your hands and kiss me ; for see, I am old ns you knew me, 

The youth of those cold dejiths changed for the kindlier ripf^ncss of earth. 

1 am now as 1 was, when an earthly love ke(H me among you, 

Only I view all thiiigp with a clearer and perfeeter sight. 

Yours, dear sons, it must be to succoirr your suffering brothers. 

Bound to a body which age and disease waste quickly away, 

Healers your race shall be, knowing many a secret c>f Nature, 

And all the vtituet of herlts, whkh are sent for the comfort of nan. 

When ye come to these lonely heights, 1 will meet you and s|>eak with you always, 
Teaching tlw ueerets of hfo, which are hid from tlm great tmes of earth. 

Come to me ofrea, deov sonsi 1 ahaB see you afar, and wxB meet yon. 

Walk with you always, dkeonm with yon, (cax^ yon to live and be wile. 

Say to my gfrte that tht^ clwriah Umfr fother and comfort him always I 
Bid them remember their mother, who loves as she loved them on eaHli. 

And now, forewelf, dear heatii, aiACNr lo earth your yearnings have bmgjM me. 
While you BVe 1 wUI always be with ytm. Be wisc^ th^ soy ddldtefi, wd 




THE PJfVSfC/ANS OF MYJOOFAL . 4S7 


Often nt evening, the youths woul4 dimb to th« mysIfioAl klce tide# 

Culling the simples thst grew on the slopes of the desoUle hilfan-* 

** Pant y Meddygon,** men called it| **Tite dingle of the Physichms^-* 

And with them, wherever they went, their mother invisible came* 

Teaching them all that *tis lav^ut to know of the secrets of Natuff 
And the powers gf healing that seem to )>e God’s own prerogailtC gift* 

Such w*as the kn^Iedge they took from their loving, mystical mother, 

In all our wide Dritain was found no leech so skilful ^ they. 

All the sick of (he country around (locked to them l» be healed by their cunning : 
Broad lands in Myddliu and rank the Lord Rhys gave for their skill. 

Often, for years and for years, men might see the gentie Physicians 
Culling the herbs on the hills, to battle with death and witlk pain. 

From manhood to age they passed, stilt learning and perfecting knowle<lge, 
Mounting the hillside at last with slower and tottering ste|M ; 

And often a shepherd would (ell of a clear voice which s}>oke with them always, 
And oft of a shadowy form, guhling their faltering feet. 

So they passed, ami were laid In the grave, obeying the mandate of Nnitirc, 
Wrapt round in the sweet, cold earth by the kindly general law. 

Their sons and their hons’ sons came, increasing the lore of their fathers ; 

B.it no kindly Presence came to w*alk with them over the hills* 

Slowly, through ages of Time, as the fierce glare of knowledge assails it, 

Hardly the fair tale can live in the light of oor commoner day ; 

But still through the country side runs the fame of the gentle Phyaicians. 

The grove of Physician Evan is known in Myddfai to-day. 

** Lhvyn Ifan Fcddyg,” it runs, and another — *• Llwyn Mcredydil Feddyg.’* 
Thus, in the old, old tongue, the old, old legend survives. 

The skill, which through centuries lightened the Imrden of suAnting morinis, 
Lacked not memorials still in the hearts of the aged and sick $ 

Nay, in fair Brecknock itself, in tbe church of far-oA* Llandefallte, 

Only a century since, were their praises engraved on their tombs. 

Where is the sceptic would doubt the tale of the mystical mother, 

If, live centuries after she went, the Meddygon of Myddfai could heal ? 

Or if fiving men in their ^outh, on the first fair Sa1>bath of August, 

Have thronged from the fair town liclow to the banks of tbe mystkal lake, 
Moping to aec its still surface boil sudden, the white herds emciging, 

And thegokkn riiattop and oar, and the beaulifrd Presence of cSd-- 
Hopliigir but huping in wdn, yet in rimple bdief aoshaken. 

Forbad they not witnessed her cures of the weak, and the bolt, and the blind f 

Bat to4ay, with its broader ftgbt, flouts these beautiful stories romantic, 
ttowoitlhwfrur yiinom ttoatflhly are senn cA the lakm a^ 

FfoSi knowitd^ alone is strength ; but ’tis oh for the fair dreams uf old tfase. 
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The (t<&nitis which clothed deep truUif sn fandfiil vestnrct and fair 1 
Not more in the legends of Hellas, than these iair myths of the Cymry, 

Are grave truths and precious set: in a beautiful framework of song. 

Let them be ; they are fair, they are fine, though they wear not their pearl on 
their foreheads. 

Let them be ; they are flowers of our Race, and as is the flower is the fruit. 

Not in the savage tales of the Norseman the Cymry delighted-^ 

Tales of blood-stained feaiy^s and rude gods, consumed in a furnace of fire— 

Hut this gentle Physician's story of ruth for suflermg mortals, 

Mild wisdom, o'ermastering Fate, young passion, and motherly love. 

Not wholly your talc shall perish, oh kindly Physicians of Myddfai, 

Nor the charm of that mystical soul which was born of and lost in the deep ; 

Not wholly, while speech is mine, though the low rays of knowledge shall noiit you, 
And in its broad, pitiless glare you dwindle and vanish away. 

But still, as 1 linger and gaze, perusing the exquisite valley. 

Upward by castle and peak, downward by river and town, 

Whether from wooded Cystanog, or yew-shaded graves of Llangunnor, 

Closing the upward gate, far off lies the mystical steep. 

Many fair scenes lie lietwecn us— gray Dr)'sllwyn’s verdant hillock, 

Crongar long precious to verse, Dynevor*s castle and wood, 

High perched on its precipice-crags the ruins of grim t'enigeennen, 

Or the green vale higher ^an these, where the fair Towy winds and unwinds. 
However the gase ascends, the dark precipice closes the landscape, 

Beneath whose diflicuU steep lies the haunted abyss of the lake. 

Always the story comes back as 1 gate, the lieautiful legend 
Which here for long ages of time the wondering peasants believed. 

In yonder diurchyard lie those, who ere Uiey were freed from the body, 
drew strong through their poor brief lives by the gift of the Fair of the lake ; 
And, as the sun moves to the West and defines the deep shades of the IiqIIow, 

1 am flred by the fair old tale, till almost I take it for true. 


IIL 

THE CHESS OF PAHTANHAS 

*MrD (air Glaniaivgaii*s tiitts the done- 
set vaks 

Teem with men’s works and toil. The 
great shafls rise* 

Belching forth amoke and Arei the 
labouring beams 


Of the great ei^ties slowly lift and 
pause 

And foil with rhythmic UcaL The 
labouring town 

Creeps down the winding valley t the 
poor atreets 

Are deep in hiky dmt. Thefe ccmies 
aosomid 

But diitdieii% damoor or Um sob or , 
shriek 
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Of the quick-thmbbiiie sleiuiL The 
luen arc sunk 

Beneath the evth, or sleet^lng wtuy 
sloejK 

Toil* toil* or rest from toil* that is the 
sum 

Of those unnumibred lives. Yet are 
they filled 

With joys and griefs as are the great 
on earth, 

And through the Iceining village love 
and toil 

Are cverjTwherc ; the ikxw lives come 
to birth, 

Grow ripe and are deceased, but never 
«,inorc 

The lace of nature is as *twas at first. 

But on the unfenced hillsides, far 
above* 

The sounds, the dust* the smoke, come 
not at all. 

Still solitude is there, where seldom 
foot 

Of weary toil intrudes ; the keen cool 
air 

Mows ihssh and still untainted on the 
hhls; 

AwhBe the dark pines climb oloA^ then 
stay* 

Like a thed traveller* and naught 
Tcniains 

But short sweet grass ai^ thyme and 
nibbliiig shi^ 

And mountain torrents hid in deep 
mviaes* 

Vfidk (he swift gase ranges from vide 
(ovale 

Mmked fay Sts ved of smoke. And* 

Immense Anmm^ ghwlqg o*er the sky* 

liiA nditfiwmid (he folded hillsldei 


The City of the Mav(yr» Uem^ where 

sail 

The Cymric lore* the Cymric speech 
survive. 

The half>forgottcn fables of old time* 

Of gnome and fairy, Boniiah vndis* 
turbed 

Amkl the qpontide glare of common 
day, 

And one there is reaped from this very 
spot 

And breathing of the race* and it is 
this:- 


Long, long ago, tlie lair-folk on the 
earth 

Were fret^uent, and their rings upon the 
meads 

.Showed green wherever virgin pastures 
were* 

And o’er the leas their elfin music 
thrilled 

Whether of oaten pipe or silvery flute, 

While the young moon was rising on 
the hills* 

And the gay elves footbd it merrily 

Upon the dry smooth turf. So ofl they 
came* 

Summer and winter* on his sweet short 
grass, 

That one grave churl who at Pantannas 
dwelt* 

Hating the senseleta revel and the race. 

In anger to the witch who dwelt hard 

«»y 

Revealed Ids case* demaiidiiig if fdur 
knew 

Some potent charm whecewitb to frar 
his life 

Biom this loseMato ndtUi of goMm 
souls. 
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Then »he» knowing hh wish and all 
the lore 

Of the forbidden books« coonsetled him 
thus 

** Wherever on thy pastures shows a 
ring 

Which tells of clhn revelty by nighty 

Yoke thy strong oxciit driving straight 
through them 

Thy ploughs, till alt lie fallow* Sow 
them thick 

With kindly corn lit for the UhC of 
man, 

So, when the harvest CfHiies, this tricksy 
folk, 

‘I'hat hates the newer race of mortal 
men 

And that which gives them food, will 
come no more, 

i'or chieHy the unsullietl meads they 
love 

Where never ploughshare came since 
the old time 

Kre men were Ant on earth. So sbalt 
thou gain 

Cl real harvests for thy wealth, and shall 
dis|ierse 

This cursi^) people^ and ahalt reap white 
W'hcat 

Tilt all thy bams o'erflow, and them 
indeed 

Art lord of ifay own 'tands far more than 
now. 

Do thou tkk things and Fortune shall 
tmtbtne. 

And (leave and the fall mastery of thy 

n 

OWlI* 

So did thechnrL He drove his iron 
ploaghs 

Through the inviolate meidt!^ and 
strai^t the sounds 


Of dance and song grew silent. Never 
more 

Came those strange elfin rings upon 
his fields. 

Nor any traveller fmssing saw a glimpse 

Of those ftuick'tripujpg feet ; hut far 
away 

The fair-folk turned, where yet no cruel 
share 

Was sent to kill the greensward. Spring' 
tide came : 

'llie fields grew splendid with the 
wheat's bright green. 

When, one day nn the sun hod kissed 
the hills, 

The grave churl, turning homeward, 
saw a form 

Upon his path which threatened him, 
and sakl, 

Daw dial ! Vengeance comes ! '* 
And in the night. 

When ail was still, there came a noise 
which shook 

The house as though ^twoold fall, and 
the some votce. 

Daw dial ! And when now ^twas 
liarvest-tide 

And the great bams stood open for the 
gram, w. 

One night, no ear nor straw was in the 
fields, 

Only black ashes, and the same strange 
form 

Met him again, pointing a sword at 
him. 

And in the same weird accefits, ** It 
begins,** 

•* Ntd y w ond deehren.** 

Then the chnili idisid, 

Ikgged for forgiveness, wilUng that the 
fields 

Should tarn to mbula agim, ddiefgob 
the sprite 
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Dromised ftt \a»i tbal he would ptuy 
hift kiofi; 

FoigivtHieM of the fituU, and come 
ng^in 

On the third day, bringing hi« lord’s 
behest, w 

Now, when the third day come, the 
churl went forth 

Through his burnt fields and there 
again the clf 

Wailed, and to the other made re|)or(, 

“ The king’s word is for aye lutchangc* 
able, 

And vengeance must lie done. Still, 
^ since thy fault 

Thou dost repent, and hast atoned in 

l«it, 

Therefore, not in tby time, iicrr of thy 
sons. 

Shall the curse full, but, t^ised on 
high, await 

Thy distant seed.'* Then he, one 
who hears 

Reprieve from death,o'erjoyed sent forth 
hU hinds 

To turn the corn to pasture. Once 
again 

The dark gmen rings grew frequent on 
the gross, 

The gay elves danced, the old mclcxlious 
sounds 

Of song and mnsk gladdened all the 
fields, 

And he grew rich and passed in peace* 
InligB, • 

Amd ids jmoilbtlowed him, and sle|it In 

sanoiL 

. 1t»i ariani fouiscore years or 

more had fie4 

hhgm - ^ 
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The self same tfueat, *«Daw dlall” 
** Vengeanoe comes 1 *' 

Oft heard acroa the ymrs ; but sinee 
long use 

Obscures the sense, whan this 
wanting came 

And no .harm foltowe<l it, (be wealthy 
squir# 

Who held Pantinnas then, took little 
bcetl 

Of lialf- forgotten mcmetries. His young 
Kon 

Rhydderch was come to roanhooil, and 
would wed 

Gwen, daughter of Pciicraig, and both 
their houses 

Were fain of It. A noble pair were 
they, 

In littct.1 years, and rank, and mutual 
troth* 

No cloud canic ojt the sky of their 
young luvc, 

But all men praised the brid(i 4 sroonrH 
gallant pcjrl 

And the bride’s sweetness, and they 
made a feast 

At gray rantannos es^ tlie marriage day, 

Whereto the fair girl Gwen and alt her 
kin 

Were bidden. It was Lite wintry 
joyous time 

Of Yule-tide and the Inrth-time of the 
Lord, 

When all hoirU, for the sacred season 

Make merry in the Mmg of ihe year* 

With mirth bad sped the feast; ah, 
round the hearth 

Were seated, Gwen and IUi)MMerife 
side side. 

f^neleas they wliiged the hpfMM wt|b 
tide and sogg* 
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The night was still, there came bo 
breath of sound, 

Only without the loud unceasing &U 

Of the full river plunging down the 
rocks, 

Only within the mdse of mirth and 
song. ^ 

Then suddenly they seemed to hear 
a voice 

Aliove the roaring stream. A silence 
fell 

On all the Joyous group. Not as the 
voice 

So often heanl it came, but seemed to 
wail 

Some unremembcretl word. The 
maiden clung 

Close to her lover for a while, and 
then 

The jovial hearth, the jest, the tale, 
the song. 

Chased all their fears, and all was as 
before. 

No sound without but the unceasing 
noise 

Of the fill] river plunging down the 
rocks* 

*rhen, swiA again, above the sounds 
of mirth, 

Above the river roaring through the 
rocks, 

A dear voice, dreadful, (walcd, •• The 
Tifliaiseome 1" 

^‘Daclh Amserl^'lhiisit wniled* And 
allthtguesU 

Rose to the door, seeking whence came 
the voice. 

And first the goodman went, Ik wom 
cheek pak 

Wkh ter, tememhering the talcs he 
henrd 


In boyhood of the voice* Long time 
they stood 

Expecting, bat no voice they heard, 
nor sound, 

But the loud river plunging down the 
rocks. • 

Till, as they turned them houseward 
once again, 

Above the roaring waters, three times 
heard, 

llie same voice i>ealed, ** The Hmc is 
come ! the Time I ” 

Then th^ affrighted and in silence 
went 

Within the house, and then a mighty 
noise 

Crashed round them, and it seemed a 
mighty hand 

Shook all to the foundations. As they 
sate 

In fear, without a word, a shapeless hag 

StocMl at the casement, l^cn one, 
bolder, said, 

**Why comest thou, thou loathcly 
thing ? ** j\nd she, 

** Peace, chatterer, 1 have naught with 
thee. I come 

To tell the doom whklS waits this 
cursed house 

And that which weds with it* But 
since thy tongue 

Is thus tnjurions, never will 1 lift 

The veil that doth conceal it.** With 
the word 

She vnnndied, none knew whUher. 

When riie had gofiiv 

And all was still again, the 07 , die 

Rose kMid and ceased not Then a 
deepalfiright 

Felt upon aft, nnd glooBi The tettf 
grew late. 
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And Crom the haphs* house the irem* 
bHog guests 

Went on their kmeSy ways. Rhytklereh 
akme, 

Grown careless in the flush of innocent 
love, • 

Delayed his love's departure, till they 
went 

Alone at midnight down the haunted 
vale, 

Across the roaring waters. Unafraid 

The lovers fared, nor voice nor shape 
of ill 

Assailed them, undismayed, defying all 

The unsdtn powers of 1 >cath and Doom 
^ and lit, 

Strong ill the virgin mail of mutual 
love. 

But when the maid was safe within 
her home, 

And it was time to pari, some livelier 
sense 

Of peril took her, and her lioduig fear 

Burst forth in tender words. **I>carest," 
she said. 

“ Good'night ! Farewell I Some sense 
of coming ill 

Weighs down my heart. If wc should 
meet no more, 

Or if some tong delay should cheat our 
love, 

1 will be liuthitti always, *004 will wed 

Vfith tliee^ and none beside. Ay, 
diough the powers 

Of iB jAmhl pait «• all our lives and 
leave me 

WtaewedorUKK r And he, Fear 
notiaByUie, 

the Viewer of Love piolecis hs. If I 

tom not 

to tfeim thee, •• indeed 1 
lM|»e, 


And if the powers of ill have m^ht to 
part 

Our lives awhile, yet am 1 true to thee. 
It! may be some dark ruin waits our 
house 

For some forgotten wrung i yet, what 
care 1? 

They canniB touch our lives, these 
envious imwers,* 

Nor blight our love. What care ! for 
the rest, 

^fy treasure, having thee?*’ 

Then, with a ki^s. 
They parted unafraid, and the youth 
IMissed 

The ceaseless voices and the roaring 
stream 

Undaunted, clothed with love, and 
caring naught 
For things of earth or air. 

But as he sped 
Across the self*tamc fields, which long 
years past 

The ploughshare broke, hard by some 
haunted cave 

Beneath the hill, a ring of fairy green 
fkforc him showod/around him bursts 
of mirth 

Come of invisibie throats, and silvery 
sounds 

Of elfin music sweet ; and, rapt In love, 
And thinking carclessof bis dear alone, 
lie stepped within the circle^ and was 
lost. 

While Time should last, to home, and 
kto, and love. 

For nowhere miji^ Ids sorrowing 
parents find ^ 

Tmos of thdr son. they aearchid 
ccnmtiy mod, 

Thrbui^ cvesy grevc and brafcei flw|r 
•eaidiad the depths ^ 
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Of the loud plunifing ttreftm t tiut never 
at all 

They foun<l him. Then, when many 
weeks had 

They soug^ht a hermit in his holy cell. 

And told him all, the wailing cry which 
rang 

Through the sa<i night, Oie luaihely 
form which came. 

They told hini all, and he, with grief 
and trsr&, 

Knowing what judgment must oVrtake 
the youth, 

Though guiltlc&s, liade the mouincrs 
ho|)e no more 

To see him, whether in life he w.u or 
death ; 

And they, lamenting him as lo^t, at 
last 

1 ived their idvl life, and all was os 
before. 

Till, loidng not theti sorron , but bent 
down 

li> weight of time, (hey passed, and in 
the ground 

Were laid, but never again beheld their 
son. 

But Gwen, the gentle maiden, when 
slie knew 

That which had been, and how her 
love was gone, 

Mourned for him long, and long time 
would lament 

The eruehy of fate, but never at all 

Believed that he was dead, for stilt she 
held 

*l1iat he would oome again^it mi^ 
be soon, 

It might be after yean, bat still woudd 
come, 

As hB word pnNiiised. So she dVM 
her teai^ 


Feeding a deathless bope^ and every 
day, 

Morning and evening, when the circling 
sun 

Burst from the gates of dawn, or sank 
in night, 

Uijon the summit of the scarped rock 

Would ^tand, and scan the landscape 
far and near. 

Seeking her.lovc\ return, and, when 
he came not, 

Descend in gnef. Year after year she 
came, 

Till from love s easements her unfiilicr- 
ing soul • 

Looked dimly, and the gathering snows 
of time 

Whitened her chestnut locks, yet still 
she came, 

bteadfaiit, not failed of hope, while yet 
she could, 

Still looking for her love. U util, al laht, 

By the old chapel of the Van, they laid 

Her mortal boily and undying hope. 

The years slippeil by, the undelaying 
yearn, 

And one by one they passed, ]Jia youi^ 
and old 

Who knew the story ; sooiecly one was 
leA 

To tell of Rhyddcrch or his fiite ; the 
world 

Rolled rouiid upon its course ; youpg 
lives were bom. 

Grew rifie^ aad faded ; many a yowtli 
a^ miid 

Came caicJcsi^ rapt in lovc^ and lead 
the stone 

Which told of Gwen* nor know wfmt 
power* of ill 

Idii^M her file and hop^ lor' mtufm 
more 
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The dfia mosic eounded on the \m 
Since that dread night of Vule. Another 
race. 

With other hopca and fears, wa< on 
the earth, 

And the old vanyied and fears 
and loves,* 

Were gone, clean gone, like mist upon 
the hills. 

* « « * 

Then, one fair summer morning, 
from the cave | 

Where, on that sad night four score 
years ago, | 

His footsteps strayc.'!, Khyddcrchcamc i 
.r forth again ! 

In all the pride of youth. His heart | 
beat high | 

. With love and hope, nor felt he any j 

change, | 

More than he feels ^'ho, a brief month ; 

or more, j 

Leaves fais loved home. Hb longing ; 

heart was full ; > 

fie listened to the joyous notes of song | 
Whidi the gay thrushes sang, os when 
he went 

To meet his love. Slow Nature showed 
no change, 

The old oaks seemed the same, his 
sweetheart’s home 

The same, or hardly changed. The 
bitter Fast 

Toodieil him no more, who for the 
Future kfoked 

And lecoiiipeiiseof love. There were 
Aegmvet 

Seneath t^ yeur^ where he fa happy 
tryst 

Had liugercd with hU loive when moon- 
liae came, 

M dfan he should afslm ** He hud 
heto ill. 


Entranced, and the good folk who 
tended him, 

He knew not where, made light of the 
long weeks 

Which lay ’tween him and health. 
W’hen he was tWetc 

’Twas Yule-tide, now ’twas May.** He 
rftise<bhU eyes 

To Hcc if there, where then It usotl to 
wait, 

A girPs form waited. Something grtiy 
WHS there, 

Half-hidden beneath the yew. Was 
it herself ? 

He vauUetl o'er the wall, and foitnd--a 
stone 

Gray touched by time, and graven ou 
it deep 

111 wonls half-hi<l by lichen, the sweet 
name * 

Of her he loved, '' Died, ogotl three 
score years,*’ 

And in some strange year, forty years 
to come. 

Then not so much a sense of grief 
and poin 

Took him ns fear. He knew not what 
had Itecn; 

He knew not what he was» Hts 
tbrobbtiig pulse 

Grew slower at the chill cold touch of 
fate, 

And great perplexity and new-ltom 
doubt, 

And some half-consdoosnett of long- 
dead ycam, 

|As of a dream, enchained hsim Soon 
be (hotijj^ 

The mists would vanish, leaving alt 
things clear. 

And then the love, the paisicNa of his 
youth 


a If 
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Once more would live So, 

eagerly 

He left the place of graven, and took 
his way 

Along the well-known paths h> where 
he Haw, 

In the old spot— the same, yet not the 
same — ^ 

The roof-tree of I’antannas. Nut 
yet 

Had he seen human face, and a new 
fear 

Came on him, and strange shame, as 
i>f one come 

Fronj other air than earth’s ; for now 
he knew 

That either he was dazixl and weak of 
brain, 

Or some great change had parsed upon 
his life, 

Which nothing hut the gaze of human 
eyes 

And the remembered tones of human 
siiecch 

Might ever again dis|>el. And so be 
went 

Up the old path, and gaioted the well- 
known door, 

And in the old room stooil again and 
mused, 

Changed— yet the same; hut human 
face or voice 

He saw not* All the (Tcople were 
ii6eld. 

Nor was there any there to ace or hear 

Of those be knew of old* 'rhen, when 
the load 

Of sUence gitw too great, through the 
still house. 

In his high youthfiil voice, he called ht 
one, 

lib chUdM servhig bo}% who Mwsys 
loved 


To follow him, whether with horse or 
hound, 

All day u^xm the hilts, ** Ifan, ’tis 1, 

I have coiDc back, *Deuwch yma."* 
'I‘hc high voice 

Throttgli the void |^)uice resounding 
clear, at last 

Kclioed to when*, within a sunny nook, 
Hcnt double with the weight of ninety 


years, 

'fhere dozed an aged man, half deaf, 
half blind. 

And u hen he heard, htn limbs l>egRn 1o 
shake, 

Aiul he to mm ter to himself ; again 

It came, the edd man trembletl to his 

feet ; 

The third time came the cr}% aiuI then 
in haste, 

Tottering, the aged figure, bowed nnd 
lient, 

Mfjrv'c<) (juickly to the dnor, and there 
l^ehchl 

11 in longdost master, fair in youthful 
bloom, 

Unchangcil, and in his haldt as he was 

When all the world was youngs 

The old man's heart .. 

Went out to him, who stood ttmnotxt}, 
untonrhed, 

Ni>t knowing whom he saw. One word 
alone 

Uc uttered, “Khydderch/* 

And with a dash of light 

Tlie Past revealed itself. The youth 
knew all 


That had been, reading in anolher'a fiice 
I1ie unnoted flight of Time. Hb We 
was done ; 


He knew it now. All hb old kaigbgs 
dead ; ^ 

Dust was his love, and Ml Wt 
dustt 
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Dost w«s hb Ufe, and all hk body dust 

No more upon th« old eartli ccmld hi: 
bear 

To walk amkl the light of gaii 4 i day, 

And when the white-haired snaoi with 
tears of jO|b 

Would fain have kissctl his haruh the 
Life in l>caih 

Shrank from the Death in l<ife, and 
fading, leh 

Naught but 0 thin dust, 1o«t in empty 
air. 


Thu$ side side they move, the Lives 
of Toil 

And Fancy. What is Fancy but the 
Past 

Or Future, bathed in light which never 
shone. 

Or shall, upon the earth, and yet which 
ahowi 

Nearer than real Life, and clearer far— 

A Lile wherdn the terror of the worhl, 

Its ] mystery, its awe, its lx>umnes8 
hope, 

Arc ))kiiier than in ours wherein the 
pang 

Of hopdesi kuiging and unmerited pain 

Which vex our thought, the blind un- 
equal lot 

Which takes tis» find some vague apo- 
toBTi 

And hope some dim fulfilment, and the 
ways 

Of fhlc oic ^BttSfied, the 

The widted fidlf Die noS eh sacred 
ilw 

Of Fmicy t Show us stflt the charm, 
^ the awe. 

Hie ^tmaot of oor Uves, bliterer 
fnefe. 


I Joys keener than odr own 1 loftier 
) heights, 

■ Depths deeper still : keep mystety, 
which is 

j The nurse of knowledn^, Hhadlng ftont 
; tile glare 

j Of the full noontide sun, our tree of 
LIfef 


7V A GAY COMPANY. 

A GRASSY little knoll I know, 

Ikforc the wmdows of niy home, 
Where, when the chill days longer 
grow, 

Aiid the dow Spring has come, 

, Forth gleams A golden company 
Of lowly fdoHSoms thiViUgh the grass, 

• Smiling a welcome back to me 
As the soft Spring days pass. 

! Daily they take the cloudless sun { 

; With innocent faces free from guile, 
i And a sweet yearning never done, 

; They look on him ohd smile. 

, And while be hh'mes, the livelcmg day, 

' From early mom to falling light, 

' Stands patiently the dense array, 

• Content and smiling bright. 

But if cold rain or wintry hai) 

Touch them, the careful petals fold, 
Safe where no violence may oisail 
Their shiiriog cops of gold. 

Ob, silent, innocent choir t 1 sestn 
To hear your fisiiy voices rise. 

Extolling fiunt, as Sn a dieaia, 

Your great Lord in the riciei t 
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And read in your wide-opencd eyes 
$tran(;c ttioughU and hmnan hiittones. 
Till from your humble lives acems 
grown 

Life fairer than your own. 

Fair celandliie»i 1 love to see 
Each year your radiant coia;|)any 
Bloom golden on the apringing grass, 
As the cjuick seasons pass. 

Ko careless foot shall come to mar 
Your peaceful livest while life is mine ; 
Still as the Spring*tidc comes shall 
shine 

Each multitudinous star, 

So like the otherst and the dea<l 
Dear blossoms of foigottcn Mays, 

The ioy<nis Springs which now are fled, 
The wondering childish days 

When you, a joyous company, 

Or yours, were of an age with me ; 
When marvels filled the earth and sky. 
Nor you could fade, nor L 

Still shall 1 steem to hear your voice 
Of joyous praise, though ^1 be still ; 
The Spring-time, bidding all rejoice, 
Through you and me shall ihrtlk 

^ Whether we be alive on earth, 

Or lying hidden in the mould, 

The ^wfang shall come with throes of 
bifth, 

And dodie the fields withgold* 

And mci whom the same Maker nuide, 
Shalll 

i^flKyond all hope decay and Mel^ 
Deeper than Sptiiig*tide lie ? 


Nay, nay 1 the sun shines overhead, 
The Spring -tide calls, the printer's 
{ done; 

{ At last, from close depths dark and 
dread, 

I, too, shall greet the^un* 


FROM JVVEh^AL. 

! I a KAO to-day a Poet dead 
In old Rome, centuries ago ; 

; Once more returned the days tong fled, 
I The dried-up waters seemed to flow. 

I Once more the keen tongue known in 
I youth 

j Ixished the gross vices of the time, 

. Portraying with a dremlful truth 
i The sloughs of sense, the deeps of 
! crime. 


, Great city of the Work! ! were these 
I All that the race has gained of thee — 
I Foul lusts and soulless luxuries, 
j Fraud, bloodshed, depths of viBany 7 


: Was ihb what wc have left of Rome, 
This blood -sUined sink of dark 
offence? 


Nay, still across the ages eoine 
The high pure tones of innoeence : 


** Let nothing ever, base to me or hear, 
Pass the chaste thfeshohi. where a 
youi^t aout is \ 

The iimocenee of boyhood, oh, rmte^ 
Lest wimt of vilen^ yon coimeive he 
hts. 


not tlnm hk fNim 804 

youth. 

But let hk wcakaesi stand Vwisf 
thee and wrapg,*^ 
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Not wlmlty weft thou dumb, dwud 
voice of Truth ! 

Nor lost, oh eacred minhtty of Song ! 


A home, u hundred horn et ha ope» 
Befoie our Enghsh race giw 
Before the doughty deeds were done 
Which fixed her glorious fate ; 


IGHTIMM 2 \fOTE. 

TiiR gray house from Ihc moat ai^'und 
Rises four^uarc; two white swans 


! Before the dauntless Udc^auiocr 
i From Devon dared the Wi»tcm sens* 
j And drove tie sullen Don in fear, 
j And robbed his aigoaies ; 


glide ; 

A faUing stream’s uncertain sound 
Is heard on every side. 


! Before the While Rose and the Red, 
i Ere Cre^7 proved our England’s might, 

! When scarce the Paynim learnt to 


A home in on untroubled land, 

As ’twos at first it is to-day ; 
Un^nged the hushed quadrangles 
stand, 

Thnmgh centuries past away. 

The drawbridge and the entrance tower 
Arc sail as in those good old days, 

Ere freedom baffled lawless power, 
Which dullards love to praise. 


So old, so gray, so ripe with time - 
Ere the br^ cedars on the grass 
Come from some ncw-discoveied clime 
It saw the centuries pass. 


dread 

The stccbclad Northern knight. 

5 

; A hundred tales of good and ill, 

! Of love and right, of hale and wrong, 
i The joyance and the dole which fill 
: The ucasure-house of song. 

The old knights with their mail were 

here, . u • 

i The dames demure with high bujU hair, 
The grave ruffed sage, the cavalier 
Flaunting his lovelocks fair, 


The periwiggeti an4 powdered Beau, 
The Dame with hoops and patches 


So old and yet so new ; to^lay 
Flowers of Japan, in gold and while, 
Its bnilden dreamt not of, make bright 
Ita gradual decay. 

1 

And rounding into leafy bowers 
The tmirastinns* bulk is spread ; 

A fatt tase bending ofverheail 
ItsdidfiGale wodth of dowers. 

And over every mois^^own stone 
Aglemeurofthedeadiscaat— 
tim chans of dsqpdaeeased and doo^ 
tlmplullitoM tat. 


brave; 

I The gcncfatkms come and go— 

I The cradle and the grave. 

I Our grandsircs and our granddames 

! They came awhile, their times ore 
dead, 

i And w«i Ae modem wf onddma^ 
j Ar Ri|pdi« in thdr.tmd. 

I Ciidmn,BdiheoMfMiigeil«irfl,«d 
\ ^ 

1 When «* to “* P*** ' 
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THE SECRET OF THINGS, 


The hurryini; years flit by us atilh 
Life glides unooticed cm. 

And what the end? No Goth or 
Ilun 

Can blot the record of thy fuuit ; 

Shalt thou» unchanged, untroubled, 
lost 

Till history be done ? 

The peasants spared iher, the long 
shock 

( >f warring Koses came not near ; 

The Roundheail and the Cavalier, 

The King's hood on tlte block, 


Thou hast survived. Shall peace o'er- 
turn 

What banded focmeti deigned to spare, 
In some deqi hate, when nil things fliir 
In one red ruin burn ? 

a 

Or shall a wider faith and trust 
Bind all, until men recognize 
No good but mutual sacritice. 

Nor aim but in be just ? 

Thou best widitn the net of Fate, 

Oh ancient Kngland of our low I 
Howe'er the circling world may move, 
Thou art, thou hast been great 1 


77/E SECRET OT THINGS. 

Du) the Koec of men descend from a Nature sublime, 

Troiii a type which is higher than man omi almost divine, 

sinking from higlier to lower through a'ons of time, 

Tiirough a hopeless decay and stow unmeasured decline ? 

Whence came, Uien, this downward force to degrade what God gave? 
Can we rest in the thought that we fell from a higher catnte ? 

Shall the work of His hand grow weaker in time and iade. 

And that which was once above death, sink down to the grave ? 

i\nd if w'e are born with the seeds of a deep decay, 

Can it ever be stayed, though it were by an Inhnlte Will ; 

Or are all Unuga fated to UmIc and dimmish away 
Through all stages of lower life till Crcaikm lies still ? 

Or if power there be to stay, and willing for good. 

Where then ahatt be set the liihit of gradual shame ? 

Not there, maybe, where we think, nor then when we would. 

And haw shall out hdng reasceod to the height whenec we outte ? 

Or shall this faith rather be ovi% that the Infinite Plan 
Is worked by a gmdual mifadb bettering the Race, 

Since the quickening Spirit breathed on the aea'^ dewd fecse^ 

And the feint life sUnred, whidi one day should UoisoeD in Msn } 
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It were likeTi indeed, to the wofk of an Infinite Might 
To all (he gradual Tast from lower to higher ; 

Nay, but whore, were it thus, u?cre there room for the heaven -cient light 
nat, 'midst gxw^ ing darkness shining, could bid ns aspire } 

And what w^ our profit to rise from the general shame. 

If we knew that the Race were d«'»oinc<t to a deeper decay, 

Or if roiJUons of lives that arc past should wttherdn flame, 

Nor ri'Mi from the darkness of I Id) to a I teavenly day ? 

And does not all Nature iciin, not only with ty]ics that ascend, 

But with those thcii inoflable fates from a higher ideal degrade. 

High archctyites dwiiulling down, which from higher to low'cr tend, 

Keen organs, and powers of might, which tr> feeble energies fade ? 

(I real Univci-se, what is thy Secret, what arc thy Laws? 

' Do they dwindle through secular time l>y (he t>owcr of an Infinite Will ? 

Dr do all things to Perfectness tend t>y a changeless ordinance still, 
lm}>til)ed ljy the upwaH force of an inborn Beneficent Cause ? 

But if such were the law of things, how then &hoti]<l any ignore 
Tlic sdf’snme embryo growth of man and the lowest ape, 

Which an inlwm necessity mouhN to such difference of lx?ing and shape, 
That one rises to godlike discourse, one lies v.mllcss f<ir cvernuire ? 

Ctr shall we Ijcltevc, indeed, that deep down in the covering earth 
May be found, some day, a trace of a Being that once has l»een, 

Which in long-dead «*eons of time was parent of either birth, 

And, in Nature's gradual scheme, stood centred and ffaed between ? 

Can the Individual rise, (hough the Race sinks down in disgrace, 

And^ while all is ruined beside, increase to a heavenly height ? 

Can the Individual lunk to some dark, ineflable place, 

While the Kacc rises higher and higher in face of the Infinite Light ? 

la the soul of Uttmanity one with tire Individual soul ? 

Shall endi rise with the other or sink, as the suns are illumined or fade? 

^baS the hand of the Maker show weak as the aeons uochaiigcalily toll. 
Grown hdptaa to stay the wreck of the Cosmos itself fiath made? 

Nay, from tmi ttf the House of despair dialL be heard a jubilant Toioe# 
Beneath the deepest depths and hopeless ahysses of 111, 

Whidtin eoiodcal aecmita immenm, bids aU t|lif^|s Uvi^ 

AndOttlof llmpitnrHdU strive onwasd and upwasd stiU. 
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0//, £A^T//t—0J^ A BIRTHDAY, 


OH, EAR TH I 

Oil, earth ! that liett Mill to-night 
Beneath the starlit skies. 

How splendid dost thou loom and 
bright 

To planetary eyes ! ^ 

But if some storm-cloud, vast and dark, 
Should hide thee from the day ; 

If through blind night no faintest spaik 
Should force its feeble way, 

No other tvould thy face appear, 

I1ian on this cloudless sky, 

Though all the world should quake 
with fear, 

Though alt our race should die. 

Great Universe ! too vast thou art, 

Too changeless and to<^ far, 

Hull grows the brain and chill the 
heart 

Before the nearest star. 

Oh, kindly earth t upon thy breast 
For ever let me lie, 

Wrapt rmtnd with tby eternal rest, 

But gazing on the sky. 


OH A BIRTHDA F. 

What shall be written of the man 
>Vho through tile's mingled hopes ami 
lean 

Touches lo-day our UtUe span 
Ofamiityytifi; 

Who, with force undtmtnished still, 

A Nestor stands amoc^t his peen, 
FiiA of youth’s fite and dauntlcn will 
At seves^ty yean ; 


Who knows no crecpii^ chill of age, 
But, rich in all which life endears. 
Keeps still the patriot's noble rage 
Through seventy years, 

The form unbent, thq^ilariui!^ eye, 

The curious lore, the wit that cheers, 
The scorn of wrong which can defy 
His seventy years ; 

To whom AO wound which mars the 
state, 

No humblest neighbour's grief or tears, 
AptHral in \‘ain for love or bate 
I'hesc seventy years ; 

For whom home's happy radiance yet 
A steadfast beacon*fire ap])ean, 
Bright through the storms, the^stres«&, 
the fret 

Of seventy years 

What else but this ? •* Brave heart, W 
strong. 

Be of good hope ; life holds no fears 
Nor death, for him who strives with 
wrong 

For seventy years. 

Live, labour, spread that sacred light 
Of knowledge which thy soul reveres ; 
Fig^t still the old victorious dglit 
Of seventy years. 

Live, labour, r^^cn to founcore 
While still the listening Soate hears ; 
live till new summen bkasom nV 
These seventy yens. 

Or if a brighter brieiev lot 
Withdraw thee fvom diy coanti/s 
tears, 

Be sure there Is whore diagge is not, 
Nor sge, nor yeais.^ 
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! So 1 persevered, and the brute aguin, 
IN A LABORA TORY. With a loving, sorrowfal look of pain, 

! Brought the left paw over the helpless 
A MOST intelligent dog I took, Hght, 

Affectioiiate, full of caressing grace, ; And I marked the effort, with deep 
With something human love in hU : delight, 

look, 

And such a trustful, half-human face. ! And having^ushed knowledge so far, 

again 

Had learnt tricks, too-would give you , j^c opiwsiie lobe of the bfain, 

* P** I And the poor brute, though willing to 

WTiere a brother-savant would odcr a , 

Could no longer obey->and I grasped 
Right or left, au» you asked liiin i coutti ^ I 

understand 

Your sp^h— it might almost hll one j Later on, still athirst for knowledge, 
- with awe, I once more 

' I carved the weak brain, as I did 
.Seeing how near lo mankind, yet how \ before, 

; Till the |H>or dumli wretch, as he lay 
I'bcse dumb and pitiful creatures are ; j 

How all their faith ami belief and love ’ with a loving loci regarding me, died. 
Is centred in Man as a Lord above^ 


And looking into bis eyes for awhile, \ 
For knowledge is precious and gained ! 

through pain, | 

I bound him down w^th a pitying smile, j 
And deftly removed the left lobe of his | 

brain. | 

1 

And then, with all that I bad of skill, ^ 
I healed it again, so that presently, 
Thoi^h hune and sick, in his love for ; 

me, * i 

'fhe eieatm strove to obqf my will. | 


Poor brute \ may his pain be for know- 
ledge, and J, 

If 1 grasp not tbc clue, yet I may by^* 
ond-by. 

Strange how weak , Man is, and InHrm 
of will, 

For sometimes 1 see him and shudder 
still ) 


TNB SUMMONS. 
March aS, 1884. 


And whenlasked him togiveasea paw, 
He five Ihn left Unt, but when for 
the f^lht . 

1 aslmdt hie maimed brain foilii^ him 

qufu, 

Ikve the kfo-Hiad I ibooi^t 1 had 

n Law:, 


Away from love of child and wife, 
From the fiiet Hush of ripening 18b, 
From books and Art, from all thiags 
foir» 

From homdy jefs, front pubUe cafe, 

A low voiee tumnum ns sway. 

And prhice and peamit must obey* 
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SILVERN SPEECH. 


Someiimcft amid the noonday throngi 
Amid, the feast, the dance, the song. 
Amid the daily wholesome round, 

The inevitalde accents sound, 

And the car hears the summons come 
As his wild calls the truant home. 

And sometimes iu the loneV nii^ht 
It sounds and brings with it the light. 
Alone, with none but strangers nigti, • 
('omes the cold voice which bids us die ; • 
Sudden, or after mouths of pain, \ 

And weary vigils spent in vain. 

i 

What shall it bring of profit then | 

1 o have loome*! large in the eyes of | 
men ? 

Or what of comfort shall cmdure, j 
Save soaring thoughts and memories | 

pure ? \ 

Nought else of thoughts and things that | 

‘•e . 1 

Oan solace that great misery. | 

Oh dreadful summons, full of fear 
For weakling mortal souls to bear I ! 
When that last inuroent shall lx: ours, ; 
'Mid failing Irmin and sinking ]x>wcrs, 1 
May one great strength our stc|is ! 
attend, 

The constant presence of a Friend. ! 


S/I PERN SPEECH 

ThkuE are whom Fatehs obscure decree 
Dcxmia in deep ioliittde to be ; 

For whom no tioid that mortal spake 
The suthm sUence cornea to break ; 
And e'en the music of the Spheres 
Kalb only on uaheeding cars. 

For themi life's loud peocessioaa seem 
A noiaelesi and nAinmiiilng dnan* 


Around their f)rison, joyous Hie 
Echoes with noise of fruitful strife. 

Yet, to their cells no sound may come, 
But all tlie universe is dumb. 

Ah! strange that while all things 
rejoice 

Man only should lie wanting voice ! 

Ah I strange that morning-song of bird 
By living ears h never heard ! 

Nor nughty master-music dim, 

Nor llcavcn-thrincd note of soaring 
hymn, 

Nor ri)>pling laugh of happy child, 

Nor the Deep’s thunder-voices wild 1 
Unrcachcd by life’s tumultuous sound 
Even as the dead, beneath the ground. 
And still, though all creation groan, 
Unmoved in loneliness alone. 

Ah, rntcl fate ! unequal doom 
That sinks the innocent in gloom t 
WTiat fust the depths of chaos stirred 
But the Ineffable Spoken Word ? 

What else our inmost souls can reach 
Like that ]>ivincsl Gift of S|>ecch ? 

Ah, hapless fate that thus deprives 
Of half their life unconscious lives ! 

Ah ! could a soft .compassion gain 
To soothe the victim’s lonely pain 1 

What if witir knowledge, love combined, 
Con wake the undeveloped mind, 

And without speech or scnupkI can teach 
The use of sound alikh and speech ; 

To those dumb solitudes profound 
Convey some blessed gjhosi of sound. 
And kindle from the dormant smise 
Bright sparks of new intdligeikus ; 
Assist the undeveloped brain 
New loftier summits to attain, 

Till knowledge grow the guide of 
love, 

And love immed Heavenwiid pofni 
above ; 
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And the iUnmiiued soul confess j 

The innate love of Rlghleottsness ! : 

Surely a miracle it is 
Which worhs so blest a change as this ! ! 

THE OBEUSh\ 

Trox the river side, 

A1k>vc the turbid stream, 

Which rolls on, deq) and wide ; 
Strange as a dream, 

The obelisk defies 
Its dim unnumbered years. 

Facing the murky skies, 
ilieir snows, their tears. 

Three thousand years it stou<l 
Upon the sweet, broad Nile, 

And watched the gliding floofl, 

The blue skies smile. 

And many a century more, 

Where it of old would stand, 

(t lay half covered o’er 
By the hot sand. ' 

Now with a^s graven deep, 

In this our Northern Isle, 

Where the skies often weep 
And seldom sgiile, 

% 

Once more again it rears 
its dim, discrown^ head, 

*U thorn countim 
Its life is dead. 

jFmgetiai Is the lore 

Hqtstk symbols keep 
lot hnttdeis evormom 
« Slcq} thdr last skep. 


Amid this Northern air. 

Beyond the slorm*tost sea. 
Where earth nor sky is fair. 

Why shouldsl thou lie ? 

Standing amidst the strife, 

The modem city’s roar, 
Memorial #f a life 
Dead evermore, 

Anil of the end of all 
That shows to*<lay so stiong, 
The greatness that shall fall. 

After how long ? 

The city which to-day 
Shows mightier than thy own, 
Wliich yet shall pass away, 

Like thine o’crlhrown. 

And thou ? Where shnlt tluku Ite 
When Time has ruined all, 

And Faith and Em|x;ry 
Together fall ? 

Shalt thou at last fmd rest 
Beneath the river’s flow, 

And mark u(K>n its breast 
New ages grovi^^ 

Or shall ^ome unlx^rn race 
Take thee as prise of war, 

And set thee up to grace 
New cities far? 

Or shall our Northern frost. 

Dor dilll and weeping skies, 
Sap thee, Bll Utou lost 
To mc^ eyes? 

The Pm h Is, die Fist 
Whose ghost thou eomest hm ; 
The yem fleet hy us hut. 

The end draws near. 
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A SONG OF EMPIRE. 


Hut while the Preflcnt fliet ! 

The ffur-ciir Past survives ; ^ ! 

It lives, it never dies, 

In newborn lives* 

It livesi it never dies, 

And we the outcome are 
Of countless centuries w j 

And ages fiir. : 

j 

What if our thought might sec j 

The Future ere it rise, j 

The ages that shall be, ! 

Ilefore our eyes ; I 

I 


Ami if incorporate, 

Oraven by some mystic hand, 
Our hieroglyph of Fate 
Py thine might stand ? 


i 

1 

I 

i 


( 


Nay, nay, our Future shown Ij 

Implicitly in thee ; j 

For well the thinker knows 
What was, shall be. 

Ami though a ghost thou art, 

'Tts well that thott art here 
To touch each careless heart 
With hope and fear. 


A SONG OF EMPIRE. ; 

I 

JUNB ao, 18S7. 

First Lady of our English race, | 
In Royal ^gmty and grace j 

lhan all in oU ancestral blood, 
But higher stfU in love of good, 

And care for ordered Ffe^oiii» gvoum 
To a great tree wbeffe'er 
In either heinii|diei«, | 

Its vital seeds are blowip ; ! 


Where'er arith every day begun 
Thy English bugles greet the coming 
sunt 

l*by life is England's. All these fifty 
years ^ 

Thou from thy lonely Queenly place 
Hast watched the clouds and sunshine 
on her face ; 

Hast marked her changing hopes and 
fears ; 

Her joys and sorrows have been always 
thine ; 

Always thy quick and Royal sympathy 
Has gone out swiftly to the humblest 
home, 

Wherever grief and pain and sufiering 
come. 

Therefore it Is that we 
Take thee for head and symbol of our 
name. 

For fifty years of reign thou wert the 
same. 

Therefore to«<lay wc make our jubilee. 
Firm set on ancient right, as on thy 
people's love, 

Unchecked thy wheels of empire on* 
ward move. 

Not as theirs is thy throne ' 
Who, though their haplen subjects 
groan, 

Sit selfish, carii^ not at all. 

Until the fierce mob surges and they fidi, 
Or the aisairin sets the down-trod Bee. 
Not such thy (ate on this thy jubilee, 
But love and revertnee In the htsartt of 
all 

Oh England! Empbewidenndgireet 
As ever from the shiqdng hand of fiiti: 
Did Issue on the earth, oRgust^ large 
grown 1 
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What were the £m]>ires of the poit to | The English laws^ the English accents 
thine, I 

The old old Empires ruled 1^ kings | ’Mid burning North or tender Sootheni 
divine— ! a»r. 

Egypt, Assyria, Rome ? What rule j A world within themselves, and with 
was like tiyne own, j them blent 

Who over all the round world bearest \ Island with continent. 

sway ? The green Isles, Jewels on the tropic 

Not those alone who thy commands blue, 

obey Where flower and tree and bird are 

Thy subjects are ; but in the boundless strange and new ; 

West Or that which lies within a temiwrate 

Oar grandsires lost, still is thy reign air 

contest. As summcr'England fair ; 

“ The Queen *’ they call thee, the young Or those, our Southern Britain that 
People atrong, shall laj, 

WhdJ being Britons, might not sufler Set in the lonely sea. 

wrong, founds of deep fiord and snow'*c1ad 

But arc rcknil with us in reverence for j soaring hill, 

thee ; I NVhcredhroitgh the ocean 'currents ebb 

1'hcrefore it is we make our jubilee. and fill, 

And craters vast, from which (he 
See what a glorious throng they come, prisoned force 

Turned to their ancient home, Of the great carlh-flref runs its dreadful 

The children of our England I See course. 

What vigorous company | And vales of fern and palm, whence 

Thou sendest. Greater England of the | rising like a dream 

Southern Sea ! - High in mid-heaven, (he ghostly ice- 

Thy stately cities, sown with domes ^ fields gleam, 
and spires, 

ChasetbeUhiminednigbt wiUifestal Arcs And from her far and wintry North 
In honour of Ihcir Queen, whose happy ] The great Dominion issues forth, 

feign ! Fit nurse of stalwart British hearts and 


Began when, ’mid ihcts central roar, strong ; 

The mdeed Mvage trod the pathless { From her black pine woods, deep in 
plsln. i snow, 

TiKMaaanda of mile*. North, South, j Her billowy prairies boundless as the 
'Ea*t« West, tiHiay, j sea, 

Thdr emtnOeae benk and flocks tm* Whereon the sweet nntronbled soft 


nmbcfed stray* Yearly the niuiotieed, oountlesi wlld« 

Theini ase the vast primssval forest | flofweis blow, 

dspdispfofiiitnd ; j And by men’s fruitful and compditlaf 

\l«l evetywbere are found | | toil 
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Ycftrly the deep and bountemw hnrvcftts 
grow j 

Fipom the lone plains, o’er which the 
icy wind 

Sweeps from the North, leaving the 
Pole behind ; 

In whose brief summer suns, so hcrcc 
they shine, ^ 

Flourish nlike the n|>p1c and the vine ; 
From teeming ancient cities bright and 
fair, 

Whether in summer's heal or frosty 
wintry air, 

StamiHid with the nametoHs charm and 
' grace 

Of a more joyous rate ; 

Or on the rounding prairie nestling 
down 

Homestead and freriucnt new* built 
town. 

Fven to those ultimate wilds where 
comes to lie , 

Another Westminster on the Pacific 
Sea. 

Nor shall thy Western Isles 
lie wanting, where the high green 
breakers fall 

the torrid shore, and nature 
smiles ; 

And yet sometimes broods over all, 
Thick woods and hot laguncs with 
steaming breath, 

A nameless presence with a face of 
death. 

Fair balmy Isles, where never wintry 
air 

Ruffles the sceDtlcss tropic Uossoms 
fair. 

Upon whose 8tt»«warmed fruitful Mil 
Our dusky freedmen toil. * 

Lands of bright plumes that flash from 
tree to tree, 


Long creepers trailing thick with 
brilliant bloom. 

And loud upon the forest's silent 
gloom 

The plunging surges of the cncircHitg 
sea. 4 , 

And from the ancient land 

Scorching licncath the strong unfailing 
Kun, 

Round thee thy unnumbered subject 
millions stand ; 

From many's storied city fair, 

Old ere our England, first begun. 

From marble tomb and temple white, 

Built cre our far forefathers were, 

And still a miracle defying Time ; 

Palaces gray with age and dark with 
crime, 

Fierce superstitions, only qucnchdd in 
blood, 

And sweet flower-fancies yearning 
towards the light, 

And lu..tral cleansings in the sacred 
flood, 

Where by dim temple cool, or shaded 
street. 

From hill or parched plain the waywwn 
pilgrims meet. 

And from the unhappy Continent 

Which brcetls the savage and the 
slave— 

From our enormous South, there shall 
l)c sent 

A scanty band of strong self-governed 
men. 

And from those poisoned swumpSi to- 
day a gra\^ 

But which one day shall smile widr 
plenty, when 

The onward foot of Knowledge, stowv 
sutflim^ 
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Hus imversed }icr and net her children 
free 

FrtKn ocean to her ral«alaii« inland 

sea, 

And the fierce savag^e, full of kingly 
grace, 

h father of a gentler race. 

And pcncdTiil commerce heals the 
wounds of Time, 

And the long hisUtry of bt<KKl and )»ain 

Comes nevermore again. 

And nearer to thee still,* and dearer 
yet. 

Thy people of the^^ little Xorthorn 
Isles, 

Who never shall their Queen foigct. 

Nor be forgotten, whether Fortune 
smiles 

Or armM £uro|Ye storm around. 

W'hoiii none assail, Ijcycmd the waves' 
deep sound, 

llebind thdr suige-slruck ram|>art 8 safe 
ami free. 

These are thy closest subjects, these 

The bmtn and heart of Empire, as thy 
Rose 

Within its close-ranged petals comes to 
hold 

A perfumed heart of gold. 

Wherein the seed of the miraculous 
flower, 

Sale hid, defies Fate's power. 

And most of all thy wondrous mother- 
town 

Upon our broad Tfiames sitting like a 

*mid her healthful labour laden 
air, 

Gmws every day mote fair ; 

Whom not for fointem do her children 

ptiae, " 

Bm Ibr hergrackwalioiiiely memories-- 


A nation, not a city, the loved home 
V\‘hcreto the kmging thoughts of exiled 
Britons come ! 

Wliat ia it that their voioes tdl? 
What is it that in tiaming thee th<7 
praise? 

Not wider otipirc only ; that is well. 
But there are worthier triumphs, 
IK'accful days, 

Just laws, a people happici' than before, 
And rolling on untroubled evermore, 
With larger stream, and fidlcr and more 
free 

I'hc tide of ordered lilicrty. 

These things than empire higher arc, 
Higher nn»l nobler far. 

Oiir old Dracuiuc Law 
With children's LUkkI cemented, no 
more kills 

Us tale of innocent victims* Pitying 
Love 

Amid the abject s deigns to-day 
move 

Whom no man caretl for. If the cruel 
city 

Still claims its tbrnsands, by the out- 
casts stand 

Pure men and wninen in a gentle hand, 
Linke<l in a ministcy of Love and 
Pity. 

No more the insensate State 
Binds down the worker, to exa|4pn’atc 
Tlie unequal gifts of Fate, 

But comes instead, some care for 
commofi good, 

Some gliomieriog sense of growing 
j^tfaeriiood. 

No more half deafened by the unresting 
loom, 

Soolkss as k the bnste^ the fiallld 
children pine | 
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Nor haplcsi slaves, half naked, 'mid the 
gloom 

And grime and squalor of the sunless 
mine, 

The young girl-workers coarsen, hut all 
take 

Some modest gleam of knowledge, 
which may breed i 

I1ic faith that is aliove, yet under, 
every creed, 

And of these humble lives, one dny 
shall make 
True citizens indeed. 

Kor slmll thy peoples* voice 
Keep silence of the salutary change ' 
Which brought the gift of fullest 
freedom down 

To humble lives, whether by field or 
town ; 

The latent gift, and strange, 

Whi^ wakes alone the wider civic 
sense, ** 

Which, more than knowledge, sol>crs 
heart and miml, 

And rich and poor In closer tics c.tn 
bind, 

And knits a nation firm in harmony 1 
Let civil broils and fiercer dissidence 
Come — ^we are one. What care have 
we? 

In speech, in action, we are free. 

No mob few need We fear, or senseless 
anarchy. 

And for all thm rejoice. 

What law form haa done, 

For all our greater £n|^d 'heath the 
•on. 

Let us do now, bnildhig cm high a 
State 

or half the World coafederalc 1 


Sure, 'twere the noblctt victory of 
mind 

Thy scattered realms to bind ; 

To guide the toiling, hopeless feet 
To where is work for all, and life is 
sweet ; 

To teach our miuions their great 
heritage, 

To call logelhcr high u’orld-counciU 
sage. 

Strong as the Priest's, in this our 
island -home ; 

Then, though the armed world shall 
come, 

Wliat care, w^hat fear, have we. 

Who, being free, are one ; and, being 
one, arc free ? 

If all the wide Earth brings our 
millions food, 

And if our navies wltiten every sen, 

If we have rest and wider brotherhood, 
All these liegan with thee ; 

And shall, if Heaven so wiU, still more 
increase 

With thy remaining years, till blcsfi<l 
Peace, 

Half frighted from us now by grave 
alarms 

Of half a world in arms, 

Shall brood, a white-winged Angel, 
o'er the Earth. 

llicn may the rule of Wrong be 
done I 

Then may a new and Gkirions Sun 
Gild the lUumineMirorldi mid then 
Come Righteousness to men I . 

Three sovereigiM of CRir EitgUdh line 
Have reached thy length of rale, eadi 
of kis name the tUid, 

But never England's heart was stuied 
By thoK as 'tis by thine, 
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Our Henry died loneky and girl with I And Shakespeam^ tongue nnd Miltons 
foes \ I learned to dance 

Our gratter Edward fell in dutoge ere j The ininoet of France. 
lifc'K close ; I 

And be thy grandsirc bneu a troubluii?; ! And now again unco mure 

time^ ^ ; A Queen icigus u er us ti* tidbre ; 

A dim pathetic figure ! full of |)ain | Again tiy land and sea 

And care too great for mortal to ■ We cast the &ie<)ucred sum of victory, 
sustain, | Once more our English tongue 

And in his rayless borrow grown i Wakes to unnumbered bursts of song, 
sublime ! < A great choir lifts again its accents fail , 

i And to those greater singers, if wc find 
Three Queens have swayed , To-day no answering mind, 

Our England's fortuneb --great Eliza* , Tis that too large the rrewiit fills the 
beth. view, 

In wl^se brave times the blast of war * Yet lias itb great names toa 

Ulew loud and fierce and far. Fart of the glorious fellowship are wct 

1 ler dauntless sailors dared the uu* ‘ The great Viciurian company, 

bounded West, ' Which, since old Caedmon's deep voice 

And fought the Armada s might, and * caroltcil strong, 

did prevail, ' Through England's diecjuereil slury 

And wbereaoe'er was seen an English ; Ijorc along 

iJiil J The high pure fire of the world's 

Her Enipiie was confest : ; sweetest song. 

And round her gracious throne immortal > 

flowers of song | liui not iu the increase 

Bloomed beautiful, bhiomed long, { Of Empire, or the Weiories of ]ieacr, 
And left our English tongue as sweet Chiefly we seek tby praise. 

as tt was stnuig. But that tby long and gracious days. 

Lived in the solitude that hemsa tl^c, 
And when n centniy and more had Since thy great sorrow came and left 
passed thee lone, 

In blo^ and tumioil, came a Queen Were ever white, and free from thought 
at last ' of blame. 

Her soldiers and her wubirB once again Not once in thy long years shadow of 
Conquered on tenUfll fleld and on the envy came 

main, On thee, or him, whose stainless snqn- 

And once more tose the choir of song ; hood bore 

Not as the EUtohelhaiiy deep and Thy love's miiading flower. Never 
sttong, hefoee 

Bat, Irippiag lightly on its fewelted Jn all oar Eni^aiid was a royal home 
^ Wliereto the loving Utoogltls ofhiunlile 

lasaod politdy sweet, \ hearts might come. 

t I 
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Thjr diltdrai’s childrvii stAnd Afdniid 
thy kneest 

Their children come in turn as fair as 
these; 

Thy people and thy chikiren turn to 
thee, j 

Knit all in one by bonds of sympathy | 
With thee» oar Queen, arl we ; 1 

Therefore we make our solemn jubilee I • 

Flash, festal Arcs, high on the joyous ! 
air! | 

Clash, joy-liella I joy-guns, roar I and, | 
jubilant trnmf>ets, blare 1 
Let the great noise of our rejoicing ' 
rise ! j 

Oleam, long-illumined cities, to the . 

skies 1 

Round all the earth, in every clime, j 
So far your distance half confuses time ! ^ 
As in the old Judioun history, ! 

Fling wide the doors and set the | 
prisoners free J 

Wherev er England is o'er all tlic world. 
Fly, banner of Royal England, stream . 

utifurM ! I 

The iiroudest Empire that has been, to- | 
day 

Rejoices and makes solemn jubilee. 

For Englami 1 England I we our voices 
lahMtl 

Our England ! England 1 England ! in 
our Queen we praise I 
We love not war, but only peace. 

Vet never shall oitr Englaiurs |iower 
decrease I 

Whoever gsklcs our helm of Stale, 

Let aU men know it, Englaiid shall be ; 
great 1 

We bold a vaster Empire than has 
beeni 

N%h hatf the raee of man it s«b|ect to 
our Queen! 


Nigh half the wide, wide earth ts ours 
in fee 1 

And where her rule comes, all are free. 
And therefore 'Us, oh Queen, that we. 
Knit fast in bonds of tempevate liberty. 
Rejoice to-day, and^ make our solemn 
jubilee ! I 


/£A/P£BA^CB\ 

\Viif>so can rule hiii soul 
In prudence still ; 

Who can his licart control, 

HU thought, his will ; 

Whom, tcmficrate in all, 

Laltour and play, 

No low desires enthral 
Nor lead astray : 

Seeking the golden mean. 

To liuty vowed, — 

Ay, though Itlack depths between 
Roar dark and loud ; 

1 1 c hball new pleasures find. 

More fruitful fo 

I1ian for the undiscipliiied 
And scasnal are ; 

A kingdom abaolnte, ^ 

A wider sway 

'rhan his whom myriads mute 
And blind obey. 

For in his soul one vovee 
Alone it hiNttd, 

Which bida hw beaoc rejoice. 

One perfect wordy 

Stronger than healed yonth^ 
Mightier than wiensg^ 
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The Godlike voice oC Tnith« 
A oonsUnl song;« 

Silenoe all dboords loud 
Within the bnaut I 
Fly from Iho troubled crowd 
To peace ana rest ! 

And let ilie cnfranchijied soul, 
From *clf set free, 

Find in Kighfs dread Cfmtrol 
True Liberty f 


THE fMPERiAL fHSTiIVTE. 

*An Odk. IJui.v 4t 1887.) 

Wiril soaring voice and ftoleinn music 
sing ! 

High to IIeaven*s gate let (icaling 
tram|)ets ring ! 

To*<Uy our hands consolidate 

The Empire of a thousand years : 

llelusivc hopes, distracting fears, 

Have passed and left her great. 

For Britain, Britain, wc our jubilant 
anthems raise. 

Uplift your voices all : worthy is she of 
praise ! 

Our Britain, issaing at the call of Fate 

From her tone islets In the Korthern 

Sea, 

Donned her Imperial robe, assumed her 
ctownid state. 

Took the aole sceptre of the Free ; 

*Wd chnig of amt her citaccm glory 
me. 

By shattered Beet and darning town : 

Vietorim at the last <^er aU te 

CiBibattkd folU her apkndid stoiy 
doNIfll. 


Soldier end s eama n , side by side, 

Her strong sons, greatly dared and 
bravely died. 

Close on their steps her dauntless 
toilers went 

C>'cr unknown sea and I4tthless conti* 
nent, 

Till when #ie centuries of strife were 
done 

'ITicy left the great cht Realm beneath , 
the sun. 

Traisc them and her; your grateful 
voices raise. 

other of Freedom ! thou ait worthy 
of our praise ! 

No more wc seek our Kcainr* increase 
By War’s red rapine, but by wbiU*- 
winged Peace 5 

'io-day wc seek to bind in one, 

Till all our Britain's work be ^ne — 
Tlwough wider knowledge closer grown, 
As ca^ fair sister by the rest is known. 
And infitual Commerce, mighty to 
eftaoe 

Ihc envious bars of l ime and piace, 
Deeppulsing from a common heart 
And through a common speech ex^ 
pressed,' - 

From North to South, from East to 
West, 

Our great World Einpire^s eveiy part 5 
A universal Britain, strong 
To raise up Right and beat down Wrong, 
Let this thing tie 1 who riiall our Realm 
divide? 

Ever we stand together, Kinsmen, side 
t>yiRde! 

T<HJay wc would make free 
Oar miUtoos of their gfoiUm boritage, 
Here^ Laboor crowds in hopedw 
mtseiy,"^ 
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There, w untxiunded wtirk and mdy 
wage. 

The Halt breere, ealling, atin oar 
Northern blood,— 

Lead we the toilcra to their certain 
good ; 

Guide we their feet to where 

la Mpread for thoao who dafe 

A happier Britain 'neath an ampler 
air. 

l*priae, O Talace fair ! 

With ordered knowteitge of each (ur- 
off land 

For all to understand ! 

Uprise, O Palace fair, where for the 
Poor shall bo 

Wise thought and love to guide uer 
the dividing sea. 


First Lady of our British race t 
*Tis well that with thy peaceful jubike 
This glorious dream begins to be. 

This thy lost Consort would; this 
would thy Son, 

Who has seen all thy Empire face to face 
And fain would leave tt One. 

Ob, may the Hand which rules uur Fate 
Keep this our Britain great \ 

We cannot tell, wc can but pray 
Heaven's blessing on our work to-day. 
Uprise, O i*alace fair, wiicre every eye 
may see 

This proud embodied Unity ! 

For Britain and our Queen one voice 
wc raise,— 

Laud them, rejoice, peal forth : worthy 
are they of praise ? 


OAF/D t;iFFA'. 

Davih Gwyn was a Welshman lx>ld who pined a slave in the bulks of Spain, 
Taken years since in some mad emprise with Francis Drake on tlie Sp.inish 
main. 

Long in that cruel country he sluureil the captive's bitter and hapless lok; - 
Slowly the dead years |»^scd and left him dreaming still of the days that were 
not, 

Of tiny Kadnor, or stately Brecknock, or Cardigao s raio«#wcpt beigliU may 
be. 

Or green Caermarthen, or rich Glamorgan, or Pcmbiokc stiiing on cither 
sea. « 

Sickening within his squalid (uison, while still as the drcling seasons came 
The fierce sun beat on the brown Sierraa, springtide and aainmer and nutunin 
the seme, 

AlmtMt hope failed the dauntless sailor, chained in an alkn and hateful land, 
Lonely and friendlesi, starved and bulfelud, none to pity or nndevstond. 

Pining always and agtiug ytaily u slow Time whitened and bowed his head, 
While longing and hate burned high and h^ber as life sank lower and hope lidl 
dead, 

With hrutee for hu gaolers, and licii^ for his fellows, chained to him ceaeekssly 
nil^t and day. 

Eleven aatuinns eteven winters wasted thidr wearisome kagih away. 
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Then (here awoke found his floatin|; prison ctan( of hammers and bustie of men } 
Shipwrfjshts labouring late and early woke old (houghU in his heart again. 

** Spain will lay waste 3 ronr heretic Island with fire and sword ere the winter be 
come» 

And you and the rest of your felon crew shall row the galleys which sack your 
home." ^ 

The hot blood flushed to the prisoner^ forehead, Imt never a word in reply 
said he, ^ 

Toiling obediently days and weeks liti the great fleet sailed on the suinmer sea s 
Splendid galleons towering sky awrd with gilded masts aiul with streamers Iwavc, 
Floating proudly lo martial music over the blue Lusitanian wave, 

Four great galleys 1ca<Ung the van, and in one midst the cloie-throngcd lienches 
sate 

David i^wyn, a forgotten oarsman, nursing a burning heart of hate. 


So alpng the windless ocean slow the great Armada sped, 

‘ Two unclouded weeks of summer blared the hot sun overhead. 

Hourly from the high dcck-pulplts preaching rose and chant and prayer, 
And the cloying fumes of incense on the brisk Atlantic air ; 

Courtiers fine and sea-worn sailors jesting the slow hours away. 

Silken sails and blazoned stamlards flapping idly day by day, 

And within his high poop-turret, more than mortal to behold, 

The High Admiral Medina lounging idly, clothed with gold : 

Not a thought of (icril touched them, not a dream of what might comr, 
Proudly sailing, sure of conquest, with the benison of Rome, 

And far down among the oarsmen’s benches, fainting, destwrate, 

Daiid Gwyn, a patriot hdfdess with a Iniming heart of hate. 

With the roaring Bay of Biscay louder winds and greyer skies, 

And the galleons plunge and hbour, ami the rolling mountains vise ; 
Blacker loom the drifting storm clouds, fiercer grow the wind and sen, 
Far arid wide the galleons scatter, driving, drifting helplessly. 

Higher mount the thundering surges ; tossed to heaven, or fathoms down, 
Rew or plunge the cumttrotis galleys while the helpless oarsmen drown. 
Like a diver the Duma slides head first beneath the wave. 

Not a soul of all her hundreds may her labouring consorts save. 

Mow to huriboaid, now to starboard, shattered, tost from aide to side, 
llclpkss ndls the great Armada, thom of all its pomp and pride. 

Down between those toppHng ridges, groaning, strainiiig in Us place, 
David Gwyu among the oanmen sits with tritnoph in his face. 

Then amid the roaring seas, when hope was gone and death was near. 
And the heaits of uB the.Spanianis rinkSiig, failing them for fear, 
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Boldly to the haughty Captain, David Gwyn the oanman went. 

Veiling with a fearlm frankness all the depth of his intent. 

** Quick, Hehor ! the ship is sinking ; like her consort will she be. 

Buried soon with slaves and freemen, fathoms deep beneath the sea. 

Give me leave and 1 will save her | 1 have fought the winds before, 
luiught and conquered storms and foemen many a time on sea gnd short." 
And the haughty Captain, knowing David Gwyn a seaman bold. 

Since upon the Spanish mAi the foemen sailed and fought of old, 
Answer^, turning to his prisoner : " Save the ship, and thou shalt gain 
I'rtedom from thy life-long fetters, guenlon from the Lord of Spain." 

Then from out the prisoner’s eye there flashed a sudden gleam of flame, 

And a light of secret triumph o’er his clouded visage came. 

Thinking of his Cymric homestead and the fair years that were gone, 

And his gloiy who should save her from the thraldom of the I>on. 

** 1 will save your ship," he answered ; trust me wholly, have no fear ; 
Pack the soldiers under hatches ; leave the main deck free and clear.** 
Doubting much the Don consented ; only, lest the slaves should rise, 
lly each oarsman sat a soldier, watching him with jealous eyes, 
f.iltle knew he of the cunning, secret signs, and watchwords l>um 
i long years of cruel fetters, strt]>es and hunger, spite and scorn. 

Little tiuiught he every prisoner as in misery he sate 
Hid a dagger in his waistband, watting for the call of Fate. 

David Gwyn, the valiant teaman, long lime battled with the main. 

Till the furiiuis storm-wind slackened and the ship was safe again. 

Sudden then he gave the signal, raised his arm and bared his Itcad. 

Every oarsman rising swiftly stabbed bis hapless warder dead. 

Seised his arms, and, fired with conquest, mad with vengeance, Hke a flood 
Gn the crowded ’tween decks bursting, left the SpanlanU in iherr blood. 
Z>avkl Gwyn was now the Captain, and the great ship all his own ; 

Well the staves obeyed their comrade, thus to sudden greatness grown. ^ 
Straight foe France the stout Yasans shaping, sudden on her Icc 
Don Piego in the foaming through the stricken sea. 

Driven by full four hundred oarsmen, nigh the monstrous gfdley drew. 

Then from out her Ihundctirq* broadside swift the sudden Ughtning flew ; 
In among Gwyn's crowded seamen stndglit the bnnling mimiles sped ; 
Nine stnn^ saiton In a moment lay around their Captain dead. 

David Gwyn, the dauntless Captain, taming to his comrades then— 

** God has freedom ; earn it : fear not ; quit yonraelves like men. 

Lay the ship aboard the free yonr eomra^ and be fiee.^* 

The idrong oaesmen bent, obedieni, rowing swiftly, ufently, 

TiU, as if in middle ocean stifking on a hi^n lo^ 

All the »t<MU timbets, q^veHog, reding with the dmeh. 
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Straiglii on bcMurd the crowded that bend of dei|»nUe nieiiy 

Freed the dave!i« and tell no Spaniard who might tell the tale again ; 

And the aUter gaUeya Matelx with fair windt aped safely on, 

Under David Gwyoi their Captain, and cast anchor at Bayonne. 

And King Henry gave them largesse, and they parted, every one 
Free once more to his own country, and their evil days were dont. 

David Gwyn to England coming vron the favour of tim Queen ; 

Well her Grace esteemed his vabtir in the perils that had been. 

What 1 had those swift, mighty galleys, which could wind and tide defy. 

Winged with speed the slow Armada when our weak fleet hovered by ? 

Had not then that sullen quarry, ploughing helpless on the plain, 

Turned and crushed the nimble hunters, and rewrit the fate of Spain ? 

Who shall tell ? Hut his were doughty deeds and worthy lasting fame, . 

Though the country he delivered never yet lias known his name. 

Did he seek again the home of his youth, did he let the years go peacefully by. 
Breathing (be sweet clear air of the hills, till his day was done and he came to die } 
By tiny Radnor, or stately Brecknock, or Cardigan’s rain-swept heights may In*, 
Or green Caermartheu, or rich Glamorgan, or Pembroke sitting on either sen ? 
Did he dream sometimes ’mid the nights of storm of those long-dead year! in the 
hulks of Spain, 

That stealthy onset, tluil dread revenge, with the wild winds drowning the cries 
of pain? 

Did the old man shudder to think of the blood, when (he knife pierced deep to 
the Spaniard's heart ? 

Nay, to each of us all is his Ufe assigned, hts Work, his Fate, his allotted Part 


SOXG. 

Fariwbu. 1 larewell I Aden ti the 
ways of iiighi 

The red sun mnks, and with him takes 
the light; 

O’er (bediill East the gathering shadows 

grow. 

And tttm to gray the Western after- 
gjow. 


Farewell t farewell ! But Day shall 
come again ; 

Shall hope then die, and prayers be 
bribed in vain? 

Our faithful hopes ooUtve the (Iccliiig 
day; 

Stronger than Life and Death and Time 
are they. 

Ah ! see the last faint ray has ceased to 
dame. 

Courage I our parted eavls are idB the 
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'Round is the earth, and round the 
estranging ten, 

And Time’s swift wheel which brings 
thee back to me. 

Come bock ! Come back climUng the 
Eastern sky I 

Our <(ouU are deathless though our flesh 
shall die. 

Winged are our thoughts and flash forth 
swift and far 

Iteyond the faint light of the rurthest star. 

Come liAck I or if we meet in .some 
strange place, 

On some dim planet, I nhall know' thy 
face ; 

}ly some weird land, or unimogincfl sea, 

I Hhall not tic afraid, dear, having thee. 


/HE AIBA7SOSS, 

V PON the lone Australian sliorc, 

A cbnnce-svsit traveller’s careless «ye» 
Saw* a white Idrd swoop down and lie 
With whie wings that sliould soar no 
more. 

\ ffseble quiversltook the bird, 

A film the glaiing eye o'cespread { 

Once nuMre the pearly plumage stirred, 
And then the Albatross was dead. 

He spread the giant |nnions wide, 
When ’nenth the snowy down he found 
Ry lionds unknown aecuroly lionml, 

A sca-wom ndssive safe and sound. 

Ami when the blotted page he reoii, 
lids message bora H from the sea— 

** Five shipwrecked sailors, rnonmed os 
dead, 

A thcauiand miles from land are we t 


**Who€*er them art whose hand shall 
take 

Our poor winged messenger, we pray 
That thou wilt spare him for our solu. 
And send him scatheless on his way. 

Hardly we ha|)e oJt words shall And 
Kesimnse, save by some blessed chance : 
CiitMl friend who readcst this be kiml. 
And vf»eetl us to our vveU-love«l France.” 

The traveller .s(<K>d and musing reml, 
Some ncw-lK>ni pity 511e<l his breast, 
Seeing that |)oor envoy lie at rest, 

The living speaking thro’ the dead. 

And soon to save those helpless men, 

A stout ship, many a weary mile 
Soiletl forth, and found their lonely isle, 
And sped them to their homes again. 

Rut I, os o’er this tale I stay 
My wandering fancy, seem to hear, 

A voice which comes my heart to cheer, 
A .silent voice which seems to say, 

**Tbus is it with the world aremod. 

For tho* the messenger be gone. 

Some winged thought with his being 
bound, 

OVr all the wnrld goes echoing on. 

** .\m) though its tones sound faint and 
weak, 

Lost in the rode world's clamorous strife. 
The message of dead lips tan speak 
To soids in frisem, words of life !” 


LVA GREAT LADrS ALBUM. 

Fut MlUy, Mibo^ on lieaitaliiig viud. 
Through this ftiir pleattunee, vowed ro 
Prince and King. 
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Here, nngeci ftpvt, as ia some leufy 
Cluie^ 

Moiiarcbs aiul autesnvm court the 
gmtefui shade ; 

Poets and warriors side by side art 
found. 

And the gnivc moes with harmonious 
sound. 

Science, with steady i;nre and tranquil 
eye. 

And Faith triumphant voarin};; to the 
sky, 

The immemorial East delights to bring 

Its tribute to (he clear Castalian spring. 

Where Vr we stray some nobler foot has 
« trrKl, 

And the awed gnser knows n ftemi* 
god. 

Dreadit thou with daring pinion to tn^ 
vade 

The sqliittdcs for finer natures made ? 

Nay, halt not 1 Spread thy wif^^ ani! 
nuse thy song I 

lletter the feehty right than Ixuely 
strong? 

Thou, too, art like to these, and with 
them one 

In iMttire, os the star U with the Son. 

Here whoso gmtty daring enleri hi. 

This truth shall learn, ** the whole wide 
world b kin.*’ 

From Prince to boor, old East, and 
Unger West. ^ 

One *l>nith,«ae Ki(^, one WMom U 
OMlfiMt; 

One hale of Wraag, one bve of noliler 

One itfcte nce kg tlm aaivaiaal Ought ; 
One wemldpof themie per^ 

tVangli miiying voioes hemad and yet 
ibeaMnet 
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MAacii ro, 1S88. 

Thr rapid tide of gUdihf: yeers 
Flows gently by this Royal hnmc, 
Unvrxed by clouds td" grief and tears 
Its tranqu#seasons come. 

To one, ns happy and more great, 

‘ Came earlier Ur, the dread alnrnt, 
l*he swift immedicable harm, 

The icy voice of Fate. 

I'lic gracious father of his race 
Heard it, too soon, and dared the night j 
Death coming found him with the lin^t 
j Of .Sunshine on kU flUe. 

; He left his widowed Queen to more 
; Alone in soltury sway, 

• Alone, through her long after«day, 

I Rut for her |)eoj>U:*s toee, 

i Their saintly daughter, sweet and mild, 
! Drew poiscmfiriun her dorttiig's biealh ; 
j Their young son trod the paths of death 
I Far, far from love and child. 

j Kay, now by the Ausonian sen, 
Daughter of Englatid, gooil and wise ! 
Thou watehest, with aad anxious eyes, 
Tby fiower of chivalry ! 

But (hU fiiir Ea^ish home no shade 
Of deeper aoriow comes to blor, 

No grik for dear ones udm me not, 

Nor voids wfikh years have umdA 

Onaafeknem oidy, when Hshaml 
Lay long weeks, wrestling sore srith 
death, 

< And fiityfng Eaglaiid held tier breath 
Daspadrhig, too^ hU bed. 
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No regal house of crowned state, 

Nor lonely a.% the homes of kings 
Where the slow hours on leaden wings 
Oppress the friendless great. 

Hut lit with dance and song and mirth, 
And graceful Art, and thought to raise, 
Crushed down by long labdMous days, 
The toiler from the earth. 

Its Ixwd an English noble, strong 
For public cares, for homely joys, 

A Prince among the courtly throng, 

A brother with his boyn. 

Who his .Sire's footsteps loves to tread, 
In prudent schemes for po|mlar good ; 
And strives to raise the multitude, 
Kvinemlwring the dend. 

And having seen how far and wide 
Flics IvnglaiuVs by lantl and sea, 
Would bind in willing unity 
Her strong sons side by side. 

Its gentle mistrcHS, fair and sweet, 

A girlish mother, clothed with grace, 
With only summer on her face, 

Howe'er the swift years licet. 

Who was the Vision of our )H>uth, 

Who is the £xem|dar of our prune, 
Sweet Lady, breathing Lo\*e and Truth, 
With charms which vanquish Time. 

(iood sona in Aowering manhood free, 
OIrU lair In budding woinanbocid» 

An Engltslt household bright and good, 
A thousand «uch there be ! 

Great Heaven, how brief onr SnaMnen 
show! 

And deettng as the %inc Sprntg I 


The almonds blush, the throttles ting. 

The vernal wind-flowers blow. 

• 

And yet 'tis flvC'and-twenty years, 

Since those March violets dewy*sweet. 
Were strewn before tlip maiden’s feet, 
Amidst a people’s cheens. 

And mile on mile the acclaiming crowd 
Sufgeti round her, as the soft Spring air 
With joy-bells reeled, and everywhere 
RournI welcome deep and loud. 

While this, our trivial life to-day, 
Loomed a dim ju^rilous landscape 
strange, 

1 lid l»y thick mists of Time and Cbongc, 
Unnumbered leagues away. 

L^^ng years ! long years I and yet how 
nigh 

The dead Past show^s, and still how far 
The Future’s hidden gljtupsc.s arc 
From mortal brain and eye. 

What secrets here shall Time unfold ? 
What fates lx!fa1l this gracious home ? 
Shall to-day's festal once more come, 
Ki|>cned with time to gold ? 

I lenven send it ! Close-knit hearts ate 
here. 

Not that old hate'of sice and lieir ; 
Here floorish homely virtuea flur, 

Aitd love that conquers flesar. 

For these nuqr Fortune grant again 
Their Sovereign’s "fihrge and hlamdcas 
life, 

Unmaifed by cam, nndifiHned by mr^ 
Le» touched than ilm by pain Z 
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High set abotre the noise and dust 
Of Faction, and conyuiied sUU 
To guide aright the popular will, 
Bx 8x*”patlix and trust ! 




Throni^ civic wisdoni temperate. 

And forethought fbr the gmral need, 
Keeping midst diange of politic creed, 
A Throne, a People great 1 


THE INViNClBLE ARMADA, 1588. 

’Tis a fair eve at inkUununer, three hundred years ago, 

Drake and his liold sea captains all ore out on Plymouth JfcHr ; 

They are busy at howls, brave gentlemen, with jovial mirth and jest, 

When watching eyes spy far awny a sail upon the West. 

A sail ! ten sail 1 a hundred sail ! nay nigh two hundred strong ! 

Apd up the sea thc^ swiftly climb in battle order long ; 

Their high main-royals rake the skies, as in a crescent wide, 

Like a thick wood, full seven mites broad, they sail on side by side. 

There if swift alarm anti hurry then, hut never a thought of fciir, 

As the seamen, with the falling night, l^ehold the Don draw near. 

** King out the liells,*’ cries Hawkins, and across the darkling main, 

England |>eal5 out deftance to the gathered hosts of Spain. 

llicy do not fear the Don, not they, who on the Spanish main, 

Have fought his might and lowered his prkle, again and yet again ; 

And yet His fearful odds they face, when they sail forth to meet, 

Spain and her great Armada with the fniny English (leet. • 

And the streets grow throi^ed with seamen, and th<' crf>wdH liegin to shout, 
And quick oars dash and sails are set, before the .stars come out. 

They W€^ their anchors with a will, find out they speed to sea. 

Where up the Cbotinel, stately, slowly, forge the enemy. * 

Now Jit. George for meny England, and St James for Papal Spain, » 

Onr seamen are our efaiefest hope, nor shall we trust in vain. 

We have quenched the hrea of Smitbfodd, and no more, Tore GcmI, we swear, 
Shell they ever again Same upward, throiq^ our sweet, free, English air. 

Kow when th^ iwed Ihe foeman, as he loomed aeross the sea, 

Lord Howaad led tlm English van, a Catholic Lord was he, 

^Andhfo gnat Ark Riqwl thinidered oid her bcoadrides 1 ^ long. 

With IMkt and Ecohhdmr bard by, and heroes in a throng. 
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liut never a gun the Spnniarcls fired, but silent ploughed and slow, 

Aft bisom in a sullen herd across the prairies go ; 

And l>ehind them close, like hunters swift, with hounds that snarl and bite, 
The KnglUh squadrons followeil through the breezy summer night. 

They could see the Dons* high lanterns, in a brilliant crescen^ Bare, 

They could catch the Black Friars* moaning chant ui>on the midnight air. 
All night they pressed thAn close, and ere the sun tiegan to flame, 

I^mg miles away, by blue Torbay, the warring galleons came. 

Smm as the dawn Iwgan to glow, the guns began to roar, 

All day the thundering navies fought along the r>orsct shore, 

'nil Portland frowned before them, in the distance dark and grim, 

And again the night stole downward, and the ghostly cUflA grew dim. 

And already, praised be God, who guides the patriots* noble strife. 

Though not an KngliHh flag is tost, and scarce an English life, 

De Valdez yields his ship and sword, and into Weymouth Bay, 

They tow Oquenda's Inirning hark, the galleon of Biscay. 

Day fades in night, *niid stress of tight, and when to waking eyes, 
Freshwater's ghostly sea clifls, and the storm -worn Needles rt-iic, 

From a score of sheltered inlets on the .smiling Solent sea, 

England comes forth to aid her sons, with all her chivalry. 

There soils my Lord of Cumberlan<l, and be of Oxford too. 

Brave Raleigh and Northumberland, and Grenville and Carew. 

As to a field of honour hasten knights of deathless fame. 

To meet the blue blood of (.'astile, the flower of England came. 

Then wi^ the wind, the foe faced remnd, and hissing o’er the blue, 

Forth from his lofty broadsides vast his hurtling missiles flew ; 

Long time the flght confusedly raged, each man for his own hand $ 

George 1 protect our country, and the freedom of our land ! ^ 

See here round brave Ricaldcs thick the English levies press ! 

See there the kceli from Loodoa town, hemmed round and in distress ! 

Such thunder sure upon the seas was never heard before, 

As the great ordnance smile the skies with one uneeasing idlh ! 

Now when the fifth day «ff the fight waa come, St. James's Day, 

The sea was like a sheet of glass, the wind had died awqr. 
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And from out ibe smoke doads looming vasu chuining the deep to foam, 
Driven Uy three hundred otrs the lowering galliassct comc« 

Uul cre they neared tbr KngUsh ]ine,*a furious iron hail 

Of ebatn-shoi and of grape-iihot crashed through mast and and »»ail ; 

No more they ooukl, they turned and Hed, upon our Knglish s«i*> 

Not yet such forious hatred ragcti, or stublM>ni bravery. 

• 

And upon the sleep white wails of cliflf and by the yellow sand, 

With pike and mu^ct hurrying down the sturdy (>easanU stand, 

And the trembling women kneel and call upon the Holy name, 

And watch the thick black cloud which bursts in murderous jets of tlaine. 

Now St, George for uur old England ! for the Don has turned and lied, 
Witli many a strong ship sunk or burnt, and gallant seaman dead, 

And by the lost day of the week, the warring squadrons lie, 

The fueman moorcrl in Calais roads, the English watching by. 

rhey sent for aid to Tarina, for they were sore beset, 

Hut the Duke at St. Mary*s shrine, and could not succour yvt, 

For by Nieiiport and by ]>unkirk, stem, immovable os Fate, 

With stalwart ships, and oitJnance strong, the Dutchmen guard the gate. 


Now that great Sabbath dawns at last, and from t)ie focmoii's (Icci, 

The deep mass-music rises, and the incense sickly-succl, 

And beneath the dag of England, stem, with dauntless hearts .iml high, 
The seamen take the bread and wine, and rise prepared to die, 

• 

Then come Lord Henry Seymour, with a message from Her C^racc, 

And Sir Francis read the missive with gra%'e triumph on his face, 

And be swore on oath, that come what would, her orders idiould be dune 
Before the early rose of dawn proclatmed the coming sun. 

And the summer daylight faded, and *twas midnight on the wave. 

And amonig the close-moorud galleons, all was silent os the grave, 

And the bright poop lontenis rose and fell with the bfeathing of the deep, 
And rilent rode thtt towering hulls, with the weoiy crews aalcep. 

When two brav#bieii of Devon, fee Sir Francis bode them go, 

Wirii all soil set before the wind, stede down upon the foe ; 

And befote the drowsy watchmen w<dee, ibe swift destruction came, 

As with a blase of wildfire leapt the dresliips into Home ! 
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Then ffom the clotie-throiiged fthipe of Spain loud cries of terror rise;» 
As from their burning ranks the glare flares upward to the skies. 

With cables cut, and sails half set, they drift into the nigIH, 

And many arc crushed, and many burn, and some are sunk outright. 

And the watchers on the l>ovcr Cliffii know well what thing l^s heen. 
And for noble England cheer aloud, and for her Maiden Queen. 

No more, no more, grcatCngland, ft^halt thou l>ow thy head again 
Beneath the Holy Office and the tyranny of Spain J 

And the conquering Englinh followed, and U|xm the I''laii(lcr'» shore, 
Ho|H:lesK the shattered galleons femght, till fight they couhl no more. 
And sonic went down with all their crews, and some l^ent helplessly 
Upon the yeasty quicksands of the }icrilous Northern Sea. 

Then Sidonia with the remnant, shattered ships and woundctl men, 
Klcfl northward, with the foe in chase, hoping for Spain ogain ; 

But by the Orkneys, lo .* (he Lord blew with a mighty wind, 

And on the cruel Irisii West they left two score behind. 


And the savage kerns of Desmond, when the stormy winds were o'er. 
Robbed the thronged corpses of the great, upon the lonely shore. 
1'hcre, in hU gold-laced satins, lay the IVincc of Ascnlc, 

'Mid friars, and seamen tlrowoed and dead, and Dons of high ctegree. 


Or faint >vith hunger and with thirst, though rescued from the wave. 
The haughty 8 |Hiniards knew in turn the misery of the sla^c. 

They ate the captives' bitter bread, they who brief weeks 
Sailtsd forth in fufib disdain and pride lo lay our England low. 

And the scattered remnanl labouring liack to Spain and IHe again, 
fonracore gallant ships behind ami twice ten thousand men ; 
And when in d^e and misery this gfcai emprise uras done, 

*lliere was acaroe a palace iu all Castile which did not mcnim a soiu 


Let not their land flwget the men who fought so good a ligitt ! 

Still shall our England keep undimmed their fame, their memory bright. 
And if again the Ibemcn come in power upon the main, ^ 

May she And sons as strong as those who broke the mij^t of Spain t 
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ODE SUXC AT THE FIRST CO^ 
OPERA TIVE ^FESTIVAL. 

August 17» i88Sw 

Comb let us sinjg' togcthei a new Mmg, 

The triamph of tne weak made stning ; 

The victuries of peace wh celebrate^ 

Not those of war and hate. 

The victories of |ieace, won after many 
days : 

Let u& our voices tune to joy and 
praise ; 

Come let us sing a new and happy 
song! 

‘rime WAA when hy hb lou-great toil 
Imwed down* 

The worker feared his master's frown { 

For some scant wage chained to his 
hopeless task, 

Nor ever darcfl to ask 

For his young lis'cs and |iiteou9 gains 
afraid, 

A fitting share of (hat his liandh had 
made ; 

Hut now thrcMigh unioii strong, the 
wrorkcTs claim their own. 

lliere b rod wrar not fought with sword 
or gun. 

Where, in deep peace, war^s wrong is 
done; 

Where face to face in hostile camps 
they stand 

Who should clasp hand with hand : 

The rich inaii waahig slow in soulless 
ease. 

The poor man spent by toils and 
niseriea. 

Sing wt a cheerfnl sohg. Time's cune 
ti almost done. 


Ay, alinoat done, but ah 1 not wludly 
yet; 

Lei not too sanguine souls forget 

Those for whom no man taketh thought 
or heed, 

The hearts, the lives that bltiMl. 

Let not our work^s, taroug in brother* 
hoodt 

Forget the frientlless toiler s sloi'vtng 
broorb 

Mixt be our song with joy, yet not all 
cheerful yet. 

Vet for tO'day, at least, let us rejoice. 

Uplifting jubilant heart and vciice. 

tCoi what has liecn we hymn, but whnt 
shall be ; 

Not the old misery, 

Dut the new days when Man beneath 
the power 

Of peaceful union bUioms a iwrfect 
flower — 

For (his we choose nut sorrow, but 
rejoice. 

W'c come to-day in this our solemn 
mirth, 

Bringing the flowers, the fruits, of catlh, 

Reared by strong haftds which laliour 
glorifies. 

Tull, honest luil wc prise — 

Look round and ice bow rich the har- 
vest grows, 

The mellow fruits, the perfumed rose 
that glows 

Raised by untiring toil from our good 
mother Earth. 

See bow to-day the long drawn vistas fill 

With fruit of every toiler's skill, 

The man's strong gains, the woman's 
deft and fine ; 

Here heart and bfuin combine 
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In pUyin^; succonr for the wenk and 
dumb ; 

Ifcre arc fair schcincis to Imild the 
happy home, 

A till child rcti'K work, and play, than 
work morc precious still. 

Therefore do we make mclfly and arc 
glaili 

No care to-day Uiall make us sad. 

\Vc «iing the song of wider brotherhood, 

Knit ctoHc fur general gtxKl. 

Wc sing the higher social sense which 
Unds 

lOuch for the general gt^xl, op|x>sing^ 
minds. 

We hail thee, blessed Union, and arc 
glad ! 

And sing aloud together n new and 
cheerful song ! 


JV JOHN Hh*iGJ£J\ 

MARCH ay, 1S89. 

1'KU.Nn of the friendless else, and art 
thou dead 7 

(ireat Master of our vigorous Saxon 
speech, 

Unwearied pleader for the people’s 
bread. 

Hater of war, strung to convince ami 
tcadi. 

With passionate faith and indigtia* 
tlon strong, 

Mighty to alay the hydim-heads of 
wrong. 

Thy voice was aye for Fiecdoa, and 
thy heart 

Warlike for Peace, swee o'er the opm 
grave 


Of thy young love, thou didst accept 
thy iMurt 

To strike the f^ameful fetters from 
the slave, 

To lift the toiler from hU hopeless 
lot, 

To plant the civic sense where it 
was not.' 

'i'hy MHil wah rcarcii on titling fooil ; 
thy tongue, 

louclied with our older England’s 
])urcst Arc ; 

The noblest strains our Island Muse has 
sung, 

Shakspearo and Milton did lliy 
M|)cech inspire ; 

riic poei.> taught thy rhythmic 
periods strong ; 

.Vnd thy impetuous flights were 
winged tvith song. 

Thou couldst not brook the faithless 
souls that dread 

To follow Right and leave (he rest to 
tiod ; 

No !>cliish fear of careless riches bred 

Might turn thee from the path by 
Duty trod. 

ICngland thou lovedst, and beyond 
set of sun 

A greater Knglaiid still, and both 
made one ! 

Thy friend and comrade went his way 
alone ; 

Long years ago God called hloi, and 
be went. 

To him thy speedi has tearadl, Uuui 
sculptural stone, 

A statelier anii moie taming monu* 
menu 
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Long timo were ye reviled^ scorned^ 
hated ; now 

A people's hof&gc crowns each 
reverend brow. 

Chain})ion of K|^oin, by lliy hearse 
shaU I 

Keep silence -1 who owe tYiec much 
indecil ? 

A Prince among the People comci* to 
die, 

And shall no grateful son of verse 
take heed ? 

Nty^ on tby grave, ere falls the i 
earth, 1 lay 

XbU simple wreath to deck thy I 
honoured ciny ! i 


Vot not the less thy voice is clear and 
sweet, 

And sUli thy genius mingles strength 
with grace. 

i On thy broad l>row alone and 
rc\‘ercnd face 

! Thy fourscore winters show, not on thy 
min#. 

Stay, Time, a little while thy Itesd* 
long chase ! 

Or t>assing, one Immortal leave liehind ; 

For wc arc weak, and changeful as the 
wind. 

For him long since the dying snan 
would sing, 

The dead soul pine in splendid misery. 

lie winged the legend of the blameless 
King, 


OX ROBERT HLAKE. 

En(;kavkij UN rii£ Krass in St. | 
MaROARKT'S, WKSTMINJiTKK. I 

Kingdom or Commonwealth were less : 

to thc<; I 

Than to crown England Queen o'er | 
every tea, j 

Strung sailor, sleeping sound as sleep I 
the just, j 

Rest here ! our Abbey keeps no wor* | 
tbicr dust ! 


TO LORD TEXXYSOX. ! 

On Mts Eiohtictu Bikthdav, 

AuotrsT 6^ 1889.. I 

MASTlft and seer ! too twUi on noise- | 
Icnfeet j 

Tby harvyif^ decades 8eel with j 
stealthy fiaoe ; 


An<l ciossed to I^tuslond the cn 
cltantcd sea ; 

Heard the twin voices strive foi 
mastery, 

Faithful and hiithlcss ; and with pie- 
scient tliougbt 

iiaw \\ Oman rising in the days to In; 

To heights of knowledge in the past 
unsought ; 

These his eye markerl, and those bis 
wisdom taught. 

And be it was wbose ntusii^ car o’er* 
heard 

The love-tale sweet in death ami 
madneas end ; 

Who sang the deathless dirge, whose 
every word 

Fashions a golden slaine for his 
friend. 

May all good thiiigi his waning yea» 
attend 

Who told of Ritpah mouming for has 
dead! 


3 K 
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TO HEX MAJESIY THE QUEEN. 


Or in verse sweet as pitying ruth • 
could lend j 

The cbtUlUh sufferer on hopeless | 
lied ; 


TO HER MAJESTY THE 
QUEEN 

Kevisitinc Walks. 


ThoinfhU, pare awl high, of ptcciow j Ai'r.rsT 24. 1889. 

fancy Iwred. I 

i Weix'ome, dear Lady, welcome once 


llisit ib still to scan with i>ikieiit eye , . 

The hook of Nature, writ with herh . ‘‘’i 


and tree ; ' 

rhe buds of March unfold, the lush | 
ffowera die, 

When sighs of Ahtumn wail «rer Lind < 
and seUk 

And those great orbs which wheel from ’ 
age to age, ^ 

('old, unregaHing ffres that neem to 
blight 

All yearning hojicand chill all miblo 


tune come. 

Small is ourOwalia, but a fair domain, 

Who comes to her comes home. 

Come now and offen, still our warm 
hearts hum, 

Though the swift winters close or dim 
the eyes 

That saw thee last ; to thee our spirits 
turn, 

Still to our lips true words of welcome 


rage; 

And yet were dead, and void, maylnr, 
of light, ‘ 

Till first they swam upon a inortafs , 
sight. j 


Dear Lady ! welcome, welcome home! 
Our Cymric eyes grow bright to ace 
our Sovereign come. 

Once long ago, didst thou, a careless 


Master and friend, stay yet, for there ' 
none 

Worthy to take thy place to-day, or 
wear 

Thy laurel when thy singing*days arc , 
done. 

Ah yet the Halls of song arc mute and 
bare. 

Nor voice melodious wakes the tune- 
less air, 

Save tome weak faltering accents faintly 
heard. 

Stay with us; ^neath thy spell the 
world grows fair. 

Our hearts revive, our inmost aoula are 
stirred, 

And all our Kiq^liah race awaits thy ; 
latest word ! 


child, 

With smooth young browwon whid) the 
1 m]>erial Crown 

Weighed not a-, yet, amidst our htU- 
sides wild 

Abide, and with thine own 

Didst sjiend thy Springtime’s joyous 
hours and bright, 

Safe*gttardeil by a moiber^s tender care. 

Then all the ttotblding world showed 
clear and fair 

To thy unwearied mind and eager aight ; 

Ah ! it is blest indeed to be 

fn life's young mom with all fair Ihtpgs 
to see ! 

And then thou earnest to thy Wales 
oncemoiau 

In bai^fiy wedlock, fiy the knightly arm 
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pr thy new Arthur, i^Ucitd safe from | 
harm, i 

By Menai'a sounding »hore, 

Strong in Love’s strength, as one who 
seemed to bear 


Wluit are they all but phanUnm (tccting 

piwt. 

Weak citatures of a day. which but a 
day may last ? 


A ix>tent talisman to ahiekl from 
ill. • 

But \%hai defence averts the stroke of 
care, 

Or blunts the shafts of Heaven’s mys* , 
tcrious will ! « 

(vrief dwelt with thee long time, Init . 
now 

'rhe crown of Resignation decks thy 
brow. 

J 

Dear l.A<ly, wc arc feeble folk, and 
weak. 

But our old tongue and loyal hcartN uc 
keep; 

Wc cherish laill the lo^c w** may not 
speak- - 

1 he old affection deep. 

Mill is our Wales sea of song,’' and 
itill 

From atniling valley, and from soaring 
hill, 

Kryri's snows and fair Clwyd s verdant 
plain. 

Or that strange shrine u|Kin the Western 
Main, 

There comes a nniversal voice 

Of sfdcomc to^ouf Queen, bidding all 
hearts rejoice, * 
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But the great Schf me 
« Fares on its course 
THib’ i ’imc‘» long dream 
Of changing force. 

It nsvv the plesiasaur an4l masUKlon 
Was strong, and dw'indle down, and 
still goes silent on. 

It saw the a|Hr " 

Rule every land, 

Jhc cave>man sha))c 
Flints for his hand. 

It saw a ihousatnl gciierntionH pass 
Acioss life’s mournful stage, likcMbkrii'* 
in a glass. 


h saw the '*1 range 
Forgotten King«, 

Ages of c))angc, 

'IVrriblc thiiig». 

It ^aw the Egyptian ami Ass) liun cuuie, 
'I'he gay Hellenic bloom, the rugged 
hWftv of Rorod. 

These loo it saw 
Totter and fall, 

A purer law 
O’er-ruling all, 

And then the arrested nuu:cli, the long 
delay, 

The tmflied hope, the Dawn fading to 

c'lmmon day* 


Oca hopes, our fears, 
Onr love and hate, 
Our jof* 

Our Unows with fate, 


It makes no cry, 

It lifts no voice, 
'fho’ alt thUifS die, 
The* allreMcc* 
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VSNITE PROCWAMUS. 


ll goex iiiiceiiiQg onwarclf blind and 
dumb| 

Nor bolUt nor bantefc, nor heeds 
ever thing* may come. 

Ktcrnal hcheriK*. 

(ircat Lord of all, 

^Vugukt, Supreme, 

Vrojitrate wc fall, 

>Vc cannot know I'hy working, nor ii% 
end, 

Vor by what hidd«.ii paths Thy Perfert 
Will may tend. 

Hut if one w<»rd 
Might ccunc, oi sign, 

( >ur ftouU were stirred 
To growths divim, 

No ]<iii|'er should wc walk in fear and 
doubts 

laki chihben iti dark ways, be fun the 
stan» come out. 

Ah i the word 
The «Hiul can hear 


Is only heard 
, By the inm ear, 

No outward ligh? it is which can 
illume 

, The spiritual eye, and i»iercc the tn 
shrouding gloom^ 

\ 

* An inlioiii light, 

I An inner \oicc, 

j Which bumeth bright, 

Which d<»t1i ft^oice, 

' A J^aith III things unseen, an inward 
j sight * 

1 Mhich thro’ a wicckcd world sees the 
Milory of Right 

^ With this our guide, 

j Our strength, our »ta>, 

I So more aside 

^ Our fuu steps stra), 

I httllil TJbyscir, (rrcat Sihenie, Eternal 
; Plan, 

I Work t>ul ► we ask no word — the 

Destiny of Man. 


nifMTao av william llowes amp seas* limiteo, lohuom amo aa ccLa ii 










